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Chapter 1
Dress Sexy for Me


Iwas halfway through my third scroll through every social media app when the smell of garlic hit me. Megan was making something good again. Of course she was. She always was—bustling around the kitchen like she didn’t even know how to sit down.

I could hear the pan sizzling, the faint thump of a cabinet door closing, the scrape of something being chopped. Music played low from her phone in there, some moody pop thing she liked, and I figured we were still on good terms for the night.

I hadn’t helped with dinner. I usually didn’t. She just sort of… handled things. It wasn’t like I didn’t appreciate her—I did. But she moved around like she needed to stay busy, like resting made her itchy. So I let her. She’d tell me if she needed something.

I adjusted my hips on the couch and glanced down at the slight bulge in my boxers. Still had it. I smirked to myself. God, she used to go crazy for it back when we first started dating. Tight little yoga pants and tank tops, teasing me with every stretch. She used to dress for me—like, she actually gave a shit about looking hot even when we were just home. Now? Baggy sweats, old T-shirts, and her hair in a bun.

I cleared my throat and called out, “Smells amazing, babe.”

There was a soft clang in the kitchen, but she didn’t answer.

I hesitated. I knew I probably shouldn’t say it. But it had been bugging me lately. The whole vibe had changed. And I figured… better to just say it, right?

“But hey, can I say something without you getting annoyed?”

A pause. Not a good one. “Depends on what you’re about to say,” she replied, tone clipped but neutral.

I pushed forward anyway. “You used to dress sexy when we were dating. Like… those silky little pajama sets? That pink one drove me insane. And the yoga pants? Damn. Now it’s like…” I shrugged, even though she couldn’t see me. “I don’t know. Just would be nice if you put in a little effort, you know?”

The silence that followed wasn’t neutral.

She turned the burner off. I could hear it—the tiny click of the dial. No more sizzle. No more motion. Just the hum of the fridge and the sudden weight of the air between us.

When she finally walked in, she didn’t even look at me. Just leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, a dish towel slung over her shoulder. Her face was unreadable, and somehow that was worse than anger.

“You want me to dress sexy for you?” she asked.

I sat up a little straighter, trying to gauge where this was going. “I mean… yeah? Just sometimes. I think it’s fair.”

She gave me a smile. Not the good kind. “Okay,” she said calmly. “Then let’s make it fair.”

I blinked. “What?”

“A bet. One of your stupid little bets you love making. We play a game tonight—cards, trivia, whatever. Loser dresses sexy for the weekend.”

I laughed. “Wait, you want me to⁠—”

“You want sexy?” she cut in. “Then I want sexy. From you. If I win, you’re mine to dress. If you win, I’ll wear whatever slutty thing you want for the rest of the weekend.”

I stared at her. She was serious. She wasn’t even blinking.

I grinned. “You’re on.”

I didn’t think twice. I figured I’d win. I always did. Megan was good at a lot of things—cooking, organizing, getting shit done—but when it came to games? She cracked under pressure. I’d seen it a dozen times. I could practically taste her in lace already.

After dinner we played a trivia app on her phone. One of those fast-response ones where time mattered just as much as the answer. She picked it, naturally. Said it was neutral. I didn’t argue. I liked my odds.

The first round went fine. I beat her by a couple points. She scowled at her screen, biting her lip in that way she does when she’s trying not to look competitive.

“Warming up,” she said, clicking Next Round.

The second one? Closer. She edged me out by less than a second. Total fluke. Third round, she won again. By the fifth, she was ahead.

I sat up straighter, palms starting to sweat. She wasn’t cracking. She was calm. Almost smug. And it was like I hadn’t even noticed until now—her eyes never left the screen, but the corners of her mouth twitched with every right answer like she’d planned this.

“Wait, have you played this before?” I asked, squinting at her.

She didn’t answer. Just pressed Next.

Final round. I went all in. Focused like hell. Got the first few answers right. Then she blitzed through the last three in a row, beat me by seven points.

Seven.

Megan put the phone down and looked up slowly, locking eyes with me like a lioness about to pounce. “Well,” she said, folding her hands sweetly in her lap. “Guess you’re my sexy little doll for the weekend.”

I exhaled hard, tossing my phone on the couch. “Alright, alright. I’ll wear something sexy tomorrow, whatever.”

She raised a brow. “Nope. Starting tonight.”

I blinked. “Seriously?”

“You made the bet.” Her tone was light. But her eyes were sharp. “And just so we’re clear—you’re not getting out of this by staying naked all weekend. That’s not dressing sexy. That’s being lazy.”

I laughed, a little nervously. “So what? You want me in tight boxers or something?”

“No.” She stood, walking slowly toward the hallway. “I want you dressed the way you expect me to dress. Something lacy and flirty—something that barely covers anything. You know—sexy.”

She disappeared down the hall. I just stared after her, still not fully registering how fast this had flipped. Her voice floated from the bedroom. “Don’t worry. I’ll find something that fits.”

Something in my stomach turned.

And for the first time all night, I didn’t feel so confident.


Chapter 2
Just Like You Wanted


Iwas still sitting on the couch when she came back. She held it up between two fingers like it was a trophy—black satin trimmed in pale pink lace, the exact pajama set I’d bought her last Christmas. Thin straps, plunging neckline, and matching shorts that could barely be called clothing. I remembered seeing it on the model, picturing it on Megan, imagining her crawling into bed wearing it and nothing else.

It had only made one appearance. She’d worn it for ten minutes, laughed at how impractical it was, and changed into sweats after I passed out half-drunk.

Now she was holding it out… for me.

My stomach turned. “You’re joking,” I said.

Her grin was slow. “I’m really not.”

“But I bought that for you,” I whimpered.

“Exactly. You picked it. You wanted me to wear it. So now you get to wear it for me.” She tossed it at me, the satin landing like a dare in my lap. “Go get changed.”

“Megan…”

She tilted her head. “We had a bet, Nick. You lost. And I think it’s only fair you experience what it’s like being expected to dress sexy while you do everything else.”

I ran a hand down my face and sighed. “It’s not going to fit.”

“It’s got stretch.” She shrugged. “And besides, the more it hugs your body the sexier it will look. I bet it will make your ass pop.”

My mouth went dry. I thought about saying no. I really did. But something about the way she looked at me—so calm, so smug, so in control—made my pulse throb in places it shouldn’t. I stood, grabbing the set without looking at her, and muttered, “Fine.”

“Bathroom,” she said, nodding toward the hall. “But don’t take too long. I want to see my little model.”

I shut the door behind me with more force than necessary. The light was harsh. The satin was cold in my hands. I stared at it like it might change shape.

I stripped down slowly, reluctant and grumbling, but not stopping. My skin prickled as the camisole slipped over my head, the hem brushing my thighs. The straps were tight. The neckline—ridiculous. The shorts were worse. They clung. No room for ego.

The mirror didn’t help. I looked like a joke. A ridiculous, overgrown man in women’s lingerie. But also… I didn’t look entirely bad.

The black satin shimmered against my skin. My shoulders looked broader somehow, my waist more narrow. The thin pink ribbon along the neckline made my chest look soft. Touchable.

I adjusted the straps, feeling the fabric tug across my thighs. I wasn’t hard, but I wasn’t soft either. I was just… humming. Something was happening and I wasn’t sure I hated it.

I should’ve changed back. That thought hit me hard as I stared at my reflection. I could still take it off. Say it didn’t fit. Say the fabric itched or made me sweat or that it felt too weird. I could claim I was drawing the line, that the joke had gone far enough.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I stood there a moment longer, watching the way the thin camisole hugged my torso. The hem stopped just below my hips, leaving the pink-laced shorts fully exposed. They were tighter than anything I’d worn in my life—riding up in a way that was… embarrassing. But also kind of flattering. My legs didn’t look awful. The waistband cinched me in, made me look slimmer. Almost soft.

I ran a hand down my side, just to feel the fabric move with me.

God, what the hell was wrong with me? This wasn’t supposed to feel good.

And yet—there was a strange heat building under my skin. Not a full erection, not yet. Just… a low, steady pressure. Something restless and coiled, like my body hadn’t decided whether this was humiliation or desire.

I should’ve hated it. But a small part of me—quiet, traitorous—liked being made to wear this. Liked how exposed I felt. Vulnerable. Like I was performing for her, and only her.

I exhaled slowly. “Okay,” I muttered. “Just get it over with.”

I opened the bathroom door and stepped out. Megan was lounging on the couch, legs crossed, sipping a glass of white wine like this was just any other evening. When she saw me, she didn’t laugh. She didn’t smirk.

She smiled—slow, appreciative, and just a little predatory. “Well… hello there,” she purred.

I froze in the hallway, half-expecting her to break character. But she didn’t. She set her wine down and stood, walking toward me with deliberate grace, eyes sweeping up and down like I was some lingerie model on a runway.

“I forgot how good this set looked,” she said, circling me. “But I never imagined how good it would look on you.”

I swallowed. My face burned. “Okay, you’ve had your fun.”

“Oh no,” she said, stepping behind me and brushing a hand lightly down my back. “We’ve just started.”

Her fingers slid around to my waist, resting at the pink ribbon that cinched the shorts. She leaned in, breath warm at my ear.

“How does it feel, baby?” she whispered. “Having to wear something sexy just to earn attention?”

I tried to speak. I couldn’t.

“I think it suits you,” she added, one hand drifting lower. “And I think you’re going to wear it for the rest of the night. You’ll pour my wine. Make me dessert. Maybe even sit on my lap while I enjoy the view.”

I turned toward her, half-defensive. “Megan…”

She cut me off with a single finger against my lips. “No more arguing, Nikki.”

My breath caught.

“What?” I said, blinking.

She gave me that same knowing smile. “You said you wanted sexy. I’m giving you the chance to live it. So be a good girl and go bring me something sweet. I’m hungry.”

I should have stormed off. I should have ripped the thing off and said enough. But instead… I turned around and headed to the kitchen.

My legs felt shaky in those tiny little shorts.

And beneath I was rock hard.


Chapter 3
Dressed for the Day


Ibarely slept. Every time I shifted, the satin clung to me. Every time I adjusted the shorts, they slid right back up my thighs, reminding me what I was wearing. The camisole twisted just enough to make my chest feel… sensitive.

The feminine feelings were a constant tease. I’d wake up half-hard, heart pounding, caught in some half-dream where Megan was whispering in my ear or straddling me or laughing while she traced her nails over my thighs. And then I’d realize I was still in those damn pajamas, still wearing what I’d bought her.

By the time morning light leaked through the blinds, I felt like I’d been edged all night by fabric and shame. Looking around, I noticed that Megan wasn’t in bed so I lay there a few more minutes, too tired and too wired to move, then forced myself up. The camisole clung as I sat up, cool against my skin. My cock was trapped—aching, desperate—but I didn’t even try to deal with it. I knew it wouldn’t be allowed. Not today.

I padded into the hallway, rubbing my eyes.

“Morning, Nikki,” came her voice, bright and chipper from the bathroom.

I froze.

She poked her head out and smiled wide. “Sleep well?”

I gave her a groggy scowl. “Not really.”

Her eyes dropped to the camisole. “Mm. Poor thing. Your new outfit too much of a turn on?”

Before I could answer, she reached out, grabbed my wrist, and tugged me into the bathroom. “No matter. It’s time to freshen up. I’ve got a whole outfit waiting for you.”

“Megan—”

“Nope. Shower first. Then shave.”

She reached for the hem of my camisole, peeling it off with practiced ease. I didn’t resist. I don’t know why I didn’t. Maybe I was still too tired. Maybe I just… wanted to see what would happen.

When she pulled down the shorts, she let her fingers drag slowly down my hips, almost lovingly.

“You’re really going to make me do this,” I murmured.

She looked up at me, eyes warm and unshaken. “You made a bet, Nick, and honestly? I think this is good for you.” She stepped into the shower first, then looked back over her shoulder. “Well? Come on.”

I followed. The water was warm and steam filled the room instantly. She grabbed a bottle of body wash—something floral—and started lathering her hands.

Then she turned to me. “Arms up.”

“Megan…”

“Now.”

I obeyed. She washed me, slowly and thoroughly. Her hands moving over my chest, under my arms, across my stomach. She made it feel less like cleaning and more like possession.

Then came the razor.

“You’ll feel so much better smooth,” she said, voice low. “And so much sexier.”

She started with my chest, taking careful strokes as the water ran down both of us. Then my stomach and my arms. She made me hold each limb out like I was being inspected.

By the time she got to my legs, I was flushed, shaking, and hard. She ignored it, which somehow made it worse.

When she finished, she kissed my cheek and handed me a towel. “Dry off. I’ll go get your outfit.”

She left, humming to herself while I stood there, dripping, hairless, still aching. I had no idea what she was going to make me wear, but I was already halfway to loving it.

I dried off in silence, skin still tingling from the shave. Every inch of me felt sensitive, hyperaware—like I’d been stripped down to something more than just bare skin.

When Megan returned, she didn’t say a word at first. She just held up the hanger and let me see.

My mouth went dry.

A silky black bralette with lace trim and tiny pink bows. A matching thong—not briefs, not even boyshorts—a thong. Below that, a short pleated skirt in a soft gray plaid, barely longer than the thong, and laid across her other arm, a pair of sheer thigh-high stockings with lacy tops that looked like they’d roll down the moment I moved.

“You’re serious,” I muttered.

She gave me a patient smile. “You expected me to wear things like this. I’m just letting you experience your own fantasy.”

“I never expected you to wear something like this.”

She quirked a brow. “You bought me most of these.”

I shut my mouth.

She stepped forward, bralette in hand. “Arms up, Nikki.”

That name again. Every time she used it, something in my stomach flipped.

I hesitated.

Her voice dropped. “Are you breaking the rules of the bet?”

I exhaled through my nose and lifted my arms. The bralette slid over my head and clung like a second skin, the lace tickling along my freshly shaved chest. She adjusted the straps for me, pulling them tight, letting her fingers linger.

“See?” she said softly. “Perfect fit.”

Next came the thong. She knelt down in front of me—knelt—and held it open for me to step in. The moment it slid up my thighs, I felt ridiculous. The fabric hugged me obscenely, tucking everything in, holding me tight in a way that made every movement feel… exposed.

“Spin,” she said, standing again.

I turned slowly. The thong rode high—and deep. I felt both covered and completely exposed and the skirt did little to help after she pulled it up. I had a feeling that it wouldn’t cover anything if I bent over.

Then came the stockings. She rolled them up one by one, her fingers dragging against my calves, my thighs, the tops of my hips.

I was shaking by the time she stood back to admire me.

“You look so cute,” she whispered, brushing imaginary dust from my shoulder. “Honestly, it’s kind of unfair. That pouty little mouth and those legs? Most girls dream for such features.”

She turned me toward the mirror and I barely recognized myself. The bralette framed my chest in a way that made me look softer, like maybe I could have curves if I wore the right push-up. The thong vanished beneath the hem of the skirt, which flounced with the slightest shift. The stockings gleamed under the bathroom light.

I didn’t look like a joke. I looked… like I belonged in this.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Megan stepped behind me and rested her chin on my shoulder. “You like it.”

“I—no—I just…”

“It’s hard to deny it when you’re hard, Nikki.”

I swallowed.

“You’re standing there, dressed like a sexy little toy, and you’re aching for more. Aren’t you?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

She kissed the side of my neck. “Then let’s go show you off. I’ve got some chores for you to do, and I want to watch you do them properly dressed.”

“Chores?”

Her voice was silk and steel. “You didn’t think you were going to lie around looking pretty, did you?”

She smacked my ass once—light, teasing—and led me toward the bedroom.

I followed, hips swaying in that stupid little skirt, heart racing like I was walking into something I could never come back from.


Chapter 4
Playing Her Part


The pleated skirt swished with every step I took, grazing my thighs, brushing the tops of the stockings Megan had so carefully rolled up my legs that morning. The thong underneath hugged me tight, the lace biting into my hips like a collar—like a reminder of who I was today. My cock was already twitching, aching from the way the lace of the thong rubbed against it—from the way everything fit me so… well.

I couldn’t get comfortable, and Megan knew it. She was watching me like a queen on her throne, legs draped over a pillow, her face half lit by the morning sun, a cup of coffee cradled in her hands. Her expression wasn’t teasing or playful anymore—it was something else. Something commanding. She exuded confidence and control.

It scared me how much I liked her looking at me like that.

“You missed a spot on the counter,” she said without even glancing up from her coffee.

I hesitated. “I’ll get it in a second.”

“No, Nikki.” Her voice was soft. But firm. “I’d like it done now.”

She didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t need to. Her tone carried that weight—the unshakable authority of someone who knew exactly what they were doing.

My cheeks flushed. I turned around and went back to the kitchen.

I wiped the counter slowly, doing my best not to huff or grumble, but when I bent over—just like she’d asked—the breeze hit my bare ass and my heart skipped a beat. The skirt flipped up easily, exposing everything. I was completely on display, and I knew she was looking.

My cock strained in the thong, painful against the pressure. I was humiliated. But I was also throbbing. Shaking with need. God help me—I was starting to like this. The attention, the control, the clothes—all of it.

I finished wiping and stood up a little too fast. The fabric shifted and clung to all the wrong places, the kind of cling that would’ve driven me crazy if it were on Megan. Now it just made me feel… vulnerable.

When I returned, she set her coffee down and patted the seat beside her. “Sit.”

I perched on the edge of the couch, spine straight, trying to keep my knees together. The skirt barely covered anything. I knew if I slouched or adjusted, she’d see everything.

She reached out and ran a finger along my thigh, just above the lacy band of the stockings. Her touch was electric—featherlight, cruel in its slowness.

“You really do have nice legs,” she murmured. “I should’ve put you in skirts a long time ago.”

My breath caught. “Okay, Megan. You win. I get it.”

“Do you?” she asked, cocking her head. “Because you seem… flushed.”

“I get the point. It’s exhausting to try to be sexy all the time. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“Oh, sweetheart.” Her smile grew. “That wasn’t the point.”

She shifted closer—then straddled me without warning.

Her weight settled on my lap, pressing my arousal deeper into the taut fabric. Her skin was warm. Her scent—vanilla and sleep and shampoo—wrapped around me, intoxicating. I felt her hips settle, grinding just enough to make my head spin.

“M-Megan⁠—”

She leaned in close, her voice a slow drip of molten sugar. “Sexy isn’t about outfits. It’s about power and control. And right now…” She rolled her hips again, slowly. “…I own you.”

I whimpered. There was no other word for it.

Her hands slid into my hair, tilting my head back so she could look into my eyes. She stared at me for a long, heavy second, and I felt seen in a way I never had before. Not just naked. Not just aroused.

Owned.

“I think you wanted to feel desired,” she whispered. “I think you wanted to be worshipped for how good you look. For how you turn me on.” Her fingers traced the edge of my jaw. “Well guess what, Nikki? I do want you. Like this. Submissive, soft, and pretty. And desperate to please me.”

I felt the moan catch in my throat and swallowed it down.

“You can’t stop thinking about how this feels, can you?” she asked. “The skirt. The stockings. The way I talk to you now.”

“I… I don’t know what’s happening.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, her breath warm against my cheek. “You’re falling, baby. And I’m not going to catch you. I’m going to keep pushing.”

She stood, leaving me panting and dizzy, my cock still trapped and throbbing in the thong. She picked up the tray I’d brought earlier and walked to the kitchen like nothing had happened.

“You’ve got laundry next,” she called out over her shoulder. “And I want it folded perfectly. I expect to see that cute little ass swaying while you work.”

I stood up, shaking. Every step I took made the skirt dance over my thighs, every movement a reminder of my new place.

“Megan…” I tried again.

She turned, her eyes flashing. “Try again. Call me mistress.”

I swallowed and then let the word escape my lips. “…Mistress.”

Her smile was electric.

“Good girl.”


Chapter 5
Being a Good Girl


The laundry smelled like her. Warm cotton, perfume-softened lace, a faint sweetness from the dryer sheets she liked. I stood in front of the bed in full lingerie—brushed pinks and blacks clinging to every inch of me—folding each delicate thing by hand, like I was handling sacred objects. My fingertips traced the edge of her panties, the scalloped lace of her bras, smoothing the cups, pressing in the folds. I used to see these as things she should wear for me.

Now I folded them like offerings, wondering how each might feel against my skin.

Every time I reached forward to grab another garment, my skirt lifted. The thong underneath clung tighter with every breath, tugging up into the cleft of my cheeks, hugging my cock in a way that made it ache—more restrained than supported.

It made it impossible to relax. I was still hard, filled with a strange arousal. I didn’t want to be. Or… I did. I just didn’t want to admit what it meant.

That I was aroused doing her laundry. That the smell of her lingerie, the act of folding it, of being dressed like this while doing it, made me want to melt into the bed and beg her to touch me. That the name “Nikki” made my knees go weak.

I was too caught up in it to notice the sound of her footsteps. But I felt her—like a change in pressure. Like a storm building behind me.

Her hands were on my waist before I could speak. Warm, commanding, sure of themselves. She didn’t ask. She just stepped into me from behind and took hold, pulling my back against her front, letting me feel her heat and strength, the firmness of her body pressing into mine through layers of silk and skin.

I gasped, and she laughed—low and smooth, like she was savoring the sound. “You didn’t hear me,” she whispered against my ear.

I shook my head. “I was—just—folding.”

Her hand slid up under my bralette, cupping my chest—not roughly, not gently, just… possessively. Like I was hers. A thing she’d dressed and trained and placed in just the right spot.

“And doing such a good job, too,” she murmured, her lips trailing up the side of my neck. “You’ve been so quiet, so obedient today.”

Her other hand slid down, over the waistband of the skirt. Slowly. Deliberately.

I stopped breathing.

“You’re a very good girl, Nikki,” she whispered.

Her fingers slipped under the waistband. The thong offered no resistance. No protection. She slid right between my thighs, hand curling around my cock through the thin satin.

I moaned—high, trembling, involuntary. My legs trembled.

“That’s what I thought,” she purred. “You like this. Being touched like this. Dressed like this. Obeying me.”

“Yes,” I whispered. I didn’t even think. I just said it. Felt it. Needed it.

She pressed her body tighter to mine. Her hand moved slowly, rhythmically, rubbing me in tight circles. The thong turned slick against me—wet from how much I was leaking. I’d never been this sensitive. This desperate. Her palm was steady, firm, like she owned my pleasure. Like she knew she could give it—or take it away.

“I love how hard you get for me,” she whispered. “My sweet little thing. Folding my panties, aching in your thong, desperate for my touch.”

My throat caught on a sob. I was so close. My cock twitched in her hand, and the friction of the fabric made it worse. Made it unbearable. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t move.

Her breath found the hollow just behind my ear. “You make such a pretty girl.”

I moaned again, hips stuttering. “Please…”

“Such a good girl,” she repeated, kissing just below my jaw. “So helpful. So pretty. I’m very, very turned on by how well you’re learning.”

“I need to—Megan—please⁠—”

“Oh, sweetheart. If you keep this up, you’re going to get a very special reward tonight.”

My legs nearly gave out. I braced myself against the edge of the bed with both hands, her hand still moving, still rubbing me through the soaked satin. I couldn’t stop shaking. I was seconds away. Just one more stroke. One more whisper.

And then… she let go. Just… stopped.

The absence of her hand felt like a slap. I whined—actually whined—at the loss of pressure. My thighs rubbed together for relief, but there was none.

She smoothed the skirt down like nothing had happened. “Dinner,” she said lightly, like we were talking about takeout. “I expect it ready in an hour.”

I spun, breathless. “What?”

She kissed her finger and pressed it to my lips. “No whining. You want to be a good girl, don’t you?”

I nodded, mute.

Her eyes sparkled. “Then prove it. Finish the laundry. Cook me something delicious. And if you behave…” She leaned in, her voice a thread of silk. “You’ll get your reward.”

She turned on her heel and walked away, leaving me aching, leaking, and alone in her lingerie.

I didn’t move for a full minute. My body was flushed, my thighs trembling. My cock throbbed in its satin cage, slick with pre-cum. I’d never felt this denied. This wanted. This owned.

And yet, through the fog of desperation, one thing became crystal clear: It wasn’t just the promise of release that made me want to obey.

It was her. Megan. Mistress. I wanted to be her good girl… reward or not.

I didn’t start dinner right away. I just stood there for a while, hands on the counter, my body still buzzing like I’d been electrified and unplugged too fast. My thighs ached from clenching. My cock pulsed in the soaked thong, trapped and twitching and desperate.

And all I could think about was her. The way she touched me—like I was something she’d earned. Something she was molding. Her voice in my ear, low and patient and wickedly proud: You’ve been such a good girl.

I wiped my eyes without realizing I was tearing up. Not from sadness. From something else. Some cocktail of release denied, praise given, identity stirred.

I pulled the ingredients out one by one, grounding myself in motion—chopping, stirring, seasoning. The scent of onions and garlic filled the air. Familiar things. Real-world things. But I couldn’t stop drifting back to what she said.

A special reward tonight. What would it be? Would she touch me again? Let me finish? Make me beg for it? Or something… more?

I stirred harder, the wooden spoon clacking against the side of the pot.

Would she keep me dressed like this? In the skirt, the thong, the stockings? The idea hit me like a jolt. Heat flushed down my chest, my spine.

Would she want to strip me out of it slowly—or not at all?

Would she push me down in it, lift the skirt, and tell me to stay still?

I bit my lip.

God, that image—the idea of her taking me while I was still in this outfit, of making me cum like this—it made my knees weak again. I hated how much it turned me on. Hated how fast I was responding to the thought of being used, praised, taken like her obedient little thing.

And yet…

My heart thudded at the thought. I stirred slower, more delicately now, the wooden spoon sliding through the sauce like her fingers had over my cock. I was throbbing again. Panting.

I didn’t even need the reward. Not really. Just the promise of it was enough to make me hers.


Chapter 6
Her Reward


Dinner was quiet. I served it the way she liked—wine poured first, utensils set perfectly, napkin folded on the left. I even fluffed her pillow on the dining chair, trying to make it seem like I knew how to do this. Like being her perfect little homemaker came naturally. Like I hadn’t just spent the last hour fantasizing about being stripped and used.

Megan didn’t say much. Just smiled that knowing smile as she chewed, sipping her wine with elegant ease. Her eyes lingered on me more than usual—watching the way I stood, how I moved, how the skirt fluttered when I stepped back from the table.

Every time she looked at me like that, I clenched, wondering what her reward for me might be—and if I had earned it.

By the time we finished eating, cleared the plates, and I rinsed the last fork in the sink, I was beginning to wonder if she’d changed her mind. Maybe it had all been a game. A tease. Maybe she wanted to see how far I’d go before she pulled the plug.

I turned off the faucet, sighed, and wiped my hands on a towel—just in time to hear the soft click of the bedroom door opening.

I turned and froze.

Megan stood in the hallway wearing black lace lingerie.

Not just any lingerie—the good set. The one she kept tucked at the back of the drawer, the one I bought her on our second anniversary and only saw in my imagination after she laughed and said, “Maybe next Valentine’s Day.”

It hugged her like it was made for her: lace demi bra, sheer panels across her stomach, garter straps trailing down her thighs. Her long legs bare beneath it, her hair soft around her shoulders, her smirk… pure sin.

My knees buckled. “M-Mistress…”

She walked forward slowly, hips swaying with precision. “You’ve been wearing it so well, Nikki,” she murmured. “I started wondering what it would feel like.”

I couldn’t breathe.

She stepped in close, brushing her body against mine, the heat of her skin pouring into me. Her voice was lower now. Rougher. “You made it look so fun. So sexy. All those skirts and stockings and soft, helpless little noises you make when I touch you…”

I whimpered.

“And the way you obey. The way you present.” She slid a hand along my waist, pulling me in. “You made me want to try it for myself.”

She kissed me and I melted.

Her lips were soft but greedy. Her tongue explored mine like she hadn’t eaten all day. Her hands slid up the back of my bralette, unfastening it as she kissed harder. I moaned into her mouth, dizzy from the scent of her skin and the sharp, sudden promise of finally being touched again.

She pressed me back toward the bedroom, walking me slowly like I was prey being led into a den. The back of my knees hit the bed. She pushed me gently, and I fell.

Megan straddled me, kissing down my neck, cupping my face with one hand while the other ran up the inside of my thigh.

“I told you I had a reward for you,” she said, biting the lobe of my ear. “Are you ready for it?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Then she stood, turned slowly, and walked into the bathroom. The door clicked shut behind her.

I lay there trembling, cock straining beneath the thong, every nerve wide open and aching for release.

And when the door opened again…

She stepped out wearing a harness. Strap tight across her hips. A thick, black dildo curved upward from the center, glossy in the low light, hanging proud and heavy between her thighs.

I gasped. My mouth went dry.

“Your reward,” she said softly, running her fingers along its length. “Now,” she added, her eyes dark and unshakable, “lie back and spread your legs.”

I couldn’t move.

Megan stood in the doorway like something out of a dream—powerful, beautiful, and terrifying. The black strap-on jutted from her hips, glistening under the soft yellow light, commanding attention. She wasn’t blushing or giggling or making a joke of it. She was owning it. Owning me.

Her bare thighs flexed as she stepped toward the bed, slow and steady. My breath caught at each movement. I couldn’t stop staring at the dildo as it swayed slightly with her walk, heavy and thick and perfectly molded to her body.

“I told you to spread your legs, Nikki.”

My body moved before my mind caught up. I lay back on the comforter, the pleated skirt ruffling around my hips, the thong tight and soaked. My legs parted instinctively, shy and eager. I felt ridiculous—and beautiful. A submissive mess of lace and want.

She climbed onto the bed, kneeling between my thighs. “You’ve been such a good girl for me,” she said softly, brushing the skirt up to my waist. “And good girls get claimed. Good girls get the pleasure they truly deserve.”

Her hands slid down the insides of my thighs, pressing them open farther.

“I’m going to make you mine, Nikki. You’ll feel me inside you every time you walk tomorrow.”

I moaned, helpless.

She leaned forward and kissed me again—slower this time, like a promise. Her hands worked with purpose, tugging the thong down inch by inch until I was bare, throbbing, trembling beneath her.

Then she reached for the lube.

I watched, breathless, as she coated her fingers, her movements efficient and calm. She was so in control. I had no say. No escape.

And I didn’t want one.

“This might feel strange at first,” she whispered, dipping one slick finger between my cheeks. “But I want you to breathe. I want you to trust me.”

“I do,” I choked. “Megan—I mean, Mistress—I do.”

She smiled and kissed the inside of my knee.

“Good girl.”

Her finger circled my hole, gently at first. Teasing. Then she pushed in.

I gasped, back arching. It was tight—too tight—and my body clenched in panic. But she didn’t force it. She just stroked my thigh and whispered encouragement, waiting for me to open.

“There you go,” she said, as the tip slid in. “That’s it. That’s my girl.”

She worked me open slowly. One finger. Then two.

I writhed under her, leaking against my stomach, the sensation somewhere between unbearable and divine. Her other hand stayed on my chest, grounding me. Her touch said: I’ve got you. I’m going to ruin you—but I’ll take care of you.

And when she finally lined the strap-on up to my hole, I was too far gone to stop her.

“Ready?” she asked, voice low.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please…”

She pushed in slowly. The stretch was intense—foreign and raw and real. I cried out, clawing at the sheets. But she paused, letting me adjust, holding me through it.

“Breathe, baby. Let me in.”

And I did.

Little by little, she sank deeper, her hands gripping my hips, anchoring me. My legs trembled. My cock twitched. I felt full—claimed in the most primal way.

When her hips finally pressed flush to mine, she moaned. “You feel so good like this.”

Then she pulled back—and thrust again.

Slow. Deep. Rhythmic.

Every stroke knocked the air from my lungs. My cock was leaking freely now, dripping down onto my stomach. The pressure inside me built fast—hot and overwhelming, like it was rising from the base of my spine and curling outward. I couldn’t think. Couldn’t speak.

I was hers.

She fucked me slowly, savoring every movement, praising me between gasps.

“You’re perfect like this…”

“Look how well you take it…”

“This is who you really are…”

Her words seared into my skin, deeper than the strap-on ever could. I cried out, louder now, moaning her name—“Mistress, Mistress, please⁠—”

She reached down and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking it in time with her thrusts.

I shattered.

The orgasm tore through me—hot and wild and blinding. I came so hard it soaked her hand and splashed my stomach, my thighs. I cried out her name again, trembling violently under her.

She didn’t stop. She kept thrusting through it, riding me out, claiming every last spasm.

When she finally slowed, she leaned forward and kissed me—wet, open, hungry.

“I’ve got you,” she whispered.

And I let myself fall into her arms.

I don’t know how long we stayed like that. Megan’s body was draped over mine, her breath warm against my shoulder, her hands stroking my sides in slow, rhythmic passes. My thighs were still trembling, my chest sticky with cum, my heart thudding softly under the aftershocks.

The strap-on was still inside me—just barely—but she didn’t move. She held me there, full and anchored and safe, her fingers combing through my damp hair as if I were something precious.

“Good girl,” she whispered, again and again. “Such a good girl.”

Every time she said it, my body responded—shivers, goosebumps, a quiet ache that had nothing to do with need and everything to do with belonging.

I wasn’t sure where Nick had gone. I wasn’t even sure if I wanted him back.

She finally pulled out with a slow, careful motion that made me gasp, then kissed the inside of my knee before slipping off the harness and setting it aside.

I expected her to wipe me off, or hand me a towel. Instead, she crawled up beside me and curled into my side, naked, warm, and glowing.

I turned into her without thinking, tucking my head beneath her chin like something that needed shelter. Her fingers found mine and laced them together.

We lay there like that for a long time.

“You were amazing,” she murmured.

I blinked up at her. “I didn’t really… do anything.”

“Oh, but you did,” she said, kissing my forehead. “You gave yourself to me. You trusted me. That’s more than you’ve ever done before.”

I bit my lip. My chest ached in a strange, aching kind of way. “I feel…”

“Soft?” she offered. “Open? Beautiful?”

I nodded.

She smiled and kissed me again, slower this time. “You are beautiful, Nikki.”

And I believed her. For the first time in my life, I felt beautiful. Not handsome. Not hot. Not rugged or masculine or fuckable.

Beautiful.

And the crazy part? It felt… right.

She held me until I drifted off, still dressed in lingerie, my thighs sore, my body completely undone.

And I never wanted to go back.


Chapter 7
Dressing to Please


Iwoke alone. The sheets were warm beside me, the air still heavy with the scent of sex and lavender body wash. My thighs ached in the most delicious way, and when I shifted, I felt the residual slickness between them, the gentle soreness inside.

Last night hadn’t been a dream.

I rolled onto my back, staring at the ceiling, heart already thudding in a slow, thick rhythm. I could still feel the way Megan had kissed me. The weight of her body. The sound of her voice, praising me, filling me.

Good girl.

I didn’t know how long I lay there, but eventually I rose, padding softly toward the closet in nothing but yesterday’s thong.

I didn’t have to. Megan hadn’t told me to. But I opened her side of the wardrobe anyway.

The rows of lace and silk, the slinky tops, the flirty skirts—they all shimmered like a promise I hadn’t let myself make yet. My hand hovered, then settled on a black mesh bodysuit she hadn’t worn in months. Long sleeves, plunging neckline, sheer enough to show everything.

I stepped into it without hesitation. The fabric hugged me like it already knew me. My chest looked soft, sensual. My stomach curved in. My cock—already half-hard—looked smaller in this. Submissive. Feminine. Pretty.

I added a garter belt and thigh highs, the memory of the silky fabric on my legs making them irresistible. I added the skirt back on over it then stood in front of the mirror. My breath caught somewhere between shame and awe.

I wanted her to see me like this. I wasn’t obeying. I wasn’t pretending.

I wanted this.

When I walked into the kitchen, Megan looked up from her coffee and froze. Her eyes dropped instantly to the bodysuit. The lace. The way the garter straps clung to my thighs.

“Well well,” she said, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “Look who’s getting dressed without being told.”

I flushed and shifted on my feet. “The weekend’s not over yet,” I said casually, trying to shrug. “I’m just following through.”

She didn’t blink. “Oh, of course,” she said, voice silky. “Just finishing what you started.”

But her eyes told a different story. She was watching me—not like she was testing me, but like she knew. Like she saw something I hadn’t wanted to admit. Like the part of me I thought was still pretending… wasn’t pretending anymore.

And I think, in that moment, I knew she was right.

“Sit,” Megan said, patting a chair at the coffee table.

I obeyed, legs tucked beneath me, the mesh of the bodysuit tightening over my chest as I settled.

Megan momentarily disappeared into our bedroom then returned and sat next to me in her pajama shorts and a silky camisole—barefaced, glowing, casual. I looked ridiculous by comparison. Ridiculous… and kind of gorgeous.

She set a little black case on the table and opened it, starting to set out her polish collection. Pink, red, lavender, champagne gold, and—of course—a glossy, humiliating nude.

“You’ve earned a little pampering,” she said. “So we’re doing your nails.”

I swallowed. “Like… actually painting them?”

She gave me a long, amused look. “You’ve worn a thong for two days, sucked in your tummy for hours, folded my panties in heels, and let me fuck you with a strap-on—now you’re hesitating about nail polish?”

My cheeks flushed. “Fair.”

“Color?”

I hesitated, looking down at the selection. My fingers curled in a little.

She cocked her head. “Let me guess…”

She held up a pale pink.

I nodded.

“Of course,” she said, smiling as she uncapped the bottle. “Such a soft little choice. So delicate. Just like you’ve been.”

She took my left hand in hers and started painting carefully. Each stroke felt like a mark, like I was being claimed one fingertip at a time. My breath slowed. My body softened under her touch.

“You wear this better than I ever did,” she murmured as she worked. “I mean, look at you. That little bodysuit, the way your thighs squeeze when you sit like that. The arch of your foot. You’re practically made to be pretty.”

I opened my mouth, but no words came out.

She smirked. “Tell me something, Nikki. What’s your favorite thing in my closet?”

I blinked. “What?”

“You heard me. I know you’ve looked. You’ve fantasized. I want to know—what’s your favorite piece of mine? What makes your little cock twitch when you think of it?”

“Megan…”

Her gaze darkened. “Answer me, or I’ll pull you over my lap and make you say it while I spank your ass until you’re dripping.”

I shivered.

“The babydoll,” I whispered.

She raised her eyebrows. “Which one?”

“The… the white one. With the ribbon straps and the lace cups.”

Her smile was devastating. “Oh, that one,” she said, brushing a thumb over my newly painted nail. “The one that barely hides anything. The one that makes you look like a little bride-to-be, about to get fucked on her honeymoon.”

I whimpered.

“Do you imagine how it would cling to your body when you wear it? How it would accentuate your body’s curves?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“You know what I like?” she said, switching hands. “I like that you aren’t fighting this anymore. That you want to dress up. That you want me to tell you how pretty you are. How soft. How much better you are when you’re like this.”

I bit my lip.

“Say it,” she whispered.

“…I like being pretty.”

She leaned forward and kissed the tip of my nose. “Good girl.”

After my nails dried—pale pink and glossy, glowing against my skin like the final step in some unspoken ritual—I thought we might stop. That Megan would lean back, sip her coffee, and smirk at what she’d done.

But she didn’t stop.

She stood, stretched, and said, “Stay right there, pretty girl,” before disappearing into the bedroom again.

I waited, heart thudding again, fingers fanned out in front of me, afraid to smudge them.

When she returned, she carried her makeup bag. She plopped it down in front of me and unzipped it slowly, dramatically, like she knew what it would do to me. Brushes. Palettes. Little tubes of gloss and foundation. The things I’d watched her use a hundred times without ever understanding the quiet intimacy behind them.

“Have you ever worn makeup before?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“Not even a little?”

“I mean…” I swallowed. “Once on Halloween. But nothing like this.”

She smiled and climbed into my lap, straddling me, her thighs warm against mine. The bodysuit was still tight over my chest, the garters digging in just enough to remind me what I was—hers. My cock was already stirring again. How could it not?

“Let’s start with a little foundation,” she said, gently turning my face toward the light.

Her fingers were soft, practiced, smoothing cream over my cheeks, my forehead, my chin. She blended it with care, whispering small praises as she worked.

“You have such good cheekbones,” she murmured. “So feminine. We’re going to make you glow.”

I exhaled shakily.

She worked in quiet focus for a few minutes—concealer, highlighter, soft blush that dusted warmth across my cheeks.

Then the eye makeup started.

“You’re going to love this,” she said, leaning in close. “Close your eyes.”

I did and I felt her begin to transform me. The brush whispered across my lids, followed by something shimmery, then something darker. She traced along my lashes, then paused.

“I should’ve trimmed your brows earlier,” she said. “But we’ll do that next weekend. Don’t worry—just enough to shape. You’ll still look like you.”

Still look like me… but prettier.

She added mascara, careful and slow. Then leaned back.

I opened my eyes.

She reached for a gloss—rose pink, subtle shimmer—and painted it onto my lips with delicate strokes, holding my chin steady.

When she was done, she kissed me softly, tasting it. Then she stood and turned the mirror toward me.

And there she was. Not Nick. Not even a joke or a costume.

Me.

Nikki.

Wide eyes, soft cheeks, long lashes. Flushed and glowing. My mouth parted slightly, glossed and wet, like I was waiting to be kissed. My hair tousled from the night before. My body still dressed like a doll, perfectly posed in lingerie. I wasn’t ready for how right it looked.

Megan watched my face as I stared at myself. “You like it,” she whispered.

I nodded, unable to lie.

“You’re not pretending anymore, are you?”

I blinked, eyes burning.

She sat beside me and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me into her.

“You’re becoming who you really are.”

And for the first time, I didn’t resist.


Chapter 8
After the Bet


The sun was low in the sky by the time we curled up on the couch. Dinner was done. Dishes washed. The floor mopped. Bedding replaced. All of it… by me. Still in Megan’s clothes. Still soft and tucked and made up.

She hadn’t asked. I hadn’t said anything. But after the makeup, after the nail polish, I hadn’t wanted to stop. I was still wearing the little black bodysuit and garters and just… stayed that way. All day.

I spent the day doing housework, lounging, reading with her and watching TV tangled up on the couch. It felt natural. Too natural.

I hadn’t even thought about boxers. I almost didn’t remember how my old clothes felt.

Now the light was fading. The TV was off. The apartment quiet, the kind of quiet that meant something was about to be said. Megan sat with one leg tucked under her, her hand resting on my thigh, fingers drawing circles just above the garter strap.

I was curled against her in silence. Soft. Smooth. Feminine. Her Nikki.

And I didn’t want the day to end.

She brushed her fingers along the edge of my stocking, light but deliberate. “So…”

I looked up at her.

“This little bet,” she said softly. “It’s officially over now.”

I nodded. My heart twisted.

Megan tilted her head, studying me. “You don’t seem in a hurry to switch back.”

“I don’t… want to,” I admitted, voice barely above a whisper.

She smiled and leaned in to kiss my temple. “You’ve been beautiful today.”

I flushed. “I felt… right.”

We sat in that truth for a long moment. Her hand stayed on my leg, warm and grounding.

“I know this started as a joke,” she said, “a game. But it’s not a game anymore, is it?”

I swallowed and nodded. “Not for me.”

Megan’s voice dropped. “What do you want, Nikki?”

I stared at the floor for a second, then met her eyes. “I want to stay like this.”

She searched my face, lips parted like she already knew the answer. “How often?”

I smiled nervously. “As much as you’ll let me.”

That did something to her. Her eyes warmed. She leaned in and kissed me, deeper this time, her hand curling around the back of my neck.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

I melted.

She pulled me into her lap, arms wrapped around me, lips grazing my ear. “You looked so good today. So sweet, cleaning in your little bodysuit, brushing your hair out of your eyes while you scrubbed the tub.”

I laughed, breathless.

She grinned. “You made me think I should start leaving out your outfits for the day. Something cute. Something slutty. Something… useful.”

“Useful?”

“Oh yes,” she purred. “Perhaps a little maid’s outfit.”

I gasped.

She laughed, holding me tighter. “You’d look so pretty in one. Frilly little apron, skirt barely covering your ass, heels clacking on the tile while you try to keep your lipstick perfect. Maybe I’ll even give you a list of chores. And a plug that I’ll make vibrate when you’re being good.”

I squirmed in her lap, flushed and panting, my thighs squeezing together.

Her smile softened. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?

I nodded, pressing my face to her shoulder. “So much.”

She kissed my neck. “Then let’s not stop. Not tomorrow. Not next weekend.”

She pulled back to look into my eyes. “You don’t have to be Nick anymore. Not with me.”

I swallowed the lump in my throat. “Then I won’t be.”

“Good.” She kissed me again, longer this time. “Because I’ve got big plans for my pretty little Nikki.”

And with those words, Nick was gone.

Only Nikki remained.
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It started with a drunken joke… and a shooting star.
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