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“Yeah, Jake? Then why don’t you just fuck her too?”

Those weren’t the last words that I expected to hear from Liz. We had been together for two years. They’d been a pretty happy two years as well. We’d lived together, vacationed together and, if I’d been honest, I thought we had a future together.

Apparently not, though.

I wasn’t even sure who her comment was about. I had asked her to keep her voice down as our neighbor downstairs could always hear us through the floor when we were too loud. And I had never cheated on Liz. She clearly seemed to think that I had though, when she somehow imagined that I had been harboring secret feelings for Mrs. Andrews in the apartment below.

Whatever it was though, that was the end of it. A shout and the bang of a slammed door, which marked the conclusion of our relationship.

It was a weird spot to be in; single after two years. It had been the longest relationship I’d ever had. I thought, for that reason, that maybe Liz and I were meant to be. I thought maybe we were going to get married. So, yeah, I was pretty torn up.

One of the hardest parts of Liz breaking up with me was that I had only been in our city for a few weeks, when I first met her. Everybody I had gotten to know in my new home was through Liz. My friends were her friends and, as they were her friends first, she got to keep them in the split.

I went home for a brief break. I saw family and old friends and felt a little better for it. But my new job and my new apartment and my new life were hours away from all of those people. And I had to go back to my new city for those things.

It had left me feeling empty. When Liz left, she took everything with her. All of her things, all of our friends, all of our potential futures. So I did what anybody else would have done.

I downloaded a dating app.

Despite what Liz probably thought, I’d not used a dating app for a while. I had met Liz in a bar, which felt rare in modern times. Before her, I’d hooked up with a couple girls and even went on a few proper dates through dating apps, but that was over two years ago. Two years was a long time for things to change, in the dating world.

On the apps page on my cell phone, the most popular dating app was apparently called MeetCute. I had never heard of that one. I used to be a Kappa kind of guy. Looking at the screenshots though, it looked like basically the same thing with a new skin. Photos of women with a short description and the option to ‘meet’ or ‘miss’ them.

Maybe two years wasn’t actually that long for things to change in the dating world.

I downloaded the app and set up a profile. Jake. Early twenties. Into swimming, food, and good bars. It wasn’t much but it always used to be enough. I didn’t want to sound vain, but I was cute. I remembered that a girl had called me ‘pretty,’ once. I wasn’t sure why but it had stuck with me. I thought of her sometimes when I looked at myself. Whatever it was, I looked good in photos, and I could sort of leave those to do the talking.

With that, I got to swiping. And, either I was being catfished, or there were actually a hell of a lot of hot girls within a couple miles of my place. I’d sort of forgotten what it was like to use one of these apps. It was like online shopping for girls.

Girls who liked rock music. Girls with pink hair. Girls with PHDs. Sometimes all three of those things at once. I liked a lot of them. I added them to my dating cart. I felt pretty confident that someone in that mix of women might be what I needed to help me get over Liz.

But then there were girls on there that reminded me so much of her. Girls who did art. Girls who liked thrift shop clothes. Girls who loved cats.

She was still on my mind. She had been on my mind a lot. Liz was the person who I had spent the majority of my free time with for the last two years. We had in-jokes that nobody else would understand. We’d shared secrets that I never would have told anybody else. I told her I loved her more times than I could count.

Maybe I wasn’t ready to date again.

That was my overriding thought as I went to bed that night. I wasn’t ready to date. I definitely wasn’t ready to love, I knew that much.

I had work the next day. Weirdly, I had been sort of appreciating work, as it gave me a lot in terms of reasons to keep my mind off of my real life. I used to work from home a lot but, since my home was suddenly empty, I had stopped enjoying it so much.

The office was a kind of a relief, in a way. I didn’t really know many people, without Liz. Not that many people in my office knew me either. We were a ‘webcams off’ kind of office. The sort of place where you had to reintroduce yourself, when you met with a colleague in real life.

Not that I exactly loved it there. It was still work. It was just nice to talk to somebody. And it was nice that almost all of them didn’t know that I had just gotten out of a two year relationship, so they never really asked me how I was doing.

Going into the office became my routine. I stopped working from home and commuted like the rest of them. I met with whoever had actually come in that day, and worked my hours and occasionally even ate lunch with somebody in my team. It wasn’t exactly nice, but it was at least distracting. Distraction was what I needed more than anything.

On Wednesday afternoon of that first week back in the office, a real distraction came. My cell phone buzzed. It didn’t do that too often. I had a few group chats with friends back home but I had those muted. It was normally just sports talk anyway and I didn’t really care that much for those conversations.

I picked my cell up from the desk, and the screen was illuminated with the words “new match: Fiona.”

She wasn’t my first match. A few girls I had swiped on, on MeetCute, had matched with me. Still, I hadn’t spoken to any of them. I just hadn’t been in the mood. But this notification struck me.

Fiona. I had remembered matching with her. I had never met a Fiona before. I didn’t know anybody could even be called Fiona in real life. But more than her name, her whole profile had struck me. Much like mine, she had kept it simple. Unlike mine though, she was wildly direct.

“Professional domme. Don’t waste my time.”

I wasn’t sure why, but I liked it. I had never been to a professional dominatrix in my life. I had never needed to. Never particularly wanted to. But something about Fiona’s profile felt like a challenge.

In the most literal sense, I guessed it was quite literally a challenge. Don’t waste my time. I liked that though. Because it was probably what I wanted from MeetCute. I didn’t really want to be in a relationship again. I didn’t want anything serious. I wasn’t sure if I even wanted to meet anybody at all. So maybe someone like Fiona was what I wanted. Somebody I could be direct with.

Somebody who could challenge me.

Because that was something I had learned about myself. I liked a challenge. I liked competition. I particularly liked competition against myself. If I could do something better than I had done it before, I’d try and beat my past self.

Getting a date with Fiona was competition with my past self. She was one of the hottest women I’d ever seen. She’d put all of my past conquests to shame.

I had a weird momentary dilemma. I was about to immediately send her a message, as soon as I saw that notification. But then I realized that I didn’t want her to think I had been desperately waiting for somebody to match me. Like, if I sent her a message right away, she would think that I was overly keen.

But then, I thought about that line again. Don’t waste my time. I didn’t want my time wasted either. I didn’t want to try and play some stupid game on that stupid dating app. That same stupid dating app that I wasn’t even sure I wanted to be on, yet.

Are you free for a drink tomorrow night?




It was simple. I would be the first to admit that it wasn’t particularly imaginative either but, considering the assignment which Fiona had set for me, it felt like it worked. I turned my phone screen back off, put it face down on my desk, and got back to work.

But not for long.

It must have only been a few minutes - I’d barely even refreshed my emails - when my phone buzzed.

Fiona had sent me two new messages.

Annoyingly, MeetCute was one of those apps that didn’t give you a preview of the message in the notification. You had to actually open the app to see what you’d been sent. All of a sudden, it seemed as if I was caught in an actual text conversation.

Very direct, okay Jake.




But actually yes, I am free. Do you know Ketterman’s Bar?




Oh, a woman of taste. Yeah, I know it. Does 8pm work for you?




I’m glad you’ve already figured me out. I’ll see you then.




I looked at my cell almost in disbelief. Within five messages, I had organized a date with this woman. I looked at her profile again, just to take stock of what I had done. And there was Fiona.

Her main profile photo was her from the waist up, wearing a tight black dress which stopped just over her breasts. The kind of dress that hugged her body and pushed her tits together in a way that made them look like they shouldn’t have been real.

Her body was insane, judging by her photos. Each time I swiped to the next shot of her, I felt like I did a double-take. She looked like she could’ve been AI generated or something.

I took a brief moment to actually consider whether or not she might actually be an AI catfish account or something. It was particularly easy to set up a date with her, but otherwise she looked legit. She had the normal amount of fingers in every photo. Her face looked the same in each image, with the same slim and slightly pointed nose, dark brown eyes, and long dark brunette hair. It was just her body that I couldn’t believe.

That unreal body.

She was the antithesis of Liz. Liz was a sneakers and no-makeup kind of girl. I liked that about her - at the time - and so I liked that Fiona was nothing like that. I wanted Fiona to be everything that Liz wasn’t.

Liz hated making decisions, I wanted a woman who knew exactly what she wanted, and knew how to get it. Liz wasn’t motivated - other than to break up with me - and that always stressed me out. She was also so insecure, which was the entire reason things fell apart between us. I wanted to imagine that Fiona was none of those things. Fiona looked like the kind of girl who could make me forget all about Liz.

Even though I was currently thinking about her.

But that didn’t matter. I could put all of that aside. I had a date planned with a woman who looked like she was pulled straight from a pinup poster. And I could leave it at that. And I should have left it at that, too. I was still at work. I had a lot to do. If I could get this absolute goddess of a woman out of my mind.
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I didn’t message Fiona after we set up that date. I didn’t see any point. What would I gain from it? I was already going to ask her everything I would want to when I saw her the next night. All I would be doing was wasting both of our time. And I wasn’t about to go and do something which might get my date cancelled.

So I finished work, went home, and planned an outfit for my date. The weather had been nice over the few days before, with warm, light evenings. With that, I decided I may as well just wear a shirt and slacks.

I had this pair of black slacks that stopped at just the right point on my ankles to look smart but not too smart. With a white cotton shirt with the top buttons undone, and the sleeves rolled, I always felt as if I looked like I’d just rolled out of a billion dollar business deal. I paired those with a shiny pair of black dress shoes, with a round toe.

It was a simple outfit, but I always felt great in it. I wore it to wedding receptions and smart-casual gatherings and work functions. Every time, I felt like women were looking at me. It would’ve been stupid not to wear that to meet Fiona.

After that, I had a quiet night. I went to bed early as I wanted to feel rested for the next day. I wanted to be on top form for my date. It was my first, first date in years. I needed to be on top form. Especially considering the woman I was going to be meeting.

Because that was what she was. A woman. Her profile made it very clear to me that I wasn’t off to meet some girl that next evening.

Fiona was on my mind as I fell asleep. She was on my mind again the next morning, as soon as I woke up. I was pretty sure I had dreamed of her as well.

That was kind of crazy, I was willing to admit. I had never met this woman before. I knew nothing about her. I’d only ever exchanged about five lines of conversation with her. But she was on my mind.

It was just her photos, realistically. She had a movie starlet body and face. She was the kind of woman that guys would see and think she was out of their league. She was the kind of woman that guys would look at in a bar and never have the nerve to approach.

Not me, though. I was going on a date with her.

That thought kept entering my mind as I made breakfast, then again on my drive to work, and over and over it kept reappearing during my work. Fiona was a straight-up ten. I’d been with girls before who I thought were hot, but this felt big, even by the standards of any of my past conquests. Fiona was something special.

I still didn’t bother to message her during the day. I didn’t ask to make sure she was still up for going. I didn’t see if she wanted to reschedule. Those things both showed weakness. My silence exuded confidence. My silence showed her that I didn’t care whether or not she showed up. My silence showed that she wasn’t that much of a big deal.

Of course, none of that was actually truly how I felt. She was a big deal. I was nervous. I hadn’t been on a date like this in a while. Plus, if Fiona looked anything like her photos, and she didn’t turn out to be some fat dude trying to scam me or something, then I wanted her.

When work finally came to an end, I hurried home, made myself a quick dinner, showered and changed. As soon as I had my planned outfit on, I drove straight to Ketterman’s Bar. There was parking nearby, and I’d left in good time. That meant that I was in a seat right at the bar, ready for Fiona’s arrival, with time to spare.

I sat there with a bottle of sparkling water, with ice in a pair of glasses. I had a very quick look at my cell, just to double check Fiona hadn’t messaged me, and she hadn’t. With that, I put it away in my pocket, and decided that I wasn’t going to look at it again. The last thing I wanted was Fiona to walk in and see me on my phone. It looked insecure.

Instead, I looked around the room. I looked at the dark wood surfaces and dark marble floors. I looked at the gold fixtures and the floor to ceiling windows which looked out over the city. I looked at the bubbles in my glass, softly illuminated by the warm orange glow of the oversized bulbs above me.

The place was fancy. It was somewhere Liz and I had only been twice. Once for my birthday, and once for our one year anniversary. Drinks were expensive and service was good. It was the sort of place you’d only go if you had an occasion. Clearly, for Fiona, this was an occasion. And I hoped that I would live up to that expectation.

I had probably been waiting fifteen minutes when Fiona walked in. I spotted her immediately. She was wearing the same type of black dress which she had worn in all of her MeetCute photos. Because of that, I recognized her body before I recognized anything else. I recognized her tits, if I was being completely honest. Then I saw her long, dark hair, and that same pretty nose.

That was Fiona.

When I saw her, I didn’t jump out of my seat or anything. She hadn’t spotted me, so I rolled the glass of sparkling water in my hand, looked at it for a moment, and then looked back at Fiona. This time, she was looking in my direction, so I smiled, put my glass down, and stood to approach her.

“Jake, pleased to meet you,” I told her, as we met beneath an actual chandelier, between the bar and entrance elevator.

“Fiona. Pleased to meet you, too.”

Her voice was nothing like what I expected. It was a little lower than I had imagined, slightly smoky. Moreover, it was also - I was pretty sure - an Irish accent.

She extended a hand towards me, then leaned in to exchange those European-style kisses on the cheek that I didn’t think anybody actually did in real life. I had never greeted anybody like that but I liked to consider myself the kind of guy who rolled with the punches.

I moved towards Fiona, and our cheeks brushed. I could smell her hair and her perfume. She smelled expensive. She smelled desirable. She smelled like sex smelled. Sweet and sticky and addictive. I wanted her.

“So, is this your local, or something?” I jokingly asked her, gesturing at the bar.

The words in my head and the words that came out of my mouth were not the same. I had made very sure not to repeat what I had just been thinking.

“Oh, this old place?” she asked back.

I laughed instantly. Those words, coupled with her accent, all but undid me. I was worried I may have just fallen in love with her.

“Yeah, I would’ve taken you somewhere nice, if you’d asked,” I replied.

“Well we’ll just have to make do,” Fiona spoke. “Shall we find a table somewhere quiet?”

“I’d like nothing more.”

I left my sparkling water behind and we moved together through the bar. Despite being a Thursday night, it was pretty busy. There were a lot of what looked like dates, a few business-looking meetings, and groups of presumably rich friends out for the evening. We nestled into a corner, beneath a pendant light hung from a long, gold cable. The bar was dark. That little pool of light felt like our own private oasis.

“How was your day?” I asked, starting our proper conversation politely.

“Busy,” she answered. “Which is a good thing, though.”

“I bet,” I replied, not entirely sure what being busy as a professional dominatrix likely entailed. “I guess your job is more freelance than, like, a fixed contract.”

Fiona laughed.

“God, look at you, mister corporate man,” she fired at me. “In your shirt and that. Did you just walk out of the big quarterly?”

I laughed as well. She seemed like the fun kind of mean.

“I am the big quarterly,” I fired back.

“What does that even mean?” she asked, through a chuckle.

“It’s a business term.”

The conversation flowed with surprising ease. We seemed to have a very similar sense of humor. Jokes would bounce between us and, before long, we were on our second drink.

As the waiter placed them down on our table, and I wrapped my fingers around my glass, Fiona gently placed her hand on the back of mine. I looked at her and she was smiling. I smiled back.

“What are you looking for, Jake?” Fiona asked me.

It was a question that I didn’t strictly know the answer for. The day before, I wasn’t looking for love or anything real. As Fiona’s hand touched mine, however, I was suddenly looking for her.

“What’s anybody looking for?” I asked back.

“A quick fuck?” she responded, with a chuckle.

“Is that what you think I am?” I asked.

“Well, I’d have to find out,” Fiona told me.

“And I’d hate for you to never know,” I replied, as coolly as I could.

Her smile returned and the conversation somehow drifted back into less explicit territory. But then, just as easily, it would drift back. We would discuss something real, and then we would suddenly be making eyes and not talking. I would tell her about my work, then she’d tell me about hers, and it would be the hottest thing I’d ever heard. It was hard to keep my mind on any one track at any time.

It was clear where the evening was going. During our second drink, we knew we weren’t going to order another. Fiona asked me to come back to her place and I didn’t waste any time accepting her invitation. My second drink had cost me twenty-two dollars and I left probably a third of it in my glass. I wasted seven dollars of drink for that invitation.

In no time, we were by my car, then we were in the elevator of Fiona’s apartment block, then we were at her door.

With everything happening as it was, I was glad we went to Fiona’s. The apartment block itself was like fifty stories high and, somehow, Fiona’s apartment was right near the top. My modest one bed place just outside the city probably wouldn’t have impressed her quite so much.

As we stepped through her front door, that same impression continued. Her apartment may as well have been an extension of Ketterman’s Bar. It was more marble and gold and windows that looked out over the city. Her couch was double the size of mine and was covered with pink fur and plush cushions.

But then there was stuff to do with her work. The walls had racks for things like rope and paddles and a hell of a lot of stuff I couldn’t even identify. There was a large chest with an oversized padlock, and I almost dreaded to imagine what was inside that thing. Fiona was something else.

That realization struck me twice as hard, when I turned around.

Somehow, while I was taking in Fiona’s apartment, I hadn’t noticed what she was doing. When I turned to face her, she was no longer in her dress. She was only in her underwear and the pair of high heels she had worn to the bar. It was the kind of thing that any other girl would only wear if it was my birthday or something.

Fiona laughed. I guessed why straight away, as I hadn’t said a word when I saw her, and I had been staring for more than just a moment. I felt my mouth close, which meant that I had been looking at her quite literally slack-jawed. It probably wasn’t an impressive look.

“You okay, Jakey?” she joked.

“Yeah I was just really impressed with the -” I looked around her apartment. “The air fryer. Is that one of those two-drawer ones?”

“Christ, do you ever fuck off?” Fiona asked me.

“I don’t know what that means,” I half-admitted and half-joked.

I didn’t waste any more time, though. I walked towards her and unbuttoned my shirt. She grinned at me and grabbed the white cotton and pulled it from my shoulders. She grabbed the front of my belt and led me through a doorway into her bedroom.

I would have probably been just as impressed with the bedroom as I had with every other aspect of Fiona’s lifestyle, but she didn’t give me any time to. She kissed me. Our mouths met and my lip stuck to the thick red of her lipgloss. Her scent filled my nose again. My hands were on her body and I traced her curves. She was incredible. She was a goddess.

Everything was a blur. Our naked bodies were together in her bed. We formed and melted apart, only to rejoin in another burst of sensation. It was unlike anything I had experienced. My mind raced but was simultaneously blank. All I could see was Fiona. All I could feel was her. She was my entire consciousness.

Her moans were like music. Her breathing was a gasped rhythm which I controlled. Her body convulsed when I told it to.

Eventually, there was a moment of stillness between us.

“Jakey,” she asked, playfully. “Can you do one thing for me?”

“What?” I asked, willing to do anything, in that bed.

“Can I take a photo of your cock in me?”

I didn’t reply at first. It wasn’t what I had expected. I wasn’t sure exactly what to make of the request, either. I’d never been asked that question before.

“What for?” I asked back.

I didn’t think I necessarily minded the suggestion. To be honest, I kind of didn’t mind at all that there was going to be some kind of documented proof that I had slept with this incredible woman. I just didn’t get it.

“I want to send it to some of my clients,” she told me, plainly. “Your face won’t be in it.”

“Uh-” I thought for a split-second. “Okay.”

It was a wild request, but I kind of liked it. Everything about my evening with Fiona had been wild. The idea of her sending a photo of me fucking her to some guys who paid to spend time with her was madness. And that was sort of fun.

She moved onto her back and opened herself to me. I climbed across her, and entered her. Fiona let out a quiet exhale.

“Hold there,” she told me.

She grabbed her cell phone, held it near her face, aimed the camera between our bodies, and I heard the shutter sound. She flipped the screen around so I could see. I could see my body and hers and I could see myself inside of her.

“Do you want a copy of this?” she asked.

“If you’re sending them around anyway.”

I tried to make it sound like a joke but I really did want it. It was maybe the hottest photo I had ever seen.

“I’ll put you on the mailing list.”

Fiona threw her cell across the bed and then shifted her body. My eyes widened. She had taken control.
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The evening had been one of the craziest of my entire nights. I had completely forgotten that I had work the next day. My alarm on my cell went off after what must have only been a couple of hours of sleep. When it went off, Fiona just laughed, told me where the shower was, and rolled over in bed again.

I scrambled around the room to find my clothes, then all but ran in the direction she had pointed. I felt hungover, even though I had still been legally sober enough to drive. I wasn’t sure what it was.

Showering at Fiona’s was like showering at a hotel. It was all dials and buttons that I didn’t understand. I eventually just moved a lever and hoped for the best and got blasted from a shower head which I hadn’t even initially spotted. I had to borrow her shower soap, and came out literally smelling of roses. It was a weird morning.

Fiona hadn’t gotten out of bed for me. I put my clothes back on and checked the time. I had to get going. I moved through her apartment and to her bedroom door. I opened it and stepped into the doorway.

“Nice meeting you,” I said to the form under the huge comforter, which I was pretty certain was her.

“See you around, Jakey,” she called back to me.

She merged the words together so it sounded like “y’round.” With her Irish twang, there was something bizarrely seductive about it. I couldn’t have necessarily explained or justified it, maybe it was just that I wanted her. Everything she did felt as if it seduced me.

All I could think about on the elevator ride from her apartment was the night before. It was all I thought about on the drive to work, and it was still what I was thinking about when my manager all but snapped me out of a trance during a team meeting.

I bluffed my way through that meeting and I bluffed my way through the rest of the work day. My mind didn’t have the capacity for any thought that wasn’t her.

The thought had become all encompassing. At one point, I had to lock myself in the restroom and try to get my mind in check. But that only made things worse though. I looked at my cell phone and Fiona had sent me a message.

It was the photo from the night before.

You couldn’t tell it was me. You couldn’t even necessarily tell that it was her. But it was us. It was me inside her. I could feel myself getting hard just looking at the image. I had to lock my phone and put it in my pocket and think about anything but that.

Spreadsheets. Finance. The uneven wear on my rear tires. I was pretty sure that meant something was wrong with the differential.

I had no idea what that meant, or if it was true. But it was working. My mind had managed to focus on something that wasn’t Fiona. It was a start.

Naturally, it didn’t last long. An hour later, I was back in the restroom again. This time, I had to talk to her. I messaged Fiona.

Want to get dinner this weekend?




I hit send and then waited. And waited. And waited some more. After around ten minutes, I figured that maybe I wasn’t going to get a message back quite that quickly. I figured that also maybe people would start wondering whether I was sick or something, spending so much time in the restroom.

Back at my desk, I resumed work, but kept my phone in view. After an hour long eternity, Fiona messaged me back.

Not really.




It hurt. I thought Fiona and I maybe had something. In just one night, I had become more infatuated with her than I’d ever been with any other woman, ever. I was about to flip my cell over and deal with her message later, until another notification came through.

But I would like you to come over again.




Okay, I figured, not a bad second choice. I decided to actually play the game this time and not message back straight away. After twenty minutes of pretending, I sent her a response.

What time?




2pm. Saturday.




See you then.




It was crazily direct. Fiona, again, was not a time-waster. I did like that about her. I still wasn’t sure what I wanted with her but, in her words, a quick fuck was fine in the meantime.

I played down the clock for the rest of Friday and got an early night in the evening. Not that I was really sacrificing much, going to sleep early. My evenings and weekends had generally been a lot quieter since becoming single. Still, I needed to bring my A-game the next day. I needed to be rested and game ready.

The sports metaphor continued even as I made breakfast and lunch. I ate as if I was preparing for some kind of final. All clean protein and slow release energy. If I was seeing Fiona again, I was making it worth both our time.

I picked out a kind of smart-casual look again - not putting as much thought into this one, as I hoped I wouldn’t be wearing it for long - and got in my car. I decided to be exactly on time. No point being too keen and no point missing out on any time with her.

She had told me which number to dial on the intercom outside of her building, so I punched it in and waited. Almost immediately, I heard her voice crackle through the speaker.

“Very punctual.”

“You know me,” I responded.

A buzzer sounded and the double doors popped slightly towards me with a loud clack. I pulled them to enter, and made my way up the elevator. At the end of the hall, I knocked on her door and she let me in.

She was once again dressed in a tight dress. This time it was red and covered more of her legs, although not without a generous slit to show off a hell of a lot of her incredible, toned leg.

“Looking cute,” she told me.

“You’re not bad yourself,” I told her.

We had a slightly flirty back and forth. I wasn’t entirely sure whether she was expecting me to just cut to the chase and undress her. I had never been so directly invited over by a woman I’d just met.

Fiona poured us both a glass of red wine, not even bothering to ask if I wanted one. The conversation flowed. It veered from sexual to ordinary, with moments in which we sounded like we were just about to fuck, and moments in which she was genuinely asking about my week at work.

It was one of those moments in which everything changed. I had just asked Fiona about her week, and she mentioned something she thought I might get a kick out of.

“I had something new delivered today,” she told me.

“For work?” I asked

“For work. Check these little beauties out.”

She produced a box from behind her couch, which was a couple of feet wide, about a foot tall, and a few inches thick. It was a dark, shiny wood, of which the top hinged to reveal a black, velvet lined interior.

Nestled into grooves of that velvet interior were a bunch of different shaped and sized baby pink objects, which I had absolutely zero recognition of.

“Fancy, huh?” Fiona asked me.

“I have literally no idea what you’re showing me,” I admitted.

“Noo,” Fiona uttered, her eyes widening as she made the extended ‘o’ sound.

She sounded as if she was in abject disbelief of me, but I meant it. What I was looking at was like a set of weird, small dildos. But so small that they wouldn’t have been any good for anybody. The largest one was only a little larger than the size of my own cock, soft. The smallest was - well, I was just glad that it wasn’t mine.

Each of the dildo-things were hollow as well, with a hole at the end and a couple more holes dotted around elsewhere. And each seemed to be paired with some kind of ring, which didn’t add up in my mind at all.

“No,” I finally repeated. “Are they, like, weird dildos?”

Fiona laughed.

“If you’d like. You seriously don’t know what these are?”

“Seriously!” I reiterated.

“Civilian, you,” she joked. “They’re chastity cages.”

“Chastity cages?” I echoed.

I had never heard that combination of words together in my life.

“Chastity cages,” Fiona spoke once more.

“How the hell do they work? Does it go inside you?”

Fiona laughed yet again.

“God, no way,” she picked a dildo thing and a ring out of the box. “Not for me. These are for your little fella.”

“Mine?” I all but blurted back at her.

Naturally, that also made Fiona laugh. It was like I was being bullied but somehow in a sexy way.

“Well, not yours specifically,” she explained. “But they’re to put on a penis.”

“Oh,” was all I could think to say.

“You wanna try it on though?” Fiona asked me.

Again, she was nothing if not direct.

“I think that’s the exact opposite of what I want,” I told her, equally as directly.

“Oh, you came over here to fuck me?” she questioned.

“Well,” I grinned at her. “Neither of us like our time wasted.”

“Well,” she grinned back. “I hadn’t decided whether I wanted that or not, today.”

“Sure.”

I resisted rolling my eyes as I said it.

“I am sure. And you know what, I have a better idea. How about you do put this on, and then you go down on me. And then, if you do a good enough job, I let you out of this thing.” She paused for a second. “Tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow,” I repeated, deadpan.

“If you’re good.”

She smirked, seductively, then winked. It was so obvious what she was doing but it was working.

I didn’t quite know how to respond. Part of me wanted to just say something to the effect of why don’t we just fuck now? But I knew that wasn’t the correct kind of way to talk to a woman like Fiona.

And, in all honesty, something that Liz and I never explored was anything kinky. Liz wasn’t too open to anything other than about two positions. A third for birthdays and special occasions. That was something about us which I had always wanted to change. Not necessarily in this way but I figured, fuck it, how was I meant to know where to start with this kind of thing?

Plus, I desperately wanted to fuck Fiona again. I’d have done much, much worse to make it happen.

“Okay, deal,” I told her.

“Deal?” she checked. “Cause I have to take these things seriously. This is my reputation, here.”

“Deal,” I confirmed.

With no more warning, Fiona was unbuckling my belt. She undid my pants in a matter of seconds, and then my junk was out. I kicked my pants off of my feet. She did it with what must have been professional efficiency. It took all of my fortitude to not say something dumb about what she had just done to me.

“This might feel weird, Jakey,” she warned me.

“Sure.”

I responded as calmly as I could but I did feel weird and, in all honesty, a little nervous about what she was doing. How did it work? Was it going to hurt? Would I even like it?

Those were all questions that I would have liked to ask about what was happening, but Fiona was so cool and confident. It was taking every fibre in my being to try and radiate the same aura. Asking Fiona those kinds of questions felt like they wouldn’t have helped my case.

I felt Fiona’s warm hand caress my genitals. I felt the blood move towards them.

“Don’t get hard,” she told me.

“What?” I asked. “Do you realize where your hand is right now?”

She looked up at me and rolled her eyes. Her hand released me.

“I’ll give you a minute and then we’ll try again.”

“This isn’t totally how I saw this afternoon going, to be fair,” I told her.

“Well me neither, but here we are,” she replied.

I tried my previous tactic of thinking of anything but what was happening. I thought again about the differential in my car. I wondered what one of those might be. As I felt Fiona on my penis again, I thought even more intently about what a differential might do.

A moment later, I felt a tug. Though not in the way I’d have liked. Fiona had gently pulled my penis and my testicles away from my body, and I had felt something slide over everything. I looked down, and the girlish pink ring was around my genitals.

“So what’s that?” I asked, finally brave enough to broach a question.

“This ring keeps everything in place,” Fiona told me. “It locks to the bit that covers your little man.”

“Right, course.”

I didn’t know what answer would have left me feeling satisfied with the situation. I was still nervous, above all else. Fiona was calm and quite literally a professional with what she was doing but, even with her in control, it was hard not to feel on-edge.

Fiona took a clear bottle that had been inside the case and applied a small amount of liquid to the inside of one of the dildo-looking parts. She rubbed it around the interior, and then held my penis once again. The dildo-sheath, for lack of a better term, slid over my penis almost exactly - aside from the way it smushed my junk towards my body, as she connected the sheath to the ring.

The sheath connected to the ring at the top, bottom, and sides. Each of them clicked into place and then, a little surprisingly, Fiona produced a small key from the box. She put the key into each connector, one by one, and then turned the key. Another audible click sounded from each.

“And we’re done,” Fiona explained. “How does it feel?”

“A little weird,” I admitted. “I’ll be honest and tell you I’ve never done this before.”

Fiona laughed.

“I like that. It's cute that you’re new to all this. It makes me like you even more, Jakey.”

“I’ll tell you if I feel the same later,” I joked.

“No need to get sassy with me, Jakey. I do have this, after all,” she held up the small key as she said it.

“We might need to talk about that,” I told her.

“But then again we might not,” she disagreed. “Does it hurt or anything?”

She suddenly sounded serious and caring, when she asked. It was strangely unexpected, for something happening in the bedroom. Or, rather, her living room.

“Oh, no. It’s actually like, comfortable?” My rising intonation made it sound like a question. “Or, like, as comfortable as something like this can be.”

“Now that I like to hear,” Fiona told me.

The next thing I knew, her hand had grabbed the chastity cage which had somehow found its way onto my body. She stood up and cautiously pulled it, leaving me with no choice but to follow her, as she began to walk towards her bedroom.

“Tell me if anything ever gets too much,” Fiona told me, as she led me through her apartment.

“Okay,” was all I could think to say.

Then she said something which maybe was too much.

“There’s a good girl,” Fiona said.

“What?”

We stopped walking.

“Oh, too much?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I answered, truthfully.

I didn’t like that we’d stopped walking. We were so close to her bedroom. I still wanted to fuck her, even if this chastity thing was going to slow me down.

“Shall we just try it for a while? With you in the cage it’s kind of turning me on.”

“We can try it,” I told her immediately.

I meant it. I didn’t care what she called me. If she was turned on, that was all I needed to know.

“Good.”

She started walking again as soon as she said it. I was powerless to do anything but follow. Not that I wanted to do anything but follow. I did very much want to go to Fiona’s bedroom.

As soon as we were in there, Fiona closed the door and started kissing me. Her lips and mine were moving in an intense rhythm. It somehow felt different to that night during the week. That night felt crazy, but this was heightened, somehow.

I was hot. My whole body felt flushed. And then I felt it - a sensation unlike anything else I had ever experienced.

I felt myself getting hard. But not getting hard. I felt almost a straining, where I would normally have felt growth. I felt a slight tug against my nuts. But I didn’t feel myself getting an erection.

For a second, it was all I could think about. I was lost, snapped out of the intense feeling between myself and Fiona. I pulled away from her for a moment.

“You okay?” she asked.

“I - uh,” I mumbled, looking down at myself.

There, greeting me, was my dick, locked away in a pink chastity cage. Not hard. I wanted it to be hard. I wanted to fuck Fiona with it. But, apparently, that wasn’t happening.

“Oh, you get it now?” Fiona asked.

“People do this for fun?” I asked back.

“I do it for fun,” Fiona told me. “You’re lucky I see you as fun, not as work.”

“You’re lucky I see you as fun, too,” I agreed.

“Well then, be a good girl and go down on me.”

It was a weird sentence to hear but, strangely, kind of hot. I couldn’t justify it, but Fiona’s commanding tone made it sexy. I once again didn’t waste any time. I went down on her.
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Fiona’s moans had filled the room. For a woman who always seemed like she was in control, I had felt that balance of power topple at moments. I felt her at my mercy. Under my command.

Until she pushed my head away from her perfect, quivering body.

“Enough,” she told me. “You’ll wear yourself out.”

I moved up the bed and kissed her. She kissed me back and I felt her hand on my locked cock.

“You wanna let me out of this thing?” I asked.

“No,” she responded, bluntly. “Not today, at least.”

“I can’t do anything to change your mind?”

I desperately wanted to change her mind. That afternoon with Fiona had driven me crazy. The idea of not fucking her after that felt insane.

“Nothing,” she confirmed. “I think maybe you should go home and cool off, Jakey. Save your energy for when you need it.”

“You serious?” I asked.

“We made a deal. If I let you out now, we’re not having sex. You keep that thing on ‘til tomorrow though, and I’m all yours.”

I didn’t say anything. It was an ultimatum that I doubted anybody would really have an answer for.

“Fuck, Fiona,” I eventually uttered.

She flashed a wicked grin at me.

“Tomorrow, if you’re a good girl,” she said. “Now, do you want me to let you out now, or are you going to be a good girl.”

I paused for a moment.

“I’ll wait,” I eventually told her.

“Say it how I said it.”

“What?” I asked.

“Tell me you’ll be a good girl,” she commanded.

“Are you serious?”

That same grin appeared on her face once again.

“Deadly,” she spoke.

I thought about it. It felt weird to say. It didn’t necessarily feel like it would break me, to say it, or anything like that - but it still didn’t entirely feel right.

Equally though, the thing that felt even less right was the idea that I might not fuck Fiona after all of that. So I did it. I said it.

“I’ll be a good girl.”

That, it turned out, got a chuckle out of Fiona. But then she bit her lip. She bit it in a way that made her look more turned on than I’d seen her in the whole time we’d been together. I felt my dick pointlessly pushing against the chastity thing.

“Well there we go. That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she asked me.

“No,” I quietly replied.

“I’ve got work in an hour. Want a coffee before you have to get going?” Fiona spoke the words as if they were a normal thing to say after what we had just done.

“You’re serious?”

“About which bit?” she queried.

For some reason, I laughed. Fiona was absolutely nothing like any woman I had met before.

“I’ll have a coffee.”

I didn’t entirely know how to unpack everything that had just happened. Fiona was still naked, making me a coffee through some fancy machine. I was wearing nothing but her chastity stuff, making myself comfortable on her plush couch. Well, as comfortable as you could be when you had record breaking blue balls.

Looking at the soft pink of the rigid equipment which was now locked onto me, I tried to understand what I thought of it. It was weird. That was the main thing that struck me. I couldn’t imagine what had happened for somebody to invent a male chastity belt. Why it was even first needed. Or wanted.

But there was another part of me that was letting in some kind of intrusive thought.

It was kind of hot.

Not the thing itself, that wasn’t the hot part of it all. It was just that the chastity cage was part of something larger. It was part of Fiona’s power. And that was hot.

Liz had been so passive. She had been boring in comparison to this. No girl I had ever been with was anything like Fiona. And I didn’t want to be treated badly or anything - I wanted love and respect in a relationship. But this wasn’t a relationship. At least, I didn’t think it was. This was just some fun between two adults.

And it looked like it could be fun for a while.

I had sort of worried that I’d never see Fiona again after that first night. When she messaged to say she didn’t want dinner, I was worried that I’d seen the last of her. Weirdly though, this chastity thing meant the opposite. With her having the only key to the thing, it meant having to see each other again. It meant we were going to have sex the next day. It meant commitment.

Fiona brought our coffees over and curled up with me on the fluffy pink throw, which I’d all but made myself a nest within.

“How are you feeling?” she asked me, after a slow sip.

“Good,” I told her, confidently. “I’m sure I’ll feel better tomorrow, though.”

“I’m sure you will,” she laughed. “You don’t need to do anything different, by the way. Just clean in the shower how you usually would and it’ll fit in your normal clothes.”

“Huh.”

It wasn’t a cool response but I hadn’t thought about the logistics of how somebody might want to keep wearing the thing for a long time. I guess somebody clearly had, however.

“And call me if you have some kind of emergency with it. You shouldn't, but I’ve set it so your number will go through even if my phone is on don’t disturb or whatever.”

“Oh, right,” I once again spoke without a hint of cool.

“Yeah, so don’t call me unless it’s actually an emergency. If you wake me up, and it’s for any reason other than for me to save your little man, then I’m gonna be pissed with you,” she explained.

“Is that likely to happen?” I asked.

“What, me being pissed off with you or me needing to save you?”

“The saving one,” I clarified.

“Nah, unless you do something idiotic with it. Just don’t try and wrestle your way out of it or anything. I’ll let you out if you want,” she explained.

“Okay.”

“But then the deal is off. Unless it was an emergency,” Fiona continued.

“Okay, I got you. A deal’s a deal,” I said. “I look forward to seeing you tomorrow then, I guess.”

Fiona laughed once more.

“Look at you, all the businessman again. Not that you’re necessarily looking the part,” she smiled.

I watched her free hand as it moved up my thigh and caressed my locked genitals. I felt the subtle strain again as nothing happened down there. It was such a strange feeling.

“Can I take another photo?” Fiona asked, abruptly.

“I dunno,” I told her. “I think I preferred the other one you wanted to take.”

“Well maybe you’ll get one of those tomorrow. But I’ve got a better plan for this one,” she said.

“What plan?” I asked.

“I reckon I can make some money off of this,” she started. “If I post this - it won’t have your face again - I’ll buy you something with the money it makes.”

“What does-” I stumbled on my own words. “How would that work?”

“I post this on my site, people send me tips for uploading the photo. The money I make on this, I’ll spend on you. Think of it like an investment.”

“An investment,” I repeated. “Who’s gonna pay for a photo of this?”

“You’d be surprised,” she chuckled gently after she said it. “Now do you want a gift or not?”

I didn’t have an answer. It was a strange proposition - making money off of whatever we were doing. Or, at least, making Fiona money. I wasn’t necessarily against the idea, it was just weird. But, because Fiona was suggesting it, there was something I liked about it. I couldn't put my finger on it, but everything she suggested was somehow hot.

“All right, you get a photo of me today and I get one of you tomorrow,” I bargained.

“A photo of me?” she asked, smiling.

“Something more like we did last time,” I explained.

The smile remained on her face. Her teeth started to show a little more.

“Okay, Jakey,” she said. “You’ve got a deal.”

Fiona stood up from the cosy nest we’d made for ourselves. She extended a hand and I took it, standing with her. She led me to the middle of the room, and had me turn to face her. I watched as she walked across the apartment to get her cell phone again.

“Hold there,” she told me. “Stand up straight.”

I thought I was standing up straight. I shuffled on the spot slightly.

“Not like that. Put your legs together, rest on one a little more than the other - that’s it. Now, shoulders back and down, chest out. Good. Now keep your arms down by your sides like that, but make your palms more level with the floor.”

I flicked my fingertips out. I couldn’t help but laugh as I was doing it. The pose felt effeminate and soft. I very much trusted Fiona, which was a good thing, as I sure as hell wouldn’t want anybody else to see me like this. Much less take a photo.

“I don’t think this is standing up straight,” I told Fiona.

“Well whatever it is, it’s gonna make me a shit load of money,” she responded.

She gently bent her knees and aimed her cell camera at my body. I watched her pinch the screen, hold the shot steady for a moment, and then take the photo. The shutter sounded and she smiled straight away.

“There’s my girl,” she quietly spoke as she looked at her screen.

That one felt particularly strange, but I didn’t dwell on it.

“Let me see,” I asked.

She flipped her phone around and the photo was not one I could ever have imagined would have been me. It didn’t really feel identifiable as me, thanks to Fiona not including my face. Realistically, I was grateful for that. I didn’t want this coming back to me in any way.

But the photo itself was interesting, for lack of a better term. The pose Fiona had asked me to adopt was womanly. There was nothing masculine in that photo at all. The way I had balanced my weight, the positioning of my hands, the chastity cage. It was all very strange.

“What do you think?” Fiona asked.

“What do you think?” I asked back.

“I think it’s the sexiest you’ve ever looked,” she told me.

“What?” I all but stammered.

“Yeah, look at you. Mister important businessman looking all soft,” she said. “I like my men to have a little feminine side in them. I don’t like a man’s man. I don’t want to fuck a man’s man.”

“There’s a lot to you, isn’t there,” was all I could think to say to that.

“And maybe you’ll get to see it,” Fiona told me. “But what about the photo? Can I post it?”

“It’s not my favorite of me,” I joked. “But you’re gonna buy me something if you post this?”

“I’m sure I’ll find you something with what it makes,” she assured me.

“Fuck it, go for it,” was my final decision.

Before much longer, Fiona was ushering me out of her apartment. She had spotted the time on the oversized clock behind her couch, and realized she had to get ready for an appointment.

It was a strange thought, admittedly - the idea that this woman I was lusting over was now about to have somebody else lust over her, and that was why I needed to leave. The reason the thought was so strange to me, above all else, was because there was something I liked about it.

I still didn’t think I wanted a relationship. I was still pretty sure I was only having fun with Fiona. I knew that what I was doing was making me happy. And that was all I really needed from it. This new bit of play she was adding, the chastity whatever, and the knowledge that somebody was paying to see her, somehow made it even more fun.

Putting my clothes back on, I decided that was enough. I didn’t need to overthink it. I was here for a good time, and that was what I’d been having. That was what I was going to have the next day.

As soon as Fiona let me out of that thing attached to me.

My boxers slipped over it just fine, and my pants looked the same as they ever did, with the device beneath it. I looked at myself in the floor length mirror by the door.

“Admiring it, are we?” Fiona asked from across the room, as she hooked the loops of her bra back together.

“More checking you can’t admire it,” I admitted.

“You’re good,” Fiona laughed. “This is one of the more subtle ones. You shouldn’t be able to see it through basically anything. You could wear it through an airport scanner and it wouldn’t go off.”

“Are you buying me a vacation with that photo money?” I joked.

“Oh Jakey,” she sighed. “You’re pretty, but you’re not that pretty.”

Something about the word “pretty,” when said with an Irish accent, turned out to be the sexiest sound I had ever heard. I literally felt the cage move on my body from her simply saying the word.

“You’re lucky you sound sexy when you talk,” I told her. “I don’t think I’d have done this otherwise.”

She flashed me a smile.

“I get what I want,” she spoke. “I’ll post this photo in a couple hours. If you change your mind about it, let me know and I won’t send it. If you do let me post it though, you won’t regret it.”

“Post away,” I said.

“That’s a good girl, now I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“See you tomorrow,” I smiled.

Being called a girl still felt strange, but the promise of seeing her again - of having sex with her again - meant that I was more than willing to put up with it.

“Wait,” she called out to me, having just squeezed into one of her trademark, tight black dresses.

I looked over and she was hurrying towards me. After my previous exit from her apartment, I hadn’t come to expect what happened next. She kissed me.

It was intense. It was as if the kiss had encapsulated all of the fiery passion of everything we had shared together. It was a kiss that promised there was more to be had between us.

“Now off you go,” she commanded.
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The drive home was like any other. Except for the thing between my legs. It didn’t hurt and it wasn’t uncomfortable, it was just there. I could feel it when I moved my feet on the pedals. I could tell it was there when I shifted in my seat. I knew that it was there.

All that did was remind me of Fiona. Remind me of the power she suddenly held over me. I wasn’t sure how I felt about it. It was definitely hot, I wouldn’t try and deny that, but it wasn’t entirely what I had gone over there for.

Having never been one for any kind of delayed gratification, this was definitely a new experience. But it was one I was willing to try. Again, I wasn’t looking for a relationship, I was just looking for something fun. By all rights, Fiona definitely had a fun streak about her.

So I got home and went about my day. I tidied my apartment, I made myself dinner, and I watched some TV. All with that cage on me. In the short while I’d worn it though, going about my regular business, it was starting to feel more natural.

Natural probably wasn’t the word for it. Nothing about it felt natural, but it had started to feel less noticeable. Less out of place. I almost managed to stop thinking about it.

The “almost” was courtesy of Fiona. In the evening, after I’d eaten, my cell phone buzzed. I reached out and looked at what it was, and it was a video from her. I let it sit for a few moments, trying to make sure Fiona wouldn’t think I’d been desperately waiting for a message from her, and then I opened it.

My phone screen was suddenly filled with something incredible; Fiona was completely naked, looking into the camera. She licked her fingers and then she began to move them down her body. She pushed them inside herself.

The video was incredible. No woman had ever sent me a video like this before. It was the hottest thing anybody had ever done for me. And that was when I felt it. The strain.

Despite what I was watching, nothing was happening downstairs. That cage had completely fucked me! I wanted it off. I was half tempted to message Fiona back so that I could tell her to get it off of me.

But then I realized that was what she was doing. She was trying to make me break. I wouldn’t let her.

Save it for tomorrow.




I didn’t have to wait long for her to respond.

Aw, is something wrong?




It won’t be tomorrow.




I like your optimism.




You’ll like it more in person.




I left it at that. I almost didn’t want to message her, because I knew the power she held over me. I knew any message that she sent me would be her toying with me. But another part of me wanted that. I wanted her toying with me. I wanted to be part of her game. She was too hot to refuse.

That night, I went to bed with a racing mind. I couldn’t stop thinking about Fiona. I was turned on with an intensity I’d never felt before. And there was nothing I could do about that.

Eventually, I fell asleep. A sleep punctuated with thoughts of Fiona. Of dreams of her.

The next morning, I did as Fiona told me and I showered like nothing was different. I cleaned the cage like it was a part of me and it felt fine. I got out, dried off, and got dressed. The cage was invisible in the pair of jeans I had decided to wear, just like in my slacks from the day before. That thing really was subtle.

The day was spent waiting for Fiona. I didn’t let her know that, but I was honestly just killing time until she told me to come round. I didn’t message her to ask, I didn’t want her to think I was desperate - but I was.

Early afternoon came around, and she told me to be over in an hour. I thought about trying to play it cool, maybe telling her I was busy and I’d need it to be two hours, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I had to see her.

When that hour was finally up, I was back at her apartment. I was back with Fiona.

“How have you been?” she asked me, as I made my way into her place.

She did that kind of European-feeling kiss on the cheek greeting again like on our first date. It was strangely polite, considering the circumstances.

“Yeah, good, thanks,” I replied plainly. “You?”

“Very good. How’s it been down there?” she queried.

“Completely fine,” I told her. “But now I’ve upheld my end of the bargain.”

“That you did, Jakey, now I’ll uphold mine.”

She went over to a side table. I thought she was going for the key, but instead she picked up a blush pink box. I could already tell she was playing with me, I just hadn’t figured out how. I said nothing. I waited for her to show me what she was up to.

“Because you made me some money yesterday,” she continued.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“That photo I took of you,” she reminded me. “It got me enough in tips to get you this.”

I had all but forgotten about the photo. I had definitely forgotten about the promise she’d made of a gift. I just wanted to sleep with her again.

She walked over to the couch, sat down, and put the pink box beside her. She patted the seat on the other side of it, ushering me to sit down. I did as she commanded, and looked into her dark eyes.

“This cost one hundred dollars. You earned it,” she said

“Wait,” I couldn’t help but interject. “How much did that photo make?”

“No need to worry your pretty little head about it,” she assured me. “Just be grateful for the gift.”

“Thank you,” I spoke.

“Open it.”

I once again did as she told me. I lifted the lid and the whole pink panel slid off. Inside was a layer of tissue paper. I swept it aside, and revealed the contents of the box. It was an underwear set.

What I was looking at were a pair of red panties, those sexy kind of briefs with lace trims and little bows all up the sides. It was paired with a bra in the same color with the same lace trims at the tops of the cups and along all of the straps. A bow right in the center, where the cups met, was like a gift bow. I smiled.

“Well let’s not waste any time,” I said to Fiona. “Why don’t you get this on now.”

I thought I had said it in a cool way. I thought I had sounded sensual when I said it. But I clearly did not. I knew this, as Fiona laughed.

“What?”I asked.

“Oh Jakey,” she started. “This isn’t for me, this is for you. It’s your gift.”

“What?”

I didn’t have a more nuanced way to express what I was thinking.

“I want to see you in that. I’ll unlock you as soon as you’ve got it on,” she explained.

“Nah, we had a deal,” I protested.

“Yeah, and I’m keeping the deal, you still get to fuck me,” she argued. “But I just changed the deal a little.”

“And what if I don’t?” I asked.

“Well then either I don’t unlock you, or we don’t have sex, your choice.”

I didn’t know what to make of that. She held all of the power. She literally held the key to my masculinity. And all I’d been able to think about since I left her apartment was fucking Fiona. I had to do it. I didn’t care what it cost.

“Fine.”

“Fine what?” she asked.

“I’ll put it on,” I told her.

“That’s my girl,” she clapped her hands together. “Trust me, you’ll love it.”

“Sure,” I said with a tone of sarcasm.

The “my girl” thing still sat strangely with me. Wearing a bra and panties definitely sat strangely with me. But, the one thing I couldn’t get past was how much I wanted her. Clearly, whatever she was doing was her kink. It wasn’t mine, but I could put up with it for what I wanted.

Her.

I took my clothes off and stood naked before Fiona, aside from the chastity device which she had fitted to me.

“I like you in that thing,” she told me.

I just smiled. I knew she’d like me more out of it.

“Step into these,” she commanded, as she held the panties out towards me.

I took them from her and slipped them up my legs. They fit surprisingly well. The material was soft, silky almost. They felt expensive. They would’ve felt really nice, if they were on Fiona.

“You look better already,” she said.

She held up the bra and told me to put my arms through the holes. She moved behind me and I felt the strap tighten, as it clasped into place.

Even more surprisingly, the bra fit me perfectly. I had no idea how she knew what size I would be. I wouldn’t know what size I’d have been to fit a bra.

“Did you measure me or something?” I couldn’t help but ask.

“You say it like I’m new to all this,” she laughed. “Now stand back and let me get a good look at you.

I moved to the middle of the room. I turned back, and Fiona was smiling more broadly than I’d ever seen from her.

“Spin for me, sweetie,” she instructed.

I sort of didn’t want to. It felt like she was trying to break me in some kind of way. But I did it. The goal was in sight.

“That’s a good girl. Now you get your reward.”

I didn’t question what this reward would be. I knew that this had to be the key. I almost thanked her when it was.

She came over to me and slid the front of my panties past the cage. The key went into the locks, one by one, and each undid with a satisfying click. Until she got to the last lock, where she stopped.

“So this comes off,” she tapped the cage as she spoke. “But everything else stays on.”

“Okay.”

I didn’t care about anything she said after “this comes off.” That was all I needed to know.

A second later and she was sliding the chastity stuff off of me. I was free. Aside from the bra and panties.

Immediately, I was hard. I wasn’t sure if it was from the fact I hadn’t been able to be for the past day, or if it was simply being with Fiona, but I shot up.

“Eager, are we?” Fiona mocked.

I didn’t let her get to me. I simply put my hand to her cheek, pulled her towards me, and kissed her. She kissed back. I felt her hands on my body. I felt her hand on my dick. I felt her other hand on my bra. She squeezed the cup and bit my lip.

“That’s a good girl,” she repeated.

She took hold of the hem of the panties and used them to lead me into the bedroom. She unzipped her dress and it fell to the floor.

She let me enter her.

The sex was better than the first time. I had no idea what she was doing differently, but she felt even more fiery. Even more engaged. She made me feel incredible. Bra and panties or not, I felt like a king.

After we caught our breath, Fiona spoke to me again.

“I want to make a new deal with you,” she told me.

“What?”

“You wanna fuck again?” she asked.

I didn’t even bother answering. She knew that I did.

“Good. Well, you get it again if you wear that bra and panties to work tomorrow. And your cage,” she said.

“What, we fuck tomorrow night?” I asked.

The premise felt crazy but the reward was good.

“No, next weekend. You keep the cage on until next weekend.”

“No way,” I immediately blurted.

I didn’t want to wait. I wanted her the next day. Sooner, if possible.

“Then we’re done,” she told me.

“What?”

“We’re done, if you don’t want to play,” she explained.

“Are you serious?” I hoped she was fucking with me again, but I didn’t feel like she was.

“Jakey, I could get any man in this city to come round and fuck me, you’re not that special,” she started. “But I feel like I’ve found something fun with you. So if you want to keep this fun for me, I’ll keep it fun for you. If you don’t want to keep this fun for me though, we can say goodbye.”

I didn’t want to say goodbye. It was the last thing I wanted. I wanted Fiona. I needed her.

“I’ll keep it fun.”

I spoke the words almost without thinking. I had no idea how she held such power over me.

I needed her.

“That’s my girl,” her voice was suddenly so much brighter and more positive. “So here’s the game, you keep the cage on, you wear the underwear to work, and you come here on Tuesday night because I’m going to want to give you something.”

“Okay,” I agreed.

I had no idea what she could mean. I hoped it was another chance to sleep with her, but I didn’t really believe that.

“Good. And I’m going to need you to prove to me that you’ve been a good girl. When I message you tomorrow, I’m going to need you to go somewhere quiet and take a photo for me, just so I know you’re telling me the truth,” she told me.

“You want me to take a photo of me in this at work?” I questioned.

“Oh come on, it couldn’t be that hard for an office hotshot like you to do that for me,” she said. “Just go wherever everyone in your office goes to have their boring little affairs.”

“And then we fuck on the weekend?” I asked one more time.

“God is that all you ever think about?” she asked back. “Yes, I’ll fuck you on the weekend.”

Our relationship, or whatever it was that we were experiencing, was unconventional. I wasn’t sure if I was as into this part as Fiona, though this seemed to be the main part that Fiona was into.

And the dynamic was hot. I kind of liked the power play. No other girl I’d been with had ever tried to take this much control in our sex life. None of them had wanted to. So it was fun to try something different. I wasn’t sure which parts were for me and which weren’t, but when the hell else was I going to have the chance to discover something so intense?

“Then I’ll take your photo,” I told her.

“That’s a good girl,” she replied. “Now get dressed and fuck off.”


six
. . .



That night, I found myself in front of the mirror. I had kept the underwear on. I wasn’t entirely sure why. Part of me thought that it was because I wanted to get used to it, before I wore it the next day. Part of me wondered if I just didn’t mind wearing it.

Another part of me knew that it was because Fiona would have wanted it.

It was strange but I didn’t dislike how I looked in the underwear. Both the bra and panties fit me incredibly well. I didn’t have anything on my body that filled the bra, and the cage kind of bulged out of the panties, but they still looked nice on me. The lace trims and little bows were the sort of thing I loved to find, when I took a woman’s clothes off.

On me, they weren’t quite as exciting. But there was still something a little exciting about it.

What I was wearing was a set of women’s underwear, sure. But it was more than that. It was also a secret that only Fiona and I knew about. It was a bond. We weren’t in any kind of a relationship, but this still meant commitment between us. I kept thinking of that.

We were making promises to each other.

I put my clothes back on, over the underwear, and I assessed myself. You couldn’t see the panties or the cage at all, in my pants, but I very quickly convinced myself that there was something there, under my shirt.

Immediately, I was thinking about just not wearing it. Wearing the cage to work was more than enough! Wearing women’s underwear was something else entirely. But then, unsurprisingly, my mind went back to the deal. The knowledge that, if I did just wear that stuff to work, I’d be seeing Fiona again.

Amazingly, that was enough. The mere thought of being with Fiona was all it took to convince myself that going to work in women’s underwear was the right thing to do. So I went and found a loose sweater, and put it on over my shirt.

That worked. With that over the top, any visible outlines of the bra completely disappeared. As long as I kept my sweater on all day, I’d be fine. That was the plan.

I took off my clothes and took one last look at the underwear before taking it off. I couldn’t believe what I was doing. Was it hot or was it plain crazy? I had no idea, but apparently, I was planning on doing it either way the next day.

When the morning came, I got ready the same as ever, except for those three key details; cleaning my cage, putting on my panties, and putting my bra on.

The day before, Fiona had put my bra on for me. I’d not accounted for how difficult wearing a bra would be, in terms of my morning schedule. I slipped my arms through the straps and spent forever trying to do the clasps behind me.

I had the hooks in one hand and the loops in the other but, for the life of me, I couldn’t get the two to meet. I was pulling and all but rubbing them together. I went to the mirror and tried to look over my own shoulder to see the clasps, but that only made things more confusing. If trying to do a bra was hard, trying to do a bra with everything reversed was even harder.

But I persevered. I kept doing what I was doing and then, through some kind of miracle, the hooks found the loops. Both hooks and loops met at the same time and that was the biggest stroke of luck I could imagine. I didn’t have a plan for if just one hook met a loop or, god forbid, the wrong hook met the wrong loop.

I looked at myself in the mirror once again. I couldn’t entirely believe that I was about to do what I was about to do. I could barely believe that I was even thinking about it. In my office in a bra and panties, wearing that chastity thing. It definitely never would have happened in my previous relationship.

But I wasn’t in my previous relationship. Liz had made that very clear to me. Instead I was sleeping with the hottest woman I had ever met. And she was asking me to wear women’s underwear.

It was funny how things turned out, sometimes.

With that thought in my head, I put my shirt on, pulled my pants up, and put the sweater over the top. Before I knew it, I looked like my usual self again. You’d never have guessed that I was wearing anything I shouldn’t have been. At least, I hoped.

I finished getting ready and I drove to work. I pulled up outside my office and walked in, as if it was just any other day.

And that was how it felt. At least, at first. I got to my desk, things were normal. I grabbed a coffee from the kitchen, things were still normal. Then I talked to Kelly. Things stopped being normal.

Kelly was easily the hottest girl in the office. She was a recent graduate. Blond, five-foot-something, crazy body. If I was being totally honest, when Liz broke up with me, I sort of thought maybe it was an opportunity to hit on Kelly.

I still wanted to do that. Fiona or not, I still wanted Kelly. So when she came to my desk and asked me about something to do with some file she’d lost in the system, all I could think about was how I couldn’t fuck her.

With her at my desk, I was completely consumed with the thought of my locked up dick. Before long, that thought was changed to the fact that it wasn’t just the cage thing I was wearing.

Her words were barely entering my mind. I was giving the occasional “uh-huh” and “yeah,” but in my mind, all I was thinking was “can she tell I’m wearing a bra?” She was a woman. She could probably sense a bra. She could probably tell that I was wearing a bra just from the way I sat, or something. The longer she talked to me, the more sure I was that she’d figured out what I was doing.

I could feel myself beginning to tremble. My voice cracked when I tried to answer her questions. If she hadn’t figured out my underwear, she would have at least thought I had a crush on her or something, from the way I was acting.

Surely - I thought - surely she didn’t need to be talking to me for so long. She never usually spent so much time at my desk. She must have been trying to figure out for sure whether her suspicions about me were correct. I was half tempted to just say “yes, you’re right, I am wearing that. You can sit down now.”

I didn’t, though. I just waited and waited and clenched my pen in my hand and, eventually, she went away. I wasn’t sure if I had given her a single answer she needed. I still wasn’t entirely sure what she was even at my desk for.

I breathed a literal sigh of relief when our conversation was over. Sighs of relief were the sort of thing I presumed were usually reserved for overly expressive film actors. I wasn’t sure I’d ever done one before. I just needed Kelly to leave me alone.

The relief was very short lived, though. I tried to keep my head down but, for some reason, it felt like everybody wanted to talk to me that morning.

Next in line was Dave. Dave managed a team which wasn’t mine. Despite this, he was the sort of person at work who would try to make it clear that he was doing a lot. Because of that, it meant that he’d go over to other teams and try to manage them, as well. I thought he must have had aspirations of being a lot more important than he was.

Even at the best of times, I tried to ignore him. Even during the times I wasn’t wearing a bra,

“Do you know what you’re doing for the rest of the week?”

That was his introduction. Not a “hello.” Not “how was the weekend?” Just scheduling talk. Not that I necessarily wanted to tell him too much about my weekend.

“Yes,” was my curt but technically not incorrect response.

“And?” was his equally curt and slightly rude sounding retort.

“And what?” I asked back.

I noticed my voice sounded soft as I said the words. I didn’t say them to argue with Dave - there was never any point trying to argue with him. I was genuinely just confused.

“Run me through them,” he demanded.

Normally, Dave was the kind of guy who I could brush aside. There were people in the office who he really pestered, and people who he left alone. Usually, I’d be one of the people he left alone. Maybe he sensed something was different that day.

Because there was. There was something different. There could be a lot of testosterone in my office and, when people like Dave were getting brash, I’d generally be happy to give it back. But not that day.

That morning, I couldn’t. I had no testosterone to give. I was sure that what I was wearing wasn’t literally killing off the masculinity in me, but it sure felt like it was.

Seeing myself in women’s underwear was a hell of a shortcut to feeling like less of a man. Not being in charge of my own dick wasn’t doing my manhood any favors either. More than anything else, having to sit down to pee ever since I last saw Fiona made me feel like an actual girl.

And now, with this big, bald, unnecessarily irate man looming over me - me in my bra and panties and chastity device - it was as if there wasn’t a shred of manhood left in me.

“Sorry Dave,” I answered, before quickly giving him a run-through of my week.

He seemed satisfied with my response. He left my desk looking a lot happier than he usually would have. And all because I shrank into myself and became consumed by what I was wearing.

I wasn’t particularly sure that I liked Fiona’s game any more. Even with the promise of sleeping together again that weekend, I wasn’t sure that it was worth letting Dave make me feel so small.

With that, I tried to keep to myself. I put my headphones on and I worked. I may as well have been working from home, for all the conversation I was making with my colleagues. I sort of wished that I was working from home.

That feeling became even more vivid when my phone buzzed. It was Fiona. Realistically, that meant only one thing.

Are you in a meeting?




I hesitated to respond. I wasn’t sure I wanted to do what I knew she wanted from me. In her game, she very much felt like the winner at all times. I eventually responded.

No.




Then you know what time it is.




I did. She didn’t have to say anything else. But then she did anyway, just to twist the knife.

You’ve got fifteen minutes or next weekend is off.




That was a threat that I didn’t like the sound of. She quite literally had me by the balls.

I checked my watch. It was only a little past eleven in the morning. A Monday morning. It was a crazy time for Fiona to be wanting to play her naughty little game with me. But she was unpredictable at the best of times.

Slipping my headphones off of my ears, I listened to the sounds of the office. There were quiet pools of conversation here and there. I heard the general office sounds of keyboards clacking. For some reason, a printer somewhere was seemingly endlessly shooting out reams of paper.

I wasn’t sure what I was listening for. It felt as if I was one of those animals in a nature documentary which was certain a predator was near.

As if I were the prey.

But there were no predators here. Dave certainly wasn’t one - he was just a nuisance at best. No, the only predator I knew of was at home, sending me text messages.

Fiona was ready to eat me alive.

Inch by inch, I cautiously raised myself from my desk. I had to get this photo for Fiona. Whether I liked this bit or not, I needed to do it. I needed to see her again on Sunday. I looked around. I knew the restroom was the only place I’d be able to get this photo. Those cubicles were spacious and fully enclosed and, most importantly, private. It was my only chance.

Finally, I was standing. I gulped. I felt as if I needed to be ready with some excuse as to why I was getting up from my desk, in case somebody asked. But the excuse was the reason why I was getting up. I was going to the restroom.

Not that anybody would ask! I was overthinking it so much. But the stuff I was wearing felt like it was completely rewiring my brain. I was looking at everything so differently - I was looking at everything like I was afraid of it.

Outside the restroom door, I waited for a moment. I waited and I listened again. There was nothing. No shuffling of feet, no flushing of toilets, no blasting of hand-driers. It was seemingly safe, so I pushed the door open just a crack, waited for another moment, and then let myself in.

Again though, not that I knew why. Over the bra and panties and cage were regular, everyday men’s clothes. Only I knew that I was wearing any of that stuff. All I looked like I was doing was acting weird - creeping away from my desk, peeking through restroom doors - none of that was normal behavior.

The restroom was empty. The cubicle doors were all ajar, meaning they were also empty. I could not have picked a better time for this - whatever it was that I was doing. I slipped into a cubicle, shut the door, checked twice that it was locked, and then dropped my pants.

Seeing my panties and the faint bulge of the chastity cage in my office was a strange feeling. It was emasculating. It was an obvious word for it, but that’s what it was, plain and simple. I didn’t feel like a man, seeing that.

But I would feel like a man, seeing Fiona.

So I lifted my shirt, opened the camera on my phone, and took a selfie. It was just enough to show my body from the top of my bra to the bottom of my panties. The panties. It was still strange to think of them as mine.

I had a brief look at the photo, as if I was checking for something, and then decided it was ready to send. I loaded my chat with Fiona and shot the photo through.

Her response was almost immediate.

hmm




It’s kinda dark in there.




And I can’t see your cute face.




I’m going to need you to try that again in a mirror.




There aren’t any mirrors in here.




You’re clearly in a bathroom. There’s mirrors in there.




Not in the cubicle.




Then go out of the cubicle.




No way!




Then I’ll be saying no way to this weekend.




Are you serious?




When have I ever joked with you? Get that shirt and those pants off and go get a photo for me.




Get your face in it for me.




I knew she meant it. I didn’t know why I even asked. It just made me look weak. Not that taking a photo of myself in women’s underwear made me look strong, by any stretch of the imagination. I was completely at her mercy, here.

Well, I wasn’t entirely. I had total power to say no. I could stop this now and have her take all this stuff back from me. It was just that she was giving me a very compelling reason not to.

I took my shoes off and slid my pants off too. I took my shirt off over my head, and then put my ear to the door. My office was generally pretty quiet, what with everyone working from home so much, but I just knew that it would be my luck for someone to walk in the second that I opened that door.

The only thing I could hear was my heartbeat. It was like it was resonating through the door. Amplifying back to my ears. Thud-thud, thud-thud. It was fast. Strangely athletic. But it was the only sound there was.

I pulled the door. It moved towards me and revealed that the room was still empty. Still safe. I rushed out of the cubicle, held still for exactly as long as it took to get a photo in the huge mirror over the sinks, and then ran back into the comfort of the cubicle.

The second that I locked the door, I heard the main door to the restroom open. My eyes widened. All I could think was one question; did they see me?

They couldn’t have. Surely. The door opened after I was back in the cubicle. But that logic - that truth - still wasn’t enough to put my mind at ease.

My thumbs shook as I tried to send the photo to Fiona. By some miracle, it wasn’t blurry. It included my face and you could see the underwear. If this wasn’t what she wanted, I was out of the game for good.

VERY good.




That’s my girl.




Let me post it online and I’ll give you a special treat. Like this. I promise you this is going to make a lot of money.




She sent me a photo back, cropped so that all you could see was my torso. I scoured the photo for signs that it was taken in my office. For any distinguishing features to identify me. But there was nothing. It was just a torso in a bra and panties.

I was so relieved that I was done. All I was thinking about was the fact that I didn’t have to take my clothes off in the office again. That I was going to fuck Fiona again.

Do it. But you owe me something big.




Oh it’ll be big, all right.




I’ll have something for you tomorrow night.
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The rest of the day at work was spent wondering who had come into the restroom when I was in there. I had stayed hidden until after I had heard them leave again, so I couldn’t even begin to guess who had wandered in. I had just hoped that it wasn’t Dave.

When the day was over, the first thing I did when I got back home was take the underwear off. Although being greeted by the cage didn’t feel an awful lot better. Still, there wasn’t much I could do about that.

The next morning, I was relieved to be going to work in mostly my normal clothes, if you ignored a certain something I couldn’t take off. Fiona told me to come to her apartment at eight. For the first time, the invitation had made me nervous.

When it was finally time to see her again, I almost wondered what I was doing as I stepped into the car. I had no idea what I was getting into. I was already feeling in over my head. Was this still some sexy game? Was I playing anything? Or was I just being played?

My way to Fiona’s apartment had almost become routine at this point. I was on her plush couch before I’d even really registered that I wasn’t at home any more.

“Do you want to know what it is?” Fiona, asked me, with a beaming smile.

“Why don’t you just tell me?” I asked back.

“Are we in a bad mood?” she mocked, her hand now tracing its way up my thigh.

“I just know you,” I said, not wanting to argue when her hands were on me.

“You wish,” she unbuttoned my pants as she said it. “Oh, we really aren’t feeling playful are we?”

“What do you mean?”

“I was hoping you’d still be wearing your new underwear,” she explained. “You looked so good in it, after all.

“The deal was one day,” I told her.

“I was hoping you’d have wanted to wear them,” she retorted.

“You wish.”

Her hand cupped the cage. Her long, manicured nails clicked softly as they touched the rigid material. I could feel myself trying to get hard but, yet again, with no results.

“I do wish,” she agreed. “How was it, wearing this at work?”

“Weird. I was on edge the whole time,” I admitted.

“Did you get nervous talking to people?” she probed.

“Yeah, of course.” I almost spat the words at her. “Who wouldn’t?”

“Well who did you get nervous talking to,” she continued.

“Just colleagues,” I said.

“Who?”

“This guy Dave, who’s an asshole at the best of times. And Kelly, the graduate,” I told her.

“Is Kelly cute?” she asked.

“Yeah?” I answered as if it was a question - I had no idea why Fiona would ask me that, and I was certain it wasn’t an innocent question.

“No need to sound so cagey, Jakey,” she smiled as soon as she said the words. “Sorry, bad choice of words.”

“Oh ha-ha.”

It was kind of funny, to be fair to her.

“Well she’s got a cute name,” she told me.

“Are you jealous?” I poked.

“You wish. Anyway, let me just show you what else I bought you,” she rose to get whatever she was talking about. “You know, this is all money I’m making from that photo of you I posted yesterday.”

“No way.”

I was in genuine disbelief. I had no idea why anybody would pay money to see a man doing any of the stuff Fiona was making me do.

“Way. You’re one of my more popular girls, it turns out,” she lifted a giant, pink box towards me. “This is why I wanted you to have this.”

The box was bigger than most Christmas gifts I’d received in my life. It was unexpected, to say the least. But, like everything else with Fiona, it only became more unexpected as I understood what it actually was.

“Open it,” she commanded.

I did as she said. I paused momentarily, wondering what was about to happen. But there was no point trying to guess or trying to delay things. Fiona was a force which could not be denied.

Beneath the lid were a whole host of items. All of them made for women.

There was a makeup set, breast inserts, women’s razors, nail polish, high heels, and a wig. And that was just the stuff that I could see. I was pretty certain that the box wasn’t just one layer deep.

“No way,” I said for what felt like the millionth time.

“You mean like a hooray, I can’t believe this, no way?” Fiona chuckled.

“No, I mean an I’m not doing this kind of no way,” I clarified.

My words felt firm. I hoped she would have liked that.

She didn’t.

“Well then go home, Jakey,” she offered.

“You’re serious?”

“Serious as I was last time,” she confirmed.

I didn’t say anything.

“Look, if you’re not having fun, then just don’t do it,” she continued. “It’s literally that easy. You know I don’t want to be with some whiney little bitch - I want to be with somebody who knows how to have fun.”

I didn’t know what to make of that. I almost said the words “you want to be with me?” but thought that wouldn’t do much for my whiney little bitch reputation.

The thing that maybe I didn’t want to admit was that I was having fun. Wearing women’s underwear - crossdressing, whatever I was doing - wasn’t something that had ever been my kind of fun before. I still wasn’t sure if it was particularly fun now. But, the thing that was very fun was the power dynamic.

Being a man, I had very naturally always been the one who had led my sexual encounters and relationships, for lack of a better word. Having this incredible, sexy woman, taking charge of things was hot - even if the way she was taking charge wasn’t necessarily the way I’d have wanted to do things.

But I supposed that was maybe the point.

“Well I don’t know what I’m doing with any of this stuff,” I told her.

“Then learn,” she smiled. “You’ve got a few days until the weekend. And you told me you can work from home whenever you want. Take a few days at home, and watch some videos or something. You’re a smart girl, you’ll figure it out.”

“You want to see me in this on the weekend?” I checked.

“I want to fuck you, wearing that,” she told me more bluntly than the way I had phrased it.

“I’ll go get changed.”

I said it as a joke but, realistically, I knew that it wasn’t. I knew that, if those clothes were what got me out of that cage and inside Fiona, I would wear them.

Fiona didn’t let me stay much longer. She told me she was out for drinks with friends that night. She said she’d invite me, but figured I’d need the time to start practicing. She told me she’d only fuck me if I was “cute enough.” Again, I knew that she meant it.

Back at my apartment, I set myself to be working from home for the rest of the week, then I finally emptied the full contents of the box.

Looking at the pile on my couch, it was almost too much to take in. There was stuff there that I wasn’t even sure I’d seen before. I rifled through everything, trying to grasp what it was that Fiona expected me to be wearing. Eventually, my hand settled on a corset. That was too much to take in. I was going to bed.

The next morning, I woke up early. I had been doing that a lot after Liz and I first broke up - I had been trying to take some kind of control over my life. I quickly realized that waking up early and then doing nothing wasn’t the kind of control I needed, though.

But it at least meant that I wasn’t a stranger to six in the morning. I had a coffee, ate some cereal, brushed my teeth, showered, and returned to the pile.

I had refused to look at the pile of women’s clothes and whatever else Fiona had given me, until that point. Whenever I had moved through my apartment before that, I avoided even glancing at it. I simply wasn’t ready to face what I’d gotten myself into.

Not that I was completely against it. Again, if this was Fiona’s idea of fun, I guessed maybe it could be my idea of fun as well.

Realistically as well, Fiona was literally a professional. She was a dominatrix in her work life. That was one of the reasons I had wanted to hook up with her in the first place. What kind of idiot would I be if I was all of a sudden afraid of this woman who had been so upfront about herself from the very start? She knew what fun was. Maybe it was worth a try after all.

I tried to sort through the box. I started creating smaller piles out of the main pile I’d been left with. One for stuff that looked like it was makeup related. One for underwear and whatever looked like underclothing. One for clothes. The sense of order I was creating helped make it feel as if I had some kind of control over the situation.

The underclothes pile contained a new set of bra and panties. These were both a soft pink which matched the cage Fiona had left strapped to me. She was nothing if not keen to remind me of the thing. The bra had lace swirls all over, which created a soft trim around the top of the cups. The panties matched in every aspect of the design.

I had never analyzed women’s underwear as much as I had since meeting Fiona. Normally, I only wanted to look at panties on a woman for about two minutes before I wanted to see them on the floor instead. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever even noticed whether they had lace on them or not, before now.

The corset was a particularly strange one. That was something I’d never seen a woman wear before. I didn’t even realize that they still existed. I figured they’d been left behind in, like, Victorian England or something.

But here it was. A tight, slightly stretchy piece of almost skin-toned fabric, with a series of hooks and clasps on the front, like the way a bra closed but in reverse.

A pair of stockings was also something I apparently now owned as well, as I found myself holding a pair, in black. Mercifully, that was the end of the underwear pile. Not that I knew what else Fiona could have given me. It was probably everything a girl could have wanted - an actual girl, that was.

The clothes pile contained three things; all dresses. One was the kind of tight black dress which Fiona always wore, one was a checked pink and darker pink thing, and one was covered in dark blue sequins.

I wasn’t entirely sure what to make of the selection. For some reason, the black one felt like it would be the most dignified, but I couldn’t justify that logic at all. None of them were the dignified choice for a man to be wearing.

With the clothes pile, I’d also thrown in the shoes. Fiona had left me two pairs, both black. There was a pretty major difference between them, though. The first was a flat pump thing, in a kind of suede material and with an oversized bow on the toe.

The other was a pair of insanely high heels.

They were the kind of heels that Fiona wore as well - a shiny black with a pointy toe and a narrow spike of a heel which looked dangerous. Dangerous to her and me. Naturally, I much preferred the look of the flat shoes. I picked those up.

Inside though, I found a note stuffed into the toe of the left shoe. Fiona had written me a note.

You’re not allowed to wear these unless I tell you that you can. Be a good girl and wear the heels. x

I was pretty sure the heels would kill me. Fiona written a single kiss to sign off my death sentence. I had no idea how to walk in those. I had no idea how any actual woman walked in heels. I decided that was a problem for later.

The last pile was a generous stack of makeup. It looked like half the aisle in a beauty store. I had been with Liz for long enough to understand the majority of what went into a makeup routine, but somehow still not well enough to understand half of what I was looking at.

The packaging told me things like “contour control kit” and “flawless finishing spray.” I had no idea what any of that was for. I’m not sure Liz had ever used those things. And then there was more obvious stuff like lipstick and eyeliner and fake eyelashes.

Not that it was obvious how I was supposed to use any of that stuff. I understood what it was and what it did, but not how to actually wear that stuff. How to apply it - whatever the term was.

I wasn’t entirely sure how I felt. Conflicted, was maybe the main thought. Conflicted because I didn’t particularly want to figure out how to use this stuff, but I was also desperately horny from having had that cage on me for a few days. And I was very aware of how much I wanted it off and wanted to be in Fiona, instead.

And it turned out that the cliche was true, a man’s sex drive was powerful enough to override all rational logic.

I decided that I’d give the makeup a try.
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Figuring out where to start was almost impossible. The underwear pile felt like the obvious answer. I wasn’t sure if my brain was awake enough to try and understand makeup. With that in mind, I picked up the new bra and panties and put them on.

Well, that was an exaggeration. I slipped the lacy pink panties up my legs just fine, but the struggle of trying to locate the clasps and hooks of the bra behind my back was just as intense as the previous time. I had hoped that it’d be easier on that second attempt but I had no such luck.

Eventually, luck prevailed. Well, a very specific type of luck, at least. I had the bra and panties on, which left me with two more things to try. I picked up the corset at arm’s length, as if it might contaminate me if I touched it for too long. This was completely beyond my comfort zone - not that anything else had really been within it up until this point.

I wrapped the tube of material around my back, to make it so that I’d be doing the clasps in front of me this time - surely no human being, regardless of gender, would have been expected to find that many hooks behind their own back.

The material was a weird one. It was stretchy and slightly cold, like a rubbery material. But it wasn’t quite as stretchy or cold as rubber. In fact, the more I tugged at it to try and get the hooks to meet the loops, the more I realized that it wasn’t anywhere near as stretchy as I hoped it would have been.

There were three rows of loops running up the front of the corset, presumably so you could make the thing tighter, if you wanted. I did not want that. Even the loosest set of loops seemed to be miles away from the hooks which I was trying to force over to them.

Struggling, I could feel the clasps getting ever closer to meeting. Equally though, I could feel my waist feeling ever tighter. I could feel the bottom of my ribcage being squeezed that little bit more. I genuinely didn’t believe that I’d be able to fit into the damned thing.

Until I did. The top hook suddenly latched over the top loop, meaning that the top of the corset had sealed. I almost celebrated, it had been so unexpected. And with that one in place, the one below hooked over as well, and then the rest began to fall in line as well.

The celebration was short lived, as the feeling of now being in a fully closed corset was so constricting. My breathing felt shallower and my entire body felt like it was being compressed. And that was because it was. That thing was literally compressing my whole torso.

I took a second to try and get used to the feeling. I felt as if I was on the cusp of claustrophobia, it was so tight. But after understanding how it felt to breathe in the thing, I felt more calm. I felt as if maybe I’d be able to keep it on. As if maybe I’d still get to fuck Fiona yet.

The stockings were, thankfully, much less of a struggle. They slipped up my legs and snapped into place near the tops of my thighs. They didn’t feel too alien, thankfully. I had worn gym leggings plenty of times, so the feeling of them hugging my legs as I wore them didn’t feel as freakish as the corset.

The last part of the underwear collection were the breast insert things. Liz had not ever worn those - that I had been aware of, at least - so I didn’t really know why I knew what they were. Still, I slipped them into the bra which I had been given, and was done with the first stack of ‘gifts.’

With that all completed, I decided to look in the mirror. I had been getting ready by my couch, and hadn’t stopped to see how I looked. I had no real drive to. But curiosity had finally gotten the better of me.

In the full-length mirror, I was greeted with a very strange sight. It was me - obviously it was me, my face still looking back at me as ever - but not with my body.

Between the perky breasts in the pink bra, the now almost hourglass waist which the corset had given me, and the stockings which were hiding almost all of my leg hair, I had a woman’s body. That was the only way I could summarize it. My body looked like it belonged to a woman.

It was a slightly jarring thought - to look in the mirror and not recognize what you saw. I didn’t hate it though. It wasn’t hideous or upsetting or anything. Weirdly, my main thought was actually that my body looked hot.

Well, rather, it would have been hot, if it wasn’t my own.

There was something weirdly comforting about that fact. The whole scenario felt a lot better for the fact that seeing my body in those women’s clothes didn’t fill me with shame or disgust or anything. I was almost neutral about it. It was just something I was going to have to do, in order to continue having the best sex of my entire life.

It was my very, very strange duty.

I checked the clock and I still had plenty of time before I even had to turn my laptop on for work. I moved onto the next pile. I picked up the black dress and turned it back and forth in my hands. I held it up to myself and looked in the mirror.

It was about long enough to run from just above where the stockings ended, to just below where my bra began. There were a pair of thin straps which looked as if they would barely cover the pink straps of the bra beneath. It was the sort of thing I had very much enjoyed seeing Fiona in. That didn’t necessarily mean it was the kind of thing I could ever imagine seeing myself in.

But these were her wishes. And she held the power.

On the side of the dress, I noticed a zipper. It ran from the armpit to about halfway down the dress. I figured it’d be a good idea to unzip that, and then give it a try. I raised the dress above my head, and began to put it on.

But I didn’t get very far. My arms were in but my shoulders refused to join.

The dress was tight. I wasn’t sure if it was the design, or if Fiona had completely misjudged my size. That would have been surprising though, considering how bizarrely well she had guessed the fit of the underwear. But whatever it was, the dress wasn’t going on.

During the struggle, one of my breast inserts fell out. That was a sign that this dress wasn’t going to work for me. I put it down and picked up the pink checked dress. Neither that nor the sequin dress felt better as a backup choice, though the pink one looked easier to wear.

This time, I began to pull it down over my head and it actually worked with me. The waist section had some stretch to it, so it went over my shoulders just fine and, before long, the dress flopped into place.

It was tight in the chest and waist and looser around the skirt bit. It also stopped just above the stockings, and the top of it was a flat line which showed off the top of my bra. Weirdly, it felt better for the fact that the pink of my bra was slightly disguised by the pink of the dress pattern. Like being a man in a bra was somehow made better by being a man in a matching dress, too.

A pair of puffy, frilly sleeve straps held the dress up. They were incredibly effeminate, like Fiona had picked this thing just to really emphasize that what I was doing was supposed to be emasculating. Not that there were probably very many masculinity-affirming dresses out there.

It didn’t matter. I wasn’t going to let her win. I was still going to get what I wanted out of this. For all of the ways in which she held all the power, she was at least a fan of playing by the rules and keeping her word. That was all I needed.

The last item of clothing I had to try was the pair of high heels. I sat on the couch, brought them to my feet, and began to slip them in. The feeling was, once again, alien. My feet were like I was on tippy-toe, forced into that position. I felt as if it could have given me a cramp.

Still, I persevered. I bravely persevered. Because I wasn’t doing this for me. I was doing this for a greater goal. And I had to remember that.

My other toes flicked upwards and I slipped that foot into the opposing shoe. I remained sitting on the couch just to try and get a better understanding of how those high heels felt. The answer was still that they felt weird. But the feeling of cramp was passing, and they didn’t hurt, at least.

That was enough to convince me that it was time to try and stand. I placed my feet next to each other on the floor, planted my hands by my sides, and pressed upwards.

My legs wobbled. As soon as any of my weight was transferred onto those shoes, my legs were vibrating like jackhammers. I must have only managed to get myself around an inch off of the couch and yet, already, my legs felt as if they had just finished a marathon, carrying a rucksack full of bricks.

I flopped back down. I had no idea what had happened. More than anything, not being able to stand made me feel so weak. I was almost annoyed at myself for not being able to stand. Women wore high heels all the time. It couldn’t be that hard.

Again, my hands pushed into the cushion beneath me, and my butt raised off of the seat. And, again, I barely moved half a foot before my legs gave way.

What the hell was I doing wrong? I looked at the time and I had wasted about five minutes trying to stand up in high heels. I figured that it was a problem for later. I had about one thousand other things to try and figure out before the day began.

Taking the shoes back off, I assessed the things I had yet to touch. I still had the whole makeup set to figure out, as well as the nail paint, and the wig. Thinking of Fiona, driven by the promise of the weekend, I decided to give the makeup a go.

The first step in that was figuring out what the hell I was looking at. The women’s razors Fiona had given me were one of the few things in this pile that I really had any understanding of how to use - not that I needed them, I didn’t really grow much facial hair anyway.

I did all I knew how to do in a situation like this; I asked the internet. I searched the words “makeup guide” and was greeted by nearly seven-hundred-million results. If I couldn’t figure out the answer somewhere in there, then that was on me.

Clicking on the first result, the page was more in-depth than most of the guidance for how to use our software at work. I swiped at my cell phone screen and the article kept going and going and going.

There were photos of different products. There were photos of them being applied. There were lengthy text descriptions of what was being done and why.

For a minute, I lost myself. I was so stunned that anybody would take so much time to create what looked like a PhD thesis on doing your makeup. In a way, I probably should have been grateful, as it was getting me one step closer to my goal. In another way, it felt like somebody had wasted a lot of time on this thing.

Probably about thirty minutes passed without me even really noticing. Because of the way the page was set up - full of links to sections and then whole new pages for specific styles and techniques - I managed to get lost on that website. I had never had any real interest in makeup before then, other than the way I was interested in women being hot, but I couldn’t help but be fascinated by the work that had gone into that site.

I hadn’t necessarily meant to, but I had learned a lot in the short time that I was reading. I cast my eyes back over the pile of makeup which Fiona had left me, and it suddenly didn’t look quite so meaningless to me. I now had a rough idea of how women contoured, and why they did it. I understood what primer and setting sprays were. I got why lipstick and lipgloss were different.

There was still plenty of time before work. I had enough time to try doing makeup and then clean it off again. If Fiona wanted to see me in makeup that weekend then I kind of needed to do it that morning as well.

If I wanted to be with Fiona again, I needed to do my makeup.
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I had cleared my work desk. I pushed my mouse and keyboard aside and replaced them with all of the things which Fiona had deemed it necessary for me to now own. The makeup landed in a pile with a plasticky clatter, which sounded again as I rummaged through it. I planted a small mirror in the center of everything and looked back at my phone.

The guide had told me to begin with primer. I scrolled to the very top of the page to see how to go about that and, before long, I was smearing a clear, glue-like liquid all over my face. A little seemed to go a long way and, before long, I was covered in a tacky finish.

With the first step being so easy, my confidence was bolstered for the second step; foundation. The guide had told me that if I was using makeup sponges - which it looked like I was, from what Fiona had left me - then I needed to soak them in water first.

These four pink sponges expanded beneath my faucet. I wrung each of them out and squeezed them idly as I returned to my desk chair. There, I found the foundation and pumped the contents out of the tube and onto areas of my face which the guide had told me to focus on.

The liquid was cool and thick. I dabbed the sponge again and again, until it began to spread and cover more and more of my face.

Dabbing revealed nooks and crannies to my own skin which I had previously been completely unaware of. These new creases in my forehead and in the slight folds between my cheeks and nose felt completely inaccessible to the sponge and my dabbing.

Eventually, I managed to figure it out. There was a fat end and a pointy end to the sponges and, with the use of a bit of both, I covered my entire face.

The finish was strange to see. The foundation was a touch darker than my actual skin and it was a lot smoother. My skin wasn’t gnarled and wrinkled or anything, but somehow the foundation made it look like I had been pulled from a painting.

According to the website, the next step was for me to “contour my face.” That apparently meant taking the light stick and the dark stick from the pile and smearing them onto my face in a few select places, and then also dabbing at those smears with a sponge.

I did as I was told. I ran some light up my nose, slightly onto my forehead. Then I put a patch under my left eye, then under my right. After that it was above and below my lips and just along my jawline. The dark stick went under my cheeks, onto my temples, and on the sides of my nose.

And it looked dreadful. Somehow the patch of light under my left eye was almost twice as big as the one under my right. The lines under my cheeks were different lengths. I seemingly missed my jaw on one of the passes of the lighter stick.

One thing I had learned about myself over the years was that I could be quite competitive. This moment felt like one of those instances was forming. One of those times where I was going to get annoyed at myself, and I’d want to do better.

There was nothing I hated more than being bad at something. Nothing made me want to try harder at something than doing a bad job at it even once. It didn’t matter what it was. It could have been trying a new sport or it could have been doing the dishes. If I did something, and I did it badly, I was annoyed at myself.

Makeup, it turned out, was also something that made me annoyed at myself. The asymmetrical sides of my face were driving me crazy. I knew that this was a crazy thing to cause me to feel that way, but it had. Makeup was such a trivial thing for girls to do. It was embarrassing that I had started off by doing such a bad job of it.

So I tried to even things out. I made the smaller patch of light bigger, and then redrew over my jaw. It wasn’t perfect by any means, but after a few more strokes, it was starting to look a little better.

I patted at my face with the sponge and the harsh lines at the edges of the light and dark began to fade. My face looked as if it was taking a new shape.

That was a weird moment. I felt like I had peeked behind the curtain, in terms of what makeup could do for women. Inadvertently, in using makeup to try and have sex with a woman, I had discovered their deepest secret: that makeup could change how you looked.

Okay, maybe it wasn’t that revelatory, but it was almost fascinating seeing how it actually worked.

Not that I was enjoying it. That was something I was making clear in my own mind. I wasn’t enjoying putting the makeup on, but I was interested in how it worked, and I would have been lying if I said I wasn’t hooked by the challenge of it. Plus, of course, the goal of sleeping with Fiona again was the main driving factor. That was all clear in my mind.

I kept that in my mind as the guide told me to apply eyeshadow. Fiona had given me a shimmery off-white and a kind of shiny brown-grey color. Those descriptions sounded like an ugly color combo but I wasn’t going to pretend I was an expert in makeup after half an hour of reading about it.

The guide told me to apply a lighter color all over my eyelids, from above my eyelashes to near my eyebrow. I took a small brush, as told to me by the guide - which I had now seemingly put all of my trust and faith into. I swirled the brush in the little pot of shimmery light powder, and then painted it onto my eyelid.

Its effect was subtle at first. On top of the foundation, it felt almost invisible, until I added a few more swipes of the brush. Then I began to see it. My eyelid was catching the light, with a gentle off-white glow.

I was still finding it strange that it was my face that was getting this covering of makeup, but I still didn’t hate it. I could imagine someone like Dave would have had his psyche shattered by wearing makeup. A man like him was so desperate to show people he was an alpha male. I was much more confident in who I was than he could ever be. A little makeup wasn’t going to completely rewire my brain.

My eyes were similar enough. It felt like the powder was thicker on my right eye than on my left, but I couldn’t fix that for the life of me. I tried adding more but it was like it just wouldn’t grip, so I gave up and moved onto the darker color.

The gray-brown, which I’d struggled so much to define as a color with an actual name, was supposed to be applied to the middle of my eyelid and pushed towards the edge. I thought I was doing exactly that but, for some reason, the streaks of color came out completely differently to what I had expected.

It really shouldn’t have been so hard. It was just dragging a brush about. An ape could have done it. But apparently I could not. Fuck it, was my main attitude. I decided I’d just carry on and not get hung up on the missteps.

Eyeliner was what I was supposed to do next. I unscrewed the lid and revealed a tiny brush, coated in black liquid from a tiny pot. The instruction was to draw a line of this above my upper eyelid. Simple enough.

Except, naturally, it wasn’t. The line went from thick to thin to thick, then it went directly into my eye. I blinked a few times and produced a solitary black tear. I didn’t mean to be so goth. Still, I’d drawn a line.

The opposing eye was the same story. It was just as much of a mess. I was outside the lines and managed to cover way more of the eyeshadow than I’d even imagined possible.

That was fine. It didn’t matter. This was a first try.

Those were all things I tried to convince myself of, although my natural competitive streak meant that I didn’t totally believe all those things.

Regardless, I carried on. I uncapped the mascara from the pile, and I dragged it through my eyelashes. I also dragged it across my eyelid and under my left eye. Blusher went a little better, although it felt a lot harder to get wrong. All I had to do was fluff a big brush all over my cheeks.

Finally, the last thing left was lipstick. Fiona had left me a bold, sultry red. The kind that I had seen her wear multiple times now. The kind that made her look so sexy. It felt like an interesting choice for her to give me, thinking about that.

The guide told me to start at my cupid’s bow, and then swipe it to the corners of my mouth. I never knew that there was a part of the mouth called the cupid’s bow, so I truly had learned something new that day.

Red paint smeared over my lips, covering them. I went outside the lines again but part of me felt like it didn’t actually matter. It made my lips look more full and bold. It kind of made them look more feminine. I almost impressed myself.

Aside from all of the ways in which the lipstick was a total mess. I tried to push at the edges with my fingers, to try and even out the wonky lines. My lips were only looking marginally better, but I had quickly run out of clean fingertips to try and tidy things further. I probably had more lipstick on my fingers than my face, at that point.

But that was it. I was done. I was almost ready to breathe a sigh of relief, the whole makeup routine had been a hell of a challenge. It was crazy to think that all women had to learn how to do all of that. And even crazier to think that some of them did that every day. That wouldn’t have been me, if I was a woman.

The very last thing that Fiona had given to me was the wig. It was in a clear plastic ziplock bag, with the words “women’s fashion wig” very proudly emblazoned across the front. I unzipped it, and it slipped out.

It had a thin black net holding the hair in place which, once I slipped it off, revealed it in its entirety.

The wig was a strawberry blond color, and looked like it would have reached past my shoulders. It had a center parting, which was something I never imagined myself having. Not that I ever imagined myself doing anything I’d done that day. Another plastic pack fell out of the wig as I studied it.

This second package was a wig cap. I opened that up and stretched it between my fingers. The black net extended in front of me. I decided not to waste any more time and slipped it over my head.

I felt my own hair smush down as the net flattened everything. I took the wig and similarly stretched that in my hands, and placed it on top of my head. I’d never worn a wig before, but it came pretty naturally. It was just like a hairy hat.

In theory, I was ready. I said in theory, as I had no real clue what I looked like. I had put the wig on without a mirror, and I had been so focused on the individual parts of my makeup that I didn’t really stop to take in the overall look.

Well, now was that time.

I approached the mirror. I felt the material of the stockings swoosh past one another as I moved.I noticed the wig gently bouncing around below my shoulders. I touched at my torso, checking I was still breathing in the corset and bra.

And then I saw myself.

For the first time, I saw myself as a woman.

I was hideous.

Maybe that was an exaggeration. My body actually looked pretty good. Thanks to the filled out bra and the way the corset pulled my waist in, I was curvy in all the right places. I fitted the dress pretty well, and I’d have been lying if I said that my legs didn’t look sort of sexy in a pair of stockings.

But that was as far as it went. My wig was a mess. Not putting that on in the mirror turned out to be a huge mistake, as it was totally misaligned and uneven. Worse than that though was my makeup. All of the ways it was asymmetrical seemed to come to light even more in the big mirror.

I couldn’t really tell if I looked feminine or not. Fiona had stipulated that we were only having sex if I looked good. I sort of didn’t realize how much of an unfair goal she had set me with that challenge.

For a moment, I wondered if that was deliberate. If she didn’t actually care about the sex, and if she rather just cared that she was in control over some random guy.

But that surely couldn’t have been the case. She had admittedly told me that she didn’t really care about the sex - she told me she could sleep with any guy in the city - but that did make me think there was something about me specifically being who she wanted to be with.

Maybe it was naivety. Maybe it was my competitive nature. Maybe it was the fact that I hadn’t been able to jack off in days. Whatever it was, something within me was driving me to want to get my makeup right.

In this weird game which I had found myself in, the prize was big. Sleeping with Fiona was a hell of a first place. But the only way to win was through her strange rules. Still, I wanted to win.

Thankfully, Fiona had left me a bottle of makeup remover. I was pretty sure I still had some of Liz’s in a cabinet somewhere, which I’d never tossed out either. I suddenly wondered whether anything else she left behind would have been able to help me out in this weird scenario I was now wrapped up in.

I checked my cell phone. I still had plenty of time before work to give it another try. I also, to my surprise, had a message from Fiona. I opened it.

Good morning princess.




Send me a photo.




I laughed before replying. I couldn’t believe she had managed to guess I was already practicing with the stuff she had given me.

No way.




So you ARE wearing it!




That didn’t take long at all.




As if you’ve given me much choice.




No need to get defensive. I think it’s cute.




Send me a photo.




I’m not ready.




Are you wearing the clothes at least? Send me a photo of your body.




That bit I didn’t entirely mind. My body did look good. And the photos and videos that Fiona and I had been sending back and forth were unlike anything I’d ever done before in my life. Obviously I’d never sent a photo of me in women’s underwear to anybody - that went without saying - but I’d never been sent a video, like Fiona had been sending me, in return.

What we were doing was very intense. It was erotic and naughty in ways and times and places that I’d never known could be erotic before. Even the very next day, despite my past terror, I couldn’t help but think of the photo I took at work with just a hint of excitement. Something about being made to do something so naughty, so publicly, was hot. The photo tasks were hot.

So I gave Fiona her photo. I got close to the mirror and spent a short while angling the camera around. I was trying to get the maximum amount of my body and the minimum of my face in the shot. I never really appreciated how hard it was to take a selfie until that moment.

Eventually, I settled on a move where I held the cell directly in front of my face at a bit of a distance. That way, my face was completely covered, and all you could see was my body and some of my wig.

There was nothing identifiable in the photo. I checked for probably a few minutes, but there wasn’t even a glimpse of my face. I didn’t have any distinguishing birthmarks which I’d somehow forgotten about, and my apartment was all white walls and fake wood floors. It was like any other city apartment block. I didn’t even really have any notable decorations. All of those used to belong to Liz. She either took them all in the breakup or I tossed them because they reminded me of her.

So I was anonymous. The crazy part was that, in the photo, I looked like an anonymous woman. The dress and the stockings and the flowing hair - if anybody guessed that it was me, I’d have suggested they got a job as a detective.

I sent it.

Ohhh my.




That’s what I like to see.




The next message was a dream come true.

It was a video. A crazy video to get before the work day had even begun. It began with Fiona’s face, a wicked grin across it. But then it panned down. It panned further until it revealed that she was lying on her couch, with her dress hiked up. My eyes widened as it panned further. She wasn’t wearing panties. I watched her fingers. She traced them across herself. Her soft moan came from my phone speaker as they pressed inside her.

I was suddenly so glad I’d put that dress on, that morning.
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The only problem was that Fiona’s video was outrageously hot. I knew that didn’t sound like a problem but, with Fiona having left me locked in a chastity device, there wasn't a huge amount that I could do with that video. As much as I wanted to.

Something I had never realized was just how dumb I got when I was horny. It was always a joke that men thought with their dicks but, if I was being honest, this felt like proof of that.

I legitimately could not think straight. Watching that video, all I could think about was the times I’d fucked Fiona and how much I wanted to do it again. How much I had to do it again. I was willing to do anything to make that happen.

Well, if that wasn’t already clear from the fact that I was wearing a dress and makeup before nine in the morning.

Let me post that photo of you. People like you a lot.




I know what I want to buy you with the money.




I had sort of stopped worrying about her posting those photos. It felt like it was all happening beyond my reach - like those photos of me were just lost on her website somewhere, and then what happened in my real life was in no way connected. It was just crazy that they made money.

Do it. Just be ready for me this weekend.




I’m ready for you now, sweetie.




You just make sure you’re looking good for me.




Make sure you’re looking good for me.




Don’t get too big for your boots, cutie.




Or your high heels, sorry.




And I can see a little bit of hair above your stockings. Those razors aren’t for your face, princess.




Shit.

I probably should have guessed that all of the women’s razors were because she wanted me to shave my body hair off. Fiona didn’t do things by halves.

I wasn’t sure how I felt about the idea. But then again, I hadn’t been sure about the cage or the dress or the photos I’d taken. And they were all working out pretty well, all things considered. Plus, it wasn’t the time of year to wear shorts, nobody was going to see my legs. And it wasn’t like I was going to be sleeping with any other women any time soon - not while Fiona had that key.

Nobody was going to know what I had done.

But I still wasn’t entirely ready for the idea. The amount of power and control Fiona had over me seemed to be massively escalating every day. Part of me liked it but another part of me - the part of me that seemingly wasn’t entirely driven by my dick - thought that maybe I needed to think about things just a little, when Fiona told me to do them.

That part of me clearly only had so much control left over me however, as before long, I was taking the makeup off and I was trying to reapply it once again, before I had to start work. I double checked my webcam was unplugged from my work laptop, sat back at the desk, and tried my makeup again.

This time, things went marginally better. I didn’t look good - nobody would think that - but I did at least look not as bad. It didn’t sound like much, but it felt like a lot. And, when I was the type of person who always wanted to do better than my last attempt at anything, that was all I really needed.

Work was due to start. I had to be online in a few minutes and I hadn’t even opened my laptop. I barely even had time to log in to the endless different messaging platforms we used at my work, which meant that I definitely didn’t have enough time to get changed.

That was a strange feeling. I knew that my webcam was unplugged. I looked at it there on the side, but it didn’t feel enough. I put it into a drawer where it definitely couldn’t see me. Still, I couldn't help but feel self-conscious.

I guessed that it was like my day in the office earlier that week. At home, I was absolutely convinced that nobody would have been able to see the women’s underwear beneath my clothes. There was no chance anybody would even have had an inkling of the chastity device. And yet I was still so paranoid that somebody would know that something was up.

That same feeling was there in my own home. In my dress and my makeup and wig, I felt like somebody must have known.

The feeling only became worse when a work message appeared. It was Dave.

are yyou working from home today?




Yes.




since when?




Since today.




did any body authorize that?




Did anybody need to authorize it?




not technically but its simply commonsense to have it authorized




No it isn’t.




That exchange admittedly left me feeling less nervous than the in-person conversation we had in the office. Dave’s messages were often nonsense. Even if he didn’t have a reason to message me when I was at home, he’d do it anyway. I felt like he only did it to prove that he was online and at work. He was desperate for any kind of recognition in my office.

But I could still hear my own breathing. I had still hesitated before typing my responses and still I could feel my throat drying out as I awaited each response.

What if he had demanded a meeting with him to explain my sudden shift to working from home? What if he decided that this was the exact moment to introduce me to a new client or colleague? What if he just knew?

He didn’t. Obviously he didn’t. He had no way of knowing. I knew that.

But it didn’t entirely quell the fear.

As the day went by, things eventually began to feel more calm. I settled in at my desk, and things felt almost normal. Almost comfortable.

I hadn’t taken anything off. I was still wearing the wig. The makeup still coated my face. That same pink dress was still pooled around my legs at my desk chair. But none of it felt quite so strange any more.

Sure, the makeup sat kind of heavy. If I paid attention to the feelings in my face as I blinked or opened my mouth, I could feel that slight tackiness in the primer gently pulling on my skin. A subtle reminder that it was there.

The wig, as well. I could have easily taken that off at any moment but, for some reason, I hadn’t. Occasionally, a lock of hair would swish in front of my eye, and I’d have to sweep it back into place. And still, I didn’t take the wig off.

Maybe I was trying to get used to it, if that was what Fiona wanted of me. Maybe I already was just used to it. Maybe the admittedly warm and cosy feeling of it wasn’t so bad after all. For whatever reason, it stayed on my head.

And the dress. The loose, flowy material around my legs didn’t take much getting used to at all. It was actually comfortable. Not that the same could be said for the corset or the cage. But I was noticing those less and less with every passing minute. Breathing felt fine and, other than sitting down to urinate, the cage wasn’t really impacting me any more either.

Aside from the really obvious way.

So things felt fine. My work went out as per usual and nobody seemed to be suddenly demanding an all company meeting where we showed one another what we were wearing. My deepest fears were not coming true.

Which meant that I only had one thing to fear; Fiona not being happy with the way I looked.

I had worried about that the first time we met. I had very much worried about my outfit for our date and the way I carried myself at the bar. This was something entirely different, however. This was a whole new set of rules.

About half an hour before my official lunch break, I couldn’t focus any more. I was just staring blankly at cells in a spreadsheet but all I could see was Fiona. All I could picture was her telling me that I hadn’t tried hard enough. I could hear her telling me the cage was staying on until she was happy with me.

That was the one thing that I very much did not want. I could fully imagine it, her postponing my reward. And I could foresee myself being absolutely unable to deny her. By that point, I’d be so horny that I’d do anything.

Hell, I basically already was so horny that I’d do anything.

Because of that, I found myself in my shower, naked other than for the cage. I ran the water, lathered my legs with some shaving foam, and went at them with the razor.

It was slow progress. Unsurprisingly, being a man, I had never shaved my legs before. Unlike when I occasionally shaved my face and neck, this was like trying to cut through a thicket with a butter knife. The razor would clog almost instantly. Each inch of leg would take about three passes to finally clear the hair.

By the time my official lunch had started, I was about done. I had removed the hair from my legs, and shaved my underarms to match. I could again hear Fiona in my thoughts, telling me that I hadn’t tried hard enough, and that I wouldn’t be getting unlocked.

That wasn’t happening on my watch. If I was going to play Fiona’s little game, I was going to win.

I washed my face, used makeup remover on it once again, and whipped up a quick sandwich for lunch. All of that left me with enough time to try one more go with the makeup.

This was the one. This time everything was going to go perfectly. These were the things I told myself as I dabbed the foundation across my face. As I traced the eyeliner across my lash-line. As I drew a cupid’s bow for myself.

I put the wig back on, aligned it as best I could, and then looked in the mirror.

It wasn’t perfect, it was still a long way off, but it was getting there. This was only the third attempt and yet already it felt way better than the first or even the second tries. In fact, if you squinted a little, you’d maybe be mistaken for thinking I was an actual woman.

Well, aside from my body. I was still naked from the shower. I would have looked like a woman from the shoulders up, but definitely not from the waist down. The pink cage saw to that.

I decided to see what the finished look would be. I put on the corset and underwear, with the same amount of difficulty as before, although I decided against the stockings. My legs felt a little weird from being shaved. I’d obviously had leg hair since before I could remember, it was strange being back without it.

Picking the dress back up, I realized that I was going to ruin my makeup when I put it on. My face had nearly dragged against the material as I put it over my head the last time. I didn’t want to wipe off all my hard work. Or ruin the dress.

Which was when it dawned on me. I could step into the dress. I looked back at the black dress which I hadn’t managed to put on earlier, and finally understood that I was being an idiot. I just needed to step into it.

The soft material inside the black dress caressed my bare legs as it rose up my body. The feeling sent shivers through me. I tingled with every inch that the silky smooth dress travelled over my shaved skin. I had no idea what had happened. I had no idea that a piece of clothing could feel so sensual.

I smiled to myself. This was not something I had expected to enjoy.

Well, maybe enjoy was a strong word. I was still only doing this for Fiona. I wasn’t exactly having fun or even really wanting to do any of the things I was doing. Still though, from a purely black and white standpoint, that felt nice.

Now the vision in the mirror looked a lot more like a woman. The hair, the makeup, the dress, the hairless legs. If this didn’t impress Fiona, I wasn’t playing her game any more. This was what a winner looked like.

In a way.

I decided to do one last thing. I decided to give the high heels one last try - just to see how they looked. I knew I wasn’t going to walk in them, but I was at least curious how I’d look.

Placing them down in front of the mirror, I mercifully had the sense to think that maybe I needed something to support myself in case things went wrong. I dragged a chair over and placed it next to the awaiting shoes.

This time, I decided to put them on from a standing position. I stood behind the overwhelmingly high heels, and angled my right foot as if to go on tippy-toe once again. I slipped my foot into the shoe, then pulled it into place with my hand.

I rested as much of my weight as I could on the chair, using it as a crutch, and moved my body over the high heel. I pressed off with the other foot, and suddenly I was doing it. I was standing in a high heel.

Just the one, though. The second shoe was still on the floor.

I repeated the motion with my other foot and it found its place in the pointed toe. I crouched cautiously, still supporting myself with the chair, and hooked the rear of the shoe over the heel of my foot.

That was it. That was me wearing a pair of high heels.

I looked in the mirror again. I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t surprised by what I saw.

I was sexy. There. I said it and I thought it and I meant it. My smooth legs in those high heels, all wrapped in that tight and short black dress. I was sexy.

I didn’t care if it was weird. I didn’t care if it was vain. I had done a damn good job.

My pride in how well I had done was suddenly thrown off by a new feeling. Well, not a new feeling, but new in this context; I felt that strain in my chastity cage again.

I was turned on.

That wasn’t something that I could explain. Was I turned on because I was seeing a hot woman in the mirror? Was I turned on because I was a pawn in Fiona’s erotic game? Or was this something that would need actual psychoanalysis to figure out?

Whatever it was, I didn’t entirely want to dwell on it. My lunch break was running out and I was honestly not in the right headspace to try and understand my own mind.

In all honesty, I had been kind of a mess since Liz left me. If ever anybody needed any evidence of that fact, there it was; me standing alone in my apartment in a dress and high heels.

I focused my mind on the reason behind it all. I focused on the thought of Fiona. Of having penis-in-vagina sexual intercourse with her. That was a normal desire. That was a normal thing for an adult man to want, regardless of how I looked at that moment. That was proof that maybe I was fine.

Except for how much time I had left of my lunch break. I had to get back to work before anybody asked why I wasn’t back online. So I did something dangerous. I decided to try and walk back to my desk in the high heels.

I didn’t get anywhere.

As soon as I put all of my weight on one leg, I thought that I was going to snap my ankle, and then every other bone in my body. I needed more practice.

And that was exactly what I did - practice. From that moment until the moment I was due to see Fiona - due to sleep with Fiona - I practiced.

I wore my high heels at my desk until my feet felt comfortable in them. I did my makeup again and again and again. I walked and ate and slept in the corset until it didn’t feel like it was going to split me in half.

I lived in women’s clothing.

By the time the weekend had come around, I felt ready. My makeup looked surprisingly good, considering the short amount of time that I’d had to prepare. My walk was shaky but, hell, at least I was actually walking! And I was still very convinced that I had an outstanding pair of legs.

I was ready to face Fiona.

I was ready to face her, dressed as a woman.
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The morning that I was due to see Fiona, something suddenly struck me. She was expecting me at her apartment, dressed in the stuff at my apartment. Somehow, I hadn’t thought about that even once.

I had to talk to her about it. But I had to try and be casual about it. I didn’t want her to think she was winning.

You still on for today?




As if you have to ask, Jakey.




Good. What time?




I’m free now. Give me an hour to get ready then you can come over.




Can’t wait.




I’ll get changed at yours.




HAHAHA nuh-uh, Jakey.




No you absolutely will not.




I didn’t buy those flat shoes for you so that you can rest your feet. You’re wearing those on the drive over.




Fiona I can’t go outside in that stuff. Are you serious?




You know the answer to that. You told me you didn’t want to waste my time and yet here you are asking me stupid questions. Are you coming over or not?




I’ll come over.




She absolutely had me. She knew it. I knew it. Anybody who would have even so much as glimpsed into my private life over those few weeks would have known it.

I belonged to Fiona.

I had to do it. I had to do as she told me to. Yet again. I sat at my desk chair and I did my makeup.

I didn’t even need the guide any more. I knew all the steps. I knew what every piece of makeup was for and how to use it. I knew how to walk in heels, for god’s sake! I was not the same person that I was before I met Fiona.

After a while, I was ready. The strawberry blond hair flowed past my now nearly flawless makeup. The bottom of the wig stopped just above the top of my dress, where my pink bra was ever so slightly visible above. My smooth legs ran from the bottom of the dress to the towering high heels.

I was sexy.

I looked at the time. It had been about an hour. It was kind of nice thinking that Fiona was waiting for me, for once. I kicked off the high heels, and slipped the flat shoes on.

Those were a lot more comfortable and easy to walk in, that went without saying. But they did nothing for the most important fact happening that day; I was dressed as a woman and, if I ever wanted to fuck Fiona again, I was going to have to go outside dressed that way.

I didn’t entirely know how to feel. This wasn’t a situation which I had ever prepared myself for. I’d never thought I’d need to prepare myself for it. The only men who I’d ever seen go outside dressed the way I was dressed were doing it for online prank videos.

In those videos, they always seemed pretty confident about the whole thing. They’d wait until somebody in the street catcalled them and then reveal that they were really a guy.

Admittedly, you’d probably be a lot more confident in that situation for the fact that you weren’t doing it all at the request of some woman you’d only met that same month. You’d also be happier about the money you were making from it.

Although I guessed I was making money. I kind of hadn’t thought about it very much but Fiona had made a surprising amount of money off of those photos of me she’d posted on her page. I hadn’t necessarily gotten anything that I would have spent the money on, but I had still technically made money for dressing as a girl.

Was that enough to make me feel okay going outside, looking like a woman? Absolutely not. Nowhere near. But the thing that was motivating me was - still - the thought of Fiona.

I’d have been lying if I said that I hadn’t looked countless times at the videos and photos of her, which she had sent to me. Even without being able to jack off, I couldn’t stop staring at the explicit home movies which she had sent through. It may have been to taunt me but I didn’t care. I was still getting what I wanted. Mostly.

I watched one of those videos again - as motivation. I thought about the idea of finally being out of that cage and being in Fiona. Us making love again. I didn’t care how I looked or what I had to do for it. I needed her.

Lust was a hell of a motivating factor. I was almost ready to step outside just thinking of that alone. Miraculously though, a small part of my brain clearly still worked.

I ran through the possibilities of what could go wrong, if I did go outside, looking the way I was. The obvious issue with me going out was that somebody could see me. I did not want that. My apartment block had probably twelve apartments per floor.

The thing was though, I didn’t know anybody else who lived in my block. Worst case scenario, if somebody did see me, at least it wouldn’t be anybody that I knew.

Although, knowing my luck, it would probably turn out that Dave from work lived on my floor and I never even knew.

No, that wasn’t my luck, though. I had been having a pretty good run of luck recently. Hooking up with Fiona, an incredibly attractive woman who wanted to play kinky games, was an amazing stroke of good luck. Even just finding her profile, in the presumably thousands of profiles on MeetCute, was luck. Hell, maybe Liz breaking up with me was lucky after all.

And that luck was going to continue. Nobody was going to see me. I was going to make it from my flat to the underground parking lot and then I was going to drive to Fiona’s and nobody was going to see me.

Nobody was going to see me. Those were the words I repeated again and again and again as I paced around my room. I said them as I looked in the mirror. I spoke them aloud as I approached my front door.

”Nobody is going to see me.”

I just hoped nobody would hear my voice, either. It didn’t really match my look.

My breathing was erratic. It was more shallow anyway because of the corset but this wasn’t because of that. My heartbeat was rapid, like some kind of desert mouse in the path of a snake. My hand shook on the door handle.

One more check. That was what I needed. I looked in the mirror one last time. I looked good. As in, good for a woman. The hair looked real. The dress looked good on me. The makeup was actually surprisingly well done. My shaved legs felt great in the stockings.

Okay, maybe that last one wasn’t relevant to my confidence outside. But it was true. Stockings on bare legs was a great feeling. Regardless of how things worked out with Fiona, I sort of wondered if maybe I would still occasionally shave my legs, as a treat.

With one last glance in the mirror, I readied myself to leave. I had tried to convince myself that, even if somebody did see me, they would have no reason to suspect that I was a man anyway, under all that makeup. I wasn’t sure if that made me feel better or worse about myself.

I had my keys and I had my cellphone in one hand. I had a pair of high heels in my other hand. I had everything I needed. And I had no more reasons not to go and see Fiona.

Well, there were reasons. But none strong enough to trump the intense urges that were driving my every move at that moment.

So I took a deep breath. I tried to calm myself and I approached the front door. I pushed the handle down and it opened a crack. I peered into the hallway through the gap.

Nothing. The hallway was dead. I stayed watching and listening for what felt like an age and nothing changed. It wasn’t like my apartment block was ever a hive of activity, but I still needed to reassure myself.

I opened the door the whole way. I cautiously poked my head around the door frame and looked the other way. There was nothing there, either. This was my first exposure to the outside world, dressed as a girl. It was not an experience I had ever expected to have.

Nobody was around. It was clearly the perfect time to go. I either had to do it or I wasn’t fucking Fiona. So I did it.

I stepped out into the hall. All I could hear was the pounding of my own heart in my ears. I dashed to the elevator. I had never been so relieved it was so close to my front door.

The elevator was only a floor below my own. That was good luck as well. It meant nobody would already be in it when I went down, and it meant I wouldn’t have to wait long. The elevator dinged.

But that wasn’t the only noise.

A door.

Another front door had opened. I shot my head to the left and saw which door it was. It was the one directly between the elevator and my own door.

I froze. It was all I could do. It felt like I was experiencing fight or flight. Time stood still.

Two choices presented themselves to me. I could either get in that elevator, or I could try and run back to my own front door. Neither was good.

If I got in the elevator, I would have to pray that it would start moving before the owner of that door managed to get to the elevator themselves.

If I went back to my apartment, I would have to go past whoever was opening their own door. And then I would have to unlock my own door, right in front of whoever was leaving their apartment.

The second option felt way worse than the first. But I barely had time to consider the choices either way. So I took the lesser of the evils. I stepped into the elevator.

I hammered the basement button and the door closure button. I hoped to god that I had been fast enough and, by some miracle, I was. The doors began to shut. I almost breathed an audible sigh of relief.

Almost.

Until I heard the ding again.

”Uh-huh,” I heard a voice from the other side.

It was a woman’s voice. She sounded young-ish. Her voice was vibrant and cheery.

”Yeah, just stepping into the elevator now,” she approached the buttons without looking my way and pressed for the first floor. “So I might lose you.”

My heartbeat was deafening, now. I had tried as best I could to shrink. To disappear into the corner of the elevator. To somehow hide in a space the size of a closet.

”Yeah,” she continued, before going quiet to listen to the person on the other end of the call.

She was standing slightly in front of me, to my left. I had pressed myself into the back corner, hoping she wasn't able to catch me in the dull reflection of the metal lift. I was staring intently at her, willing her not to turn around.

Which, naturally, she did.

It must have been that thing where you know that somebody is looking at you. I had been looking at her since the moment she stepped into the elevator with me. I had been staring at her.

I shot my gaze down at my own feet. I was greeted with the sight of my stockings and the pair of flat black shoes with the bow at the end. Neither of those were any kind of escape from the situation.

I tried to hide my own face and pretend that I hadn’t been looking. I lifted my cell phone to maybe pretend that I hadn’t just been piercing holes in her with my eyes for the past ten seconds. Ten seconds which had felt like an eternity.

“Oh, you’re back,” she snapped back to looking ahead again. “I missed the end of that.”

My body was still frozen. I didn’t dare move. I didn’t dare look anywhere but down.

The elevator dinged again. We were on the first floor. The woman stepped forward and out and her conversation receded into the hallways beyond. To my enormous relief, nobody else was waiting at the first floor. I hammered the door close button and I was on my way again.

In the basement parking lot, it was equally as quiet. Not that I imagined it was ever exactly a happening place at the best of times either. Admittedly, I was probably only thinking that because I was seeing it. Before the elevator doors had opened, I had fully imagined a whole congregation of people hanging out between me and my car.

Mercifully, there wasn’t another soul in sight. I used that as an excuse to literally sprint to my car. If nobody was looking, it didn’t matter if I brought some additional attention to myself, as long as it meant this ordeal was over that little bit sooner.

At my car door, my keys jangled in my hand. There were only three keys and a fob thing on my keyring - my car key, my door key, my work key, and the button that opened my apartment complex doors - but it was like I was holding a janitor’s keyring, trying to get my car key ready. It was like I was rifling through a million different wrong options.

I nearly scratched the paint on my car, bringing the key to the lock. My hands shook so much that it took me two attempts to get things unlocked. It wasn’t until I was sitting in the car that I realized, in my panic, I could have just pressed the button on my keys to unlock my car, the way I did every other day of my life.

Throwing the high heels into the passenger footwell, I rushed to plug in my seatbelt and get the engine running.

The seatbelt was the first time in a few days that I really registered the fact that I had boobs. Obviously not actually, but I’d gotten almost used to wearing a bra and the inserts which Fiona had given me. Now, having a seatbelt press into and cut between my boobs was a harsh reminder of their existence. I had no idea how women wore a seatbelt at all.

Not that I dwelled on it. The longer I hung about in the parking lot, the more chance somebody would have to see me. I jammed the keys into the ignition, started the car, and got used to the feeling of my feet on the pedals. Those flat shoes were almost like being barefoot. There was practically no sole between me and the pedals. I may as well have not been wearing them at all.

Gently, I pressed onto the accelerator and pulled out of my space. I checked each mirror a hundred times to check nobody was watching me and I drove through the big gate which signaled the end of the relative safety of my parking space.

Now, I was outside. Now, I wasn’t just potentially visible to a handful of people. Now I was potentially visible to the whole universe. I tried to force the idea from my mind - pretend that it was just a normal drive anywhere but to Fiona’s - but it was no use.

Even with the tint of my windows, everything set me on edge. Everything reminded me of my predicament. The soles of my shoes, the seatbelt between the cups of my bra, the way my dress kept riding up as I tried to hide deeper into my driver’s seat.

Every stop sign was a chance for somebody to spot me. Every two lane traffic light was a risk that somebody would park next to me and look into my car. Every passerby on the street was an opportunity for somebody to see me from mere feet away.

It was probably some kind of divine intervention that I didn’t crash on the drive over. I was barely focused on the road - I felt I was only looking where I was going if it was to try and look away from somebody potentially looking at me. But, however it happened, I had made it to Fiona’s.

I had always managed to park near her place. There was always a lay-by with a spare spot. It was a quiet part of town and, even on a Saturday, things still worked out massively in my favor. I parked as close to Fiona’s apartment block as I could. Although I’d have much rather driven my car through her front door, given the chance.

Minutes passed as I tried to collect myself. The tinted windows of my car all of a sudden felt like complete privacy, compared to the idea of being back outside again. But I had to do it. I had come this far. I had made it to Fiona’s. Besides, as soon as I had fucked her, I could just get changed back into my regular clothes and go home-

Shit.

In my panic, I hadn’t brought my male clothes with me. I had left all of my fucking actual clothes in my apartment. So I was stuck dressed as a girl even after I didn’t have to stay dressed as a girl.

The feeling of stupidity overtook my feeling of fear. All I could think about was how dumb I was for not having the forethought to bring a change of clothes with me. So I held onto that feeling. I tried to stay feeling like an idiot. And, like an idiot, I grabbed the high heels, jumped out of my car and basically ran to the apartment block door.

Like lightning, I hammered the code to call Fiona’s apartment. Unlike lightning, she took an age to respond to me.

”Hello,” her voice came, sultry and playful.

That didn’t bode well.

“It’s me,” I announced. “Let me in.”

”It’s who, sorry?”

”Fiona, stop fucking around, let me in,” I demanded.

”Sorry, I don’t know anyone by that name,” she dragged out each word, “who did you say it was?”

”It’s Jake. Let me in.”

I tried not to sound too annoyed or upset. I didn’t want Fiona to know just how much she had won. She could no doubt hear my voice shaking though. If that wasn’t a dead giveaway of how I felt, I didn’t know what was.

”Ohh, Jake,” she made my name last a few seconds by dragging out the A. “You should have said. Just wait there a moment and I’ll buzz you in.”

So I waited. And waited. And waited. Outside an apartment block. In a dress and makeup.
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She must have made me wait outside for another minute. I didn’t buzz her apartment again or beg down the intercom to her. I just stood and hoped and prayed that nobody would come by.

They didn’t. Her block always seemed quiet as a graveyard whenever I came by. And maybe Fiona knew that. Maybe, with her work, she deliberately moved to a place where people wouldn’t make a big deal about all the coming and going from her apartment.

I tried to convince myself of that as I stood outside the front door, not that it calmed my nerves. I again kept trying to convince myself as I waited for the elevator. I still wasn’t convinced when I was outside her door, putting those high heels back on, about to knock.

What the hell was I doing? How had my life taken such a turn, from being broken up with, to waiting outside a woman’s apartment, dressed as a girl, desperately trying to get laid?

I had no answers to any of those questions. I thought that the answer might have been that I was having fun. I wasn’t sure how much fun I was having with the crossdressing, but the game I was wrapped up in did have its fun moments - although sometimes it was hard to look for those among the moments in which I was terrified and embarrassed.

But it wasn’t like I was going to do anything else, now. I wasn’t about to go home after everything I had just been through. I straightened my back, cleared my throat, and knocked on Fiona’s door. For good measure, she left me waiting for another minute in her hallway.

”Oh and who’s this vision of feminine beauty?” was Fiona’s greeting to me.

”I could say the same thing,” I said back.

”Are you trying to play cool with me?” she asked. “You’re dressed like that and you’re still trying to play mister suave?”

I didn’t justify it with an answer. I simply walked into her apartment and towards the couch that I was becoming so familiar with. I could instantly feel my nerves calming, in the relative safety of her apartment. My breathing felt a little more normal again. My heartbeat quietened.

Although not all the way. I was still on-edge. Simply being near Fiona or getting a message from her was enough to make my adrenaline spike. I wasn’t sure if that was a good or a bad thing. And the safety of her apartment was only safe from the eyes of the outside world. I wasn’t safe from her.

I was now in the lion’s den.

”Oh my god, look at you!” she said. “Look at the way you walk in those heels. How long have you been working on that?”

”Long enough,” I told her.

”I’m serious, have you done this before? Because otherwise you’re a natural.”

”I have very much not done this before,” I clarified. “And I definitely wasn’t a natural. I nearly killed myself in these things.”

”Well, beauty is pain and that,” she joked. “Let me get a look at you.”

She had me turn on the spot and, when I came back around, her smile was beaming. She clapped her hands together.

”I love it so much,” she said.

”Why?”

I didn’t know where the question had come from. I had wondered the whole time, admittedly, what her motivation was. Why she had been so keen to see me like this. Why me, even.

”Why what?” she asked.

”Why do you love seeing me like this?” I continued.

”I just do,” she said.

”You just do?” I pushed for a better answer.

”Well I think men look better in a dress,” she explained. “I think men can be so brash and boring and gross. Women are much nicer. And the world would be a lot better if more men tried to be more like women. I think the perfect man would be one in a dress and with his little prick locked away for good.”

”So I’m your idea of the perfect man?” I asked.

”Only if you’re telling me you want to lock your prick away for good,” she said.

I winced. That was not what I was trying to do.

”Well, you know the deal,” I told her. “So we might have to rethink that.”

”We might, yeah,” she said as she moved across the room towards her table. “I’ve got another gift for you. Well, it’s less of a gift - your photos are the ones making the money.”

”Oh yeah, what now?”

Another pink box. A shoebox, this time. I was already wearing a pair of high heels which I didn’t want, so I wasn’t entirely impressed with the offering. Fiona handed it to me.

”Right,” was all I said in reaction to what I had been given.

”Right yourself,” she responded. “Open it. You might like it.”

I did as she told me. I had rarely been in a position not to, so what difference would this make? I sat on the couch and placed the box to my side. I had to pull my dress down so that I didn’t reveal my underwear, which Fiona found to be very amusing. Ignoring her, I opened it.

It wasn’t shoes.

What I revealed instead, as the flap of the top of the box lifted off, was money. Actual cash. Countless dollar bills.

”What the hell is this?” I asked.

”That’s what you’ve been earning,” Fiona started. “Well, your half. Well, most of your half. That last photo is doing very well. People like seeing you as a girl. So here’s what you get for being my little model.”

”No way,” I stared, awestruck at it.

”It’s only a couple hundred dollars, Jakey. Let’s not think about our retirements just yet,” she spoke.

”Yeah but I can’t believe people are paying you for this at all. Let alone this much,” I told her.

”Well, apparently everybody likes you better as a girl,” she replied. “On that note, what was the name of that girl in your office who you had a crush on?”

”Kelly?” I laughed. “I don’t have a crush on her.”

”Well good, because I like her name,” she said. “I like it for you.”

“What?”

”I’m calling you Kelly from now on,” she pulled out her phone and tapped at the screen. “I don’t think Jake exactly suits you any more.”

She turned her phone around so I could see that she had updated my name in her contacts to Kelly.

”Call me what you want, we’re still fucking this afternoon,” I told her, trying to steer the conversation back my way.

”God you’re so one track minded,” she sighed. “I’m trying to make you a better person but you’re still stuck thinking about sex. Fine, look under the money, I’ve got one more gift for you.”

I looked back at the box. I had admittedly thought that the money went all the way to the base of the box. I didn’t realize that there was something else in there as well. I put my hand to the top of the cash pile and sifted through it gently. Before long, I found my next gift.

It was flesh colored. It looked like a piece of skin was poking through the gap in the money which I had formed. And that was because it was more or less exactly what it was.

Moving the dollar bills aside, I exposed more of the flesh looking surface, and things only became more graphic from there. There were veins on the flesh. And then there was a set of balls on one end and a head on the other.

It was a long, fat, very realistic dildo.

I didn’t really know what to say.

“What do you think?” Fiona grinned at me.

”Are you planning on making some more videos for me?” I asked.

”Not quite,” she answered.

”Well then what is this?” I asked again.

”You want to have sex,” she started. “And I said I’m going to fuck you.”

”What the fuck are you talking about?”

I felt my heart beating faster. I was nervous about what she was saying.

”You’ve never been fucked before, have you, Kelly?” she asked me.

I gulped. I felt myself shaking. Fiona had made me cross about thirty lines which I never thought I would have ever crossed, but this was the last one. This was the last straw.

”This has gone way too far,” I panicked. “You got to see me in this shit, you kept me locked up for a week, now that’s enough. I did my bit.”

”Hey, it’s okay, you’re okay,” she sounded strangely comforting all of a sudden. “We’re just having fun, you’re still Jake”

She came to sit next to me, raising her hands as she approached as if to show me she came in peace.

“I’m sorry if I took it too far,” she continued.

”What?” I wasn’t sure where this sudden tenderness had come from.

”I’m sorry, I thought you could take it,” she explained. “I was just trying to push you somewhere fun.”

I furrowed my brow. I was still confused.

”So, like-” I paused again. “What?”

”I honestly thought you were getting into it. This- what we’re doing,” she started. “You seemed like you were having fun. And this is what I’m into. I thought I’d found something in you.”

”No, you did. You have!” I stammered.

I felt defensive all of a sudden. Up to that moment, I kind of thought Fiona was just messing with me. I didn’t realize she saw me as someone actually compatible with her and her desires. And I wanted that because I wanted her.

”What, so you’re enjoying yourself or not? Because I don’t want you doing anything you’re not comfortable with,” she told me.

”Well, like, of course I’m not completely comfortable. I didn’t suggest any of this. It’s all new to me,” I explained. “But I’m willing to give it a try.”

Fiona chuckled lightly before looking me up and down, from my high heels to my wig.

”I can see that,” she chuckled again. “So are you willing to try my new gift?”

I looked back at the giant dildo. It was intimidating to say the least.

”I don’t know. I thought you were going to let me out of this chastity thing,” I told her.

”Okay, how about double or nothing?” she asked.

”What does that mean?”

”We give the dildo a try. If you don’t like it, I let you out of your cage and we fuck the normal way,” she explained.

”Okay, then what’s the alternative?” I queried.

”I fuck you with this dildo and you love it. If I can make you feel the way that I think I can, then this is how we fuck from now on,” Fiona told me.

”What?” I blinked.

”This dildo is going to make you feel like you’ve never felt before. I’m going to make you beg for it.”

“I don’t think I am,” I said plainly.

”Spoken like a girl who’s never been fucked properly before,” she laughed. “Do we have a deal?”

I thought for a moment. This felt like I was at a crossroads. I had never wanted anyone to put anything inside me before. I still didn’t really want it then.

But, also, I wasn’t exactly at the crossroads.

The crossroads were probably miles behind me, by that point. I was in makeup and a dress, looking at the hundreds of dollars I had made from a lewd photo of me being posted online.

I didn’t exactly have anything to lose.

”You get one chance,” I told Fiona.

”That’s all I need. If it all gets too much and you want me to actually stop, just say the word ‘grapefruit.’”

Within no time at all, Fiona had led me to her bedroom. She had told me to get on her bed and on all fours. Already, I was nervous again. It was all so new and, honestly, scary. I was a straight man. That was how I had always known myself. To now be doing something like this didn’t align with what I thought about myself at all.

And that was scary. I felt so secure in who I was and, yet, what I was about to do - what did it mean? Would it shatter those perceptions of my identity? And what the fuck did straight even mean? I was still doing this with a woman. A beautiful, desirable, one-in-a-million kind of woman. So did that mean I wasn’t straight for everything that had happened?

I looked over my shoulder, and she was strapping the huge dildo to her front. It looked like she had a giant dick. It was much more intimidating than it was sexy. I turned my head back to face the wall. I clenched the mattress a little and breathed a heavy breath.

”So you’ve never done anything like this before?” she asked me.

”Not ever,” I confirmed.

“You are going to love it,” she told me. “I’ll be gentle.”

The way she had emphasized the word “you” slightly unsettled me. But that thought was quickly replaced by a new one. A new feeling. The feeling of the dress I was wearing being hiked up above my ass.

My underwear was pulled down. Fiona lifted one knee and then the other and took the panties off completely. I could feel the slight weight of the cage dangling between my legs.

And then something else.

I felt Fiona’s warm and wet finger trace my ass. My back straightened. My body stiffened. I had somehow not expected this.

I was about to say something. I was nearly about to back out.

But it had already happened.

Fiona’s finger slipped inside my body. I winced, expecting it to hurt or feel uncomfortable or somehow change me forever in a way I had never expected.

Except none of that happened. Her finger simply gently found its way inside me.

”That okay?” she asked.

”Fine,” I told her.

I didn’t know how else to describe it.

“Great.”

Before I knew it, a second finger had entered me, and the two of them stroked inside of me in delicate unison.

It didn’t feel bad. In fact, it felt kind of nice. I didn’t know what she had found to stroke but, whatever it was, it felt kind of like she was pressing a button that let off little fireworks within me.

I didn’t mean to. I couldn’t stop myself. I wish I didn’t. But I let out a soft moan. Where it came from, within me, I had no idea. From somewhere deep and hidden, it appeared. I moaned at the feeling of Fiona’s fingers inside me.

”That’s a good girl,” Fiona announced as soon as she heard the sound.

I could hear her giggle after she said it. I didn’t know what to do. I was so self conscious about the noise I had just made, and her response to it, but then her fingers. They kept going. They made me forget all of those feelings.

I moaned again.

”Okay Kelly,” she said to me. “I think you’re ready.”

“Don’t,” I murmured.

”Don’t what?” Fiona asked.

I didn’t know what I had said it for. I probably should have been saying it about her calling me Kelly. About her making me dress as a woman so she could finger me. I thought that maybe I had said it about her stopping doing what she was doing with her fingers.

I just let out another soft moan. Fiona giggled again.

”That’s my girl.”

I felt my dress being lifted again. Fiona pushed my legs apart further. The cage swung limply between my legs. My hair covered my eyes and stuck slightly to my lipstick.

I felt like a slut.

I had no idea where the thought came from. I didn’t know that it was possible for me, a man, to even form a thought like that. But I had. Fiona had made me feel like a slut.

Her hand reached around me. She grabbed my bra, my fake breast. Then I felt it.

It pressed against me first, and then it pushed its way inside.

I flinched. I again expected the feeling to be anything other than what it was. I expected discomfort or for it to sting. But it didn’t. It just slipped in where Fiona’s fingers once were.

She was fucking me.

Gently at first. Her first thrust was shallow and slow, but she began to build faster than I had expected. Within a few seconds, she was pushing deeper inside of me.

The feeling was unlike anything else I had ever experienced. I could feel it moving within me. Pushing to somewhere deep inside. My eyes widened as I felt the balls at the end of the dildo press against me.

Fiona had put the whole thing inside of me.

”Ready?” She asked.

I just let out a quiet whimper. I didn’t know if I was. Equally, it already felt so good. I never knew anything could feel this good. It felt completely different to using my dick. It was like a whole new sensation had been unlocked for me.

”Good girl.’

The dildo pulled back and then thrust, hard. Then again. Then again. Fiona was fucking me. She was fucking me with the huge dildo.

I could feel the fake balls slapping into me. My cage started swinging back and forth between my legs in rhythm with Fiona’s thrusts. I felt the fake balls hit my cage. It should have been embarrassing. I should have felt degraded by it. But I didn’t.

I felt amazing.

I held onto all of the sensations. The smell of Fiona. The feeling of explosions of pleasure within me, forming with each stroke. The way my toes felt in the high heels. The way the stockings caressed my legs. The way the dress, hiked up above my ass made me feel like a slut. The feeling of my long, strawberry blond hair swishing in front of my face as Fiona moved me.

Fiona made me feel like a woman.

Fiona made me feel amazing.

The strokes became faster and harder and deeper. Before I knew it, I was letting out high pitched whimpers and moans. I didn’t know whether it was accidental or if I was making the sounds that I thought Fiona wanted to hear.

Either way I could hear her laughing. Giggling with ecstasy as I made those girlish noises.

Then it happened. I felt something happening within me.

I felt like I was about to piss myself.

”Wait,” I murmured, trying to hold myself together. “Wait.”

Fiona slowed down.

”What’s wrong?” She asked.

”I think this is making me need a piss,” I admitted.

Fiona laughed, like she knew something that I didn’t.

”Trust me,” she said. “That’s not what that feeling is.”

”What?” I asked.

”It just means you’re enjoying yourself, trust me.”

She put her hand on my lower back and pushed into me again. The feeling had passed but it was soon back. The noises came from me once again, uncontrollably.

The feeling returned.

And then I understood what Fiona meant.

I was about to cum.

I had no idea how. I didn’t know it was possible but, without my dick having been touched once - without it even being outside of that cage - I was about to cum.

But then Fiona stopped.

”No, please,’ I immediately begged.

The pleasure had been too intense. I couldn’t bear to have it stop. It was like I was at the precipice of some huge cliff edge, and on the other side was pure joy.

She thrust into me, once. Hard. I grunted.

”Say your name,” Fiona commanded.

”What?”

“Tell me that your name is Kelly,” she said.

She held still. My brain was fried. I needed her to move again.

”My name is Kelly,” I said, without any more hesitation.

She thrust once more.

”Again.”

”My name is Kelly.”

She thrust again. And I said the words again. She made me repeatedly tell her my new name, again and again and again, for her to keep fucking me. I kept doing it. I needed it.

I was so close now. I felt I must have only been a few more thrusts away from it happening. And so Fiona stopped.

”Now tell me you never want to take your cage off again,” she demanded.

”I never want to be let out of my cage again.”

She thrust.

”I’m Kelly and I never want to be let out of my cage again.”

Fiona must have liked that, as the thrusting came fast and hard. So I said it again. And again.

Fiona laughed but then she stopped again.

”Let me film this,” she said.

”I will let you do anything as long as you just let me finish,” I told her.

She somehow both simultaneously kept thrusting and also picked up her cellphone. I heard a little beep. She must have been recording.

”Keep saying it,” she spoke.

”My name is Kelly and I want to wear my cage forever.”

Another thrust.

”I love being a girl.”

More thrusting.

”Please let me wear my cage forever.”

She was pounding me, now. The more I spoke, the faster she thrusted. The faster she thrusted, the better it felt.

Finally, it happened.

It was like a great swell. Something powerful and warm was happening within me. It started from where the dildo was hitting inside of me, then it radiated outwards.

My insides felt warm, and then my whole torso. My legs were shaking, my arms as well. I could barely hold myself up. Fiona was laughing like a banshee.

I felt my left arm buckle. I crumpled onto the bed but Fiona didn’t stop.

I exploded.

It was more powerful than any other orgasm in my entire life. It was like a bomb had gone off within me. I breathed raggedly into the pillow as all of my muscles contracted and then relaxed again and again. I could only see white. All of my senses had shut off other than my sense of feeling. The feeling of what was within me.

I had never felt anything better.

I wanted to feel that way for my whole life.

”That’s my girl.”
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I lay on the bed quivering. My arms had collapsed. My legs were no longer supporting me. My face was engulfed by the pillow in front of me. I was trying to catch my breath and the cushion wasn’t helping.

Fiona was laughing again.

”Did we have fun?”

I said nothing. I was still trying to breathe normally. Still trying to come to terms with what I had just felt. It was unbelievable. I had no idea what it was.

It was an orgasm, obviously. But it wasn’t like any other orgasm I had ever had. I hadn’t touched my penis even once. And this one was so much more powerful. So much better.

None of it made sense.

”What the hell was that?” I asked.

”I think it was you being fucked like a girl,” Fiona said plainly. “Did you like it?”

She was still on top of me, weighing me down with the dildo still inside me. I didn’t want to justify it with an answer. Clearly, I enjoyed it. I knew I had enjoyed it. It was just the way she had said it. She wouldn’t let me enjoy anything without trying to make me embarrass myself.

I was very much coming to understand that my embarrassment was her turn on.

“I liked it,” I admitted.

I got mine. She could have hers.

”Say it properly.”

”I liked getting fucked like a girl,” I told her.

”That’s probably the hottest video I’ve ever made,” she said. “You could probably make your monthly salary from that video, if you wanted me to post it.”

”Maybe let’s talk about that later,” I said, still trying to come to my senses. “Although, are you serious?”

”Deadly,” she spoke from somewhere behind me. “If you quit your job and become my little minx then I think you’d probably be doing a lot better than you are now.”

“I don’t know if that’s much of a career,” I argued.

I finally felt her pull out of me. I could feel the bed move as she took the harness off of herself.

”Well, if you ever want some work on the side, then you know who to call. How are you feeling? Are you okay after that?”

I didn’t expect her question. It was strange, the way she could snap from making me degrade myself to suddenly seeming like she cared.

”What?” I asked back.

”Emotionally and physically. Are you feeling okay?” she clarified.

”I think so,” I cautiously replied, as if this was still part of her game.

But then I felt the bed sink next to me, as she lay beside my still face-down body. Her hand was on the small of my back, and then gently it pulled my dress back down to cover me. She idly stroked my thigh.

”You’re not sad or embarrassed or in any discomfort?” she checked.

“Oh no way, not sad. But obviously it was embarrassing. But, like, I thought that was the point,” I said.

”Yeah, but was it embarrassing in a bad way or embarrassing in a fun way?”

I had to think about the question. I didn’t realize something could be embarrassing in a fun way. But knowing that Fiona was getting off on what she was doing to me was hot.

Being made to feel that way was hot.

“I think I liked it.”

“Yeah?” she confirmed. “Well that is a good girl.”

I chuckled into the pillow.

“And you were so insistent about getting out of that cage,” she added. “Well you didn’t seem to mind so much in the end, did you?”

Her hand had crept higher up my thigh. She grabbed my caged genitals.

“We’re not so obsessed with this any more, are we?” she asked.

”No.”

”Say no, Miss,” she commanded.

“No, Miss,” I echoed.

”I prefer that. That’s how I’d want you to talk to me if you worked with me,” she said.

”What would you even want me to do?” I asked.

”Film some videos. Help with some clients. A lot of people said they wanted to meet you,” Fiona told me.

”A lot of people?” I spoke skeptically.

”A lot of people saw your photo. A lot of people said they’d want you in a session.”

”To do what?” I asked.

“Just to help me do my job. You wouldn’t have to do anything that I wouldn’t do. You definitely wouldn’t have to sleep with anyone, if that’s what you were trying to ask,” she said, almost as if it was offensive that I’d have been thinking such a thing.

”In my defense, I’m pretty new to all of this.”

She finally let go of me. She had been holding my cage that whole time, as if she owned me.

In a way, she did.

”Well, you should think about it. I think you’d like it.”

I finally pushed myself up from my face-down position, and sat against the plush red headboard of the bed.

“I’ll think about it.”

I didn’t really mean it.

”Good. You should,” she said. “Now, as for the other thing.”

”What other thing?” I asked.

”That pesky thing between your legs,” she clarified.

”What about it?”

”I like it a lot more the way it is now. And I’m much happier with the way you are now, as well,” Fiona started.

“Okay,” was all I offered.

”So I’m happy to keep seeing you, for as long as you’re happy to keep that thing locked up,” she continued.

“Right,” was my similarly brief response.

I had to think about it. I wasn’t sure if it was what I wanted or not.

Well, it obviously wasn’t exactly what I wanted. I would have rather just been sleeping with Fiona from time to time after work. But that definitely wasn’t an option. And being with Fiona was so much better than being with any other woman I had ever met. She was like some kind of mythical temptress.

Equally, I didn’t exactly want to spend any more time with that cage on me. Or - well - maybe that didn’t matter so much.

I had no idea what Fiona had actually done to me, but how it made me feel was incredible. It was somehow better than when we had previously had sex. I could genuinely give up fucking Fiona, if her fucking me was that much better.

And the other part; dressing as a girl. I thought about it for a moment, from my position against the headboard. It wasn’t so bad. I honestly didn’t care that much. I cared when I was worried about being seen in public, but doing it in front of Fiona or in my own home was fine. And hell, I could put up with that embarrassment, if I could just experience that feeling again.

Whatever Fiona had done to me, I needed it. It had happened only once, but she had made me instantly addicted to it.

“So what are we?” I asked.

“Are you asking me if I’ll be your girlfriend?” she asked in turn, laughing.

“No, obviously not.”

I wasn’t entirely sure if that wasn’t what I was asking, though.

“Okay, well, you can be my girlfriend, if you want,” she mocked in a singsong tone. “I think you’d like it.”

“I think you’re right,” I laughed, trying to force myself into being in on the joke, rather than being the joke.

“Well then there you go. You can be my girlfriend. And you can tell anybody you want about that,” she grinned at me. “But I think that maybe I’m still the strong independent woman and you can be the girl who does things for me. How does that feel?”

She reached over my thigh and past my cage, so she could trace her finger around my ass again as she said it.

“I think it feels good,” I said, mainly about the finger.

“Watch this video,” she said to me, grabbing her cell phone with her free hand.

She loaded the video which she had just made of me. Of us. All I could see was my body in the dress and the long hair of the wig bouncing up and down as Fiona entered me again and again.

The video was punctuated with my moans and the things that Fiona had made me say. It was wild and lewd. It was the sort of thing that I’d never admit to watching, let alone being a part of. Which was why I knew what Fiona was going to say next.

“How about I post this one as well?”

I just laughed.

“No way.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing,” she threw the cell phone aside but her other hand remained inside my dress.

“I don’t think you know what would happen if anybody saw that,” I responded.

“Well what would happen, Kelly?” she asked.

I thought for a moment. I didn’t really have an answer.

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “But, like, surely you get what I mean?”

“I do,” she admitted in turn. “I used to feel the same way. Shy. I was afraid to get what I wanted. And I wanted so much, but I was so scared to ever actually have those things. And I was scared to do those things.”

“What kind of things?”

“This,” she gestured loosely at the room she was in, the stuff from her work that adorned the walls, and then at me. “Most girls I used to hang out with were looking for Mister Right. They were looking for a man to settle down with and have kids with. I don’t want that. At least, not yet. I want the kind of fun that I get to have at work, and I want all the things that it brings me. I want the kind of Mister Right that I can turn into a girl.”

“What, like, this is what you want?” I asked, also gesturing to me and what I was wearing.

“Oh god yes,” Fiona eagerly answered. “I’ve tried to find it before but it’s never worked out. Like, there are men that come to me at work and get me to do this to them, but that’s not the same. They wanted to be made to do it. That’s not the same as me wanting them to do it. And I’ve tried it with other men I’ve met before but none of them have ever been as open to it as you.”

“What, I’m not the first guy you’ve done this with?” was the part of her response that I mostly picked up on.

“Not the first guy I’ve tried it with,” she answered. “But most of them don’t even go for the underwear part. So I’ve had a lot more fun with you.”

I smiled. It was hard to explain, but there was almost a sense of pride in me in knowing that this wasn’t just something which she did with anybody. It was almost like we were in a kind of a relationship, in a very weird and fucked up way.

And I didn’t want a relationship. My breakup was still fresh. It still hurt. I didn’t need a girlfriend. But maybe I needed whatever Fiona was.

“So I basically am your girlfriend," I joked.

She grinned.

“Say it like you actually mean it,” she said. “Tell me you’ll be my girlfriend but say it seriously.”

“I’ll be your girlfriend,” I spoke.

“God that’s so hot,” she responded. “I never knew how hot that would be.”

I laughed this time.

“I’m serious, by the way,” she paused. “About all of this. About you being the only man who I’ve properly done this with. And the fact that you should think about doing some work with me. And that you should let me post that video online.”

I thought for a second.

“How would any of that work? Like, being completely reasonable and practical for a moment and not just living in this wild little fantasy that I’m somehow now a part of. How could that work?” I asked.

“The same way it works for me. This is a business, you know,” she started. “Like, I had a full time job when I started out as well. I just managed to free myself from that and start working for myself.”

“Yeah, sorry, I didn’t mean that I didn’t take it seriously or anything,” I told her.

“Don’t worry, that wasn’t what I was getting at. I’m just proud of it,” she assured me. “But the video, I’d post it and people would have to pay ten bucks to watch it. And they will pay that. And you can have half of it.”

“You serious?” my eyes widened.

“About which part?”

“I guess all of it,” I clarified. “How much would a video like that make?”

“Few thousand dollars,” she answered, plainly. “At first. Then it’ll make a few hundred a month for a while longer.”

“Fuck,” I exhaled as I said it, extending the word.

“Is that a yes?” Fiona laughed.

“Fuck yes,” I laughed as well.

“And how about the rest?” she asked me.

“Like, the working with you stuff?”

“Yeah.”

“I’ll give it a try,” I told her. “As long as it works with my work and my real life. I’m not ready to quit everything over this.”

“And you shouldn’t,” she told me. “I want you to be happy to be a part of this. I think we can make a lot of money together.”

I chuckled again.

“Fiona and her girlfriend slash assistant. It’s got a nice ring to it.”
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I stayed over at Fiona’s place that night. We ordered food and watched a movie. It was the kind of thing we’d have done if we were in a relationship. Which I maybe was. I had no idea. Either way, it was nice.

It was fulfilling.

I felt actually happy for the first time since Liz and I broke up. Even if I was wearing a dress and high heels. That felt like a small price to pay for all of the positivity I seemed to have found with Fiona. Hell, it wasn’t much of a price at all, when I knew what it meant to her. She even turned out to have some spare guy clothes in her apartment, which she let me wear home. She didn’t make me face my fears twice, after all.

Going back to work and real life was strange, after that weekend. Everything with Fiona was so deep and intense and fun. The office was none of those things. I was constantly reminded of Fiona by the fact that, other than to clean it, I basically hadn’t taken the cage off since I met her.

It was like our very specific version of a promise ring.

But that Monday at work contained another surprise from her. A deposit of five hundred dollars into my bank account. She told me that it was my half of the money which that video had made on the first day.

That changed my outlook on things. Five hundred dollars was days of work for me, normally. That video was five minutes of - well, definitely not work. It was five minutes of fun and deep, intense pleasure.

And people were willing to pay me for that.

I wasn’t sure what that made me. I laughed to myself in the office, wondering if I’d accidentally become a pornstar. I couldn’t say whether I was or not. Or whether or not I’d have even minded either way. Fiona was a modern woman who had introduced me to a modern world. With modern money.

After Fiona had let me recover from the shock of the money she had sent me, she asked me again about whether I wanted to come and do some work with her. I practically jumped at the opportunity.

I said yes.

It started off small. She invited me to her place again to talk properly, and she showed me the list of her clients who had offered to pay extra to have me in on her sessions. She told me what she would be doing with each of them, and asked if I would be happy to help. She showed me their photos to make sure it wasn’t anybody that I already knew.

Mercifully, they weren’t.

One man, who Fiona explained was into bondage, had offered to pay double his usual rate, if Fiona’s “new girl” was in on the session to help. Fiona told me that all I would have to do was be in the room and do as she commanded. I wouldn’t have to do anything sexual and that the client wouldn’t expect it.

Fiona didn’t expect me to answer straight away, but I told her I’d do it on the spot. She told me how much she would be getting paid for the session and she offered me a third, which seemed fair for basically just being there.

When the night came for the session, Fiona had me come over to get ready with her. There was something bizarrely nice about it, both of us doing our makeup together, and both of us slipping into our similar and sexy little black dresses and towering high heels.

She had us pose in the mirror for a photo. She looked at it, after she took it, and I saw her smile, warmly.

“This one’s just for me,” she told me. “For us, if you want.”

It was strangely sweet. It felt comforting and, for lack of a better word, loving. I hadn’t felt that kind of tenderness from a woman for a while. Not even from Liz in the last few months of our relationship. I hadn’t realized how much we had drifted until Fiona had found me, all those months later.

When the time came, Fiona’s client was exactly on time. Fiona must have noticed that I noticed, as I looked at the clock the second that her apartment buzzer sounded.

“They pay by the minute,” she told me, grinning. “Go and let him in. I’ll get the intercom,”

I went to the apartment door as Fiona spoke into the phone mounted to the wall. Moments later, there was a knock.

“Let him in,” Fiona commanded.

I suddenly felt very strange. In all of the madness, I had almost neglected to consider how I would feel when it came to a stranger seeing me. I had been blinded by the promise of money, if I was being totally honest.

But then I realized something; the man seeing me was here for the sole purpose of seeing a professional dominatrix and was paying extra to see me in a dress. He had just as much to lose in this situation as I did.

“Yes, Miss,” I spoke.

So I took a breath and opened the door. The man on the other side was dressed in a suit and had a briefcase with him, as if he had come straight from work. It was a funny thought. Although, then again, this was my work. An even funnier thought.

“You must be Kelly,” he said.

“Yeah, hi,” I nervously replied.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” he told me.

His voice was smooth and cool and his light stubble felt somehow fitting with his voice. I could picture him being a CEO or something, but that was probably just the stereotypes which I was building in my head about the kind of people who would pay to see Fiona.

Well, one thing that probably wasn’t just a stereotype was that this guy was rich. The amount that Fiona got paid for a single session was crazy.

“Kelly, get him a glass of water with lemon,” Fiona commanded me.

“Yes, Miss,” I replied.

I did what I was told. And that was how it was. From that moment forward, that was my role.

I started small. I fetched drinks. I answered the door to clients. I held Fiona’s equipment. Everything she told me to do, I did without question.

She liked that. I could tell. After so many sessions, she would be looking at me with these wicked eyes. She would have been staring at my shaved legs as I walked in my high heels across her apartment. She would tell me that she wanted me, the second that our client had gone home.

Then she would fuck me.

Each time was better than the last. It was like my body was adapting to being fucked the way Fiona fucked me. I stopped even asking to be let out of the chastity device. I didn’t care. I didn’t need it any more.

That only made things more intense. I felt as if Fiona figured out that she had cracked me. After a while, she told me to move in with her. It wasn’t an ask. It was a command. And I knew not to argue with those.

I was still working my old job, though I hadn’t been in the office for weeks. I had even gone part-time, as the money Fiona and I were making was dwarfing what my actual work was paying me.

Because of that, Fiona told me that I was moving in with her, with one caveat. I wasn’t allowed to bring any male clothes with me.

It was a big step. A huge step, even. But it was one that I knew I had to take. Fiona asked me, and I knew better than to disobey. She had been right about everything else before.

Which meant that, every day, I was her girlfriend and her assistant, whether we were working or not. I would wake up, do my makeup, get dressed, and get her breakfast. She would tell me that I was a good girl, and she would shower me with love and praise. It was something I hadn’t felt in a relationship ever before.

The intensity of moving in with her was only compounded by the other changes that it created in my life. Fiona loved, more than anything, to see me out in the world as a woman. She had only made me go outside a handful of times, after the first time I came to her apartment, but she directly told me that nothing had turned her on more than that.

But, seeing as how I left all of my male clothes at my old place - a place that was empty but that I still paid for, as I was making so much money with Fiona - I didn’t have any choice but to go outside as a woman.

It started off small. A little walk here and there. A visit to the store. But then she bought me dinner. She took me out, on a date, as a woman. She couldn’t even wait until we got home to try and get on me after that. She fingered me in the car, as soon as we were out of the restaurant.

And because I was going out so much more, she paid for a speech specialist to teach me how to talk like a woman. She told me she wanted me to do it. She told me she wanted me to try and get rid of any trace of my masculinity.

When she made me beg her to fuck me, in my new, girlish voice, she fucked me better than anything I’d ever felt in my whole life. She fucked any last masculinity out of me.

I was hers.

I was her girl.

She filmed me outside. She filmed me bringing her drinks. She filmed me being fucked. Each video made more and more money. Each video brought in more and more clients.

I still managed to stay anonymous. Fiona didn’t show my face in a single video, but they still raked in money. The only people who ever saw me were people who I had met in person. Even then, so many of them didn’t even seem to believe that I was a guy.

I’d shown my cage to a few people to prove it. There was something weirdly hot about that. For both me and Fiona.

My old life and my new life never collided. Nobody I had ever met as Jake ever reappeared in my life as Kelly. Well, nearly.

We had so many people messaging Fiona that we got to be extremely selective of who we spent time with. We would pick people who were hot or rich or somehow interesting. People who would shower us with money or amusement. We would reject people just based on how we were feeling that day.

One day, I got to reject a specific client application. One from a certain Dave.

It turned out that he was into things that made me feel like what I was doing was pretty normal, in comparison.

We didn’t accept him.

Before long, I was just as involved in sessions as she was. We did all kinds of things with all kinds of people. Fiona made me learn to tie elaborate knots. She had me do things to men that I didn’t even know they could enjoy. I fucked a woman with a strap-on.

My whole life had been completely upended. What was meant to be a casual fling turned into a way of life. A life led by Fiona, controlled entirely by her.

And I had never been so happy.

Releasing every decision to her. Being told to be the woman she wanted me to be. It was just right. She made me feel so good, and I only wanted to do the same for her.

That was why I didn’t even hesitate when she told me to start taking estrogen.

If she wanted it. I wanted it.

I wanted her.

And she wanted me. What I had become. She had taken me from some anybody from the city, and he had turned me into her protege. She had taught me how to do everything that she did. From makeup to her work. She taught me it all.

She created me. She made me blossom. She turned me into something beautiful.

She turned me into the woman of her dreams.
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