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The Return 

Jane parked the Subaru in the gravel driveway at eleven two p.m. The rain beat against the windshield with the same insistence it had all evening. She turned off the engine and sat there for a moment, her hands still on the steering wheel, looking at the wooden house she had bought with Paul five years ago.

The living room lights were off, but upstairs, from the bedroom, a sliver of warm light leaked through.

Jane sighed. Dinner with the clients from Seattle had been a torture. Too much wine, too much small talk, too many hands that had brushed against her shoulders without permission. She had texted Paul at seven p.m.: “Home by midnight. Don’t wait up.” And, ever faithful, he wouldn’t have waited up for her. He would have fallen asleep with the television on, as always.

Jane grabbed her purse, her wet coat, and got out of the car. The rain soaked her hair in seconds. She ran to the door, slid the key in, and entered.

The inside was warm. It smelled of damp wood and something else, a sweet, floral scent that Jane didn't immediately recognize. A candle, she thought. Or a diffuser.

She took off her shoes, hung up her coat, and headed toward the stairs.

That was when she heard the moan.

She froze. One foot on the stairs, the other still on the hardwood floor. The moan came from upstairs, from the bedroom. It was a male moan—deep, broken, like someone holding their breath and then letting it go all at once.

Another moan, louder. Then a whisper, a voice that was not Paul’s.

Jane climbed the stairs barefoot, making no sound. Her heart beat fast, but her mind—an architect's mind, accustomed to calculating angles and perspectives—was cold, precise. It registered every creak of the wood, every beat of the rain against the glass, every breath coming from the room.

She reached the top. The door was ajar. Light leaked through the crack, along with an odor that Jane now recognized: sex, sweat, lube.

She placed a hand on the doorknob and pushed.

The door opened soundlessly. Jane looked inside.

And the world stopped.

The king-size bed was a tangle of white sheets and naked bodies. Paul was on all fours, his face pressed against the pillow, his hips raised. He was wearing a black lace bra—her black lace bra—that squeezed his chest, and fishnets that reached up to his thighs. The red heels, the ones she had bought him for a New Year's Eve as a joke and that he had never worn, were on his feet, buckled around his ankles.

But that was not what caught Jane's breath.

Behind Paul was a tall, dark, muscular person. The skin black and glistening with sweat. The chest was broad, the hips narrow, the breasts small and firm—real breasts, Jane could tell by the shape. The face was masculine, clean-shaven but with the shadow of a beard, the cheekbones high, but the eyes were rimmed with black eyeshadow and the lips were painted red.

And between the legs, huge, erect, glossy with lube, was a penis.

Huge. Jane had never seen anything like it, at least not in person. It had to be nearly twelve inches long, thick as a man's wrist. Veins pulsed across the dark surface, and the tip, purplish and swollen, went in and out of Paul with a slow, deep, almost hypnotic motion.

The person behind Paul looked at her.

Jane saw the dark eyes flash, saw the smile that widened on the red lips. But the person did not stop.

They grabbed Paul firmly by the hips with large, strong hands. The dark fingers pressed into Paul's pale skin, leaving white prints. They accelerated.

The rhythm changed. It was no longer slow, deep, almost ceremonial. It became fast, furious, animalistic. The huge dick entered and exited Paul with a speed Jane would have never believed possible. Every thrust made Paul's body bounce on the mattress; every stroke was accompanied by a moan that tore from Paul's throat like a choked scream.

The person let out a deep, throaty groan that seemed to come from the chest. It was a sound of pure, primordial pleasure that bounced repeatedly off the walls of the room and mixed with the sound of the rain.

Vex was the name, a stage name, and the way Vex buried completely inside Paul only to pull completely out was truly the performance of an artist. Vex accelerated even more. The strokes became deeper, more violent. Every thrust shook the bed, every hit lifted Paul, who by now could no longer speak, could no longer think—he could only moan and clutch the sheets with his fingers.

Jane stared at the point of penetration. She watched the immense dick disappear inside her husband. She watched Paul's skin stretch tight around that dark mass. She watched Paul's body tremble, open up, welcome it all.

Jane felt a knot in her stomach. It wasn't anger; it was something else. It was the surprise of discovering that her husband—the timid Paul who blushed when she touched his penis, the Paul who always made love with the lights off, the Paul who had never allowed her to try certain positions—that Paul was capable of taking all that dick without blinking an eye.

I didn't know a man could open up like that, Jane thought. I didn't know he could have so much space inside.

Vex let out another groan, longer, deeper. Hips moved in a final, convulsing, spasmodic motion. Vex leaned forward, pressing chest against Paul's back, and thrust again—once, twice, three times, all the way in.

Vex's body went taut. The muscles in the arms contracted. The head threw back, the mouth opened, and a long, deep groan, nearly a scream, tore from the throat.

Vex came.

Jane saw Vex's body shake, saw the hands tighten even harder around Paul's hips, saw the eyes close and the face contort in an ecstasy that looked painful. She saw the dick pulse inside Paul, one, two, three times, while the thick, white fluid poured out and filled her husband's insides.

Then Vex pulled out.

The penis left Paul with a wet, slick sound—long, dark, still semi-erect. And Jane saw.

She saw the white fluid leaking from Paul's hole. A thick, abundant trickle that slid down Paul's thigh and fell onto the white sheets.

No condom. Nothing. Vex had come inside Paul. Without protection. Without precaution. A stranger’s seed was inside her husband, mixed with sweat and lube, dripping out like evidence, like a brand.

Paul collapsed onto the bed, trembling. The black bra had twisted around his throat, the fishnets were torn at one knee, the red heels dangled from his feet like prisoner's irons. His body was wracked with sobs, but Jane couldn't tell if it was weeping or the residual tremors of pleasure.

Vex got up from the bed. The body was tall, muscular, lean. The breasts small and perfect. The penis, beginning to soften, swayed between the legs like a discarded weapon.

Vex slipped into black boxers, then a silk shirt. Shook out short, curly hair—crinkly, black hair that framed the face like a crown.

“You’re home early. I’m Vex,” Vex said, extending a hand toward Jane. “Nice to meet you.”

Jane looked at the extended hand. She didn’t shake it. Her eyes were still fixed on Paul’s thigh, where the white fluid continued to drip.

“Are you a friend of Paul’s?” she asked. Her voice was flat, neutral, but inside her, something was burning.

“A friend, yeah,” Vex said, smiling. The teeth were white and perfect. “A very intimate friend. Paul and I have been seeing each other for six months. Twice a month. Sometimes three.”

Jane nodded, as if taking note of a technical detail. “And do you always use a condom?”

Vex tilted their head, amused. “No, honey. I like to feel it. He likes to feel it too. We’ve been tested. We’re clean.”

“Tested,” Jane repeated. “Tested. And he told you he’d been tested?”

Paul, on the bed, let out a sob. “Jane, please...”

Jane didn’t look at him. She looked at Vex. “You can go. Lock the door behind you.”

Vex tilted their head, studying her. “You’re interesting,” Vex said. “Most wives would scream. They’d cry. They’d throw something. You just stand there like you’re looking at a blueprint.”

“I’m an architect,” Jane said. “I look at everything like a project.”

Vex nodded. Slipped on shoes, grabbed a black leather coat draped over a chair, and headed for the door. Before leaving, Vex turned back toward Paul.

“See you around, Paulette,” Vex said. “Call me whenever you want.”

The door closed. Vex’s footsteps descended the stairs. The front door opened and shut. A car engine roared into the night, then faded away.

Silence.

Jane and Paul were left alone in the room. The rain continued to lash against the windows. The wind howled through the trees. The smell of sex, sweat, and lube was still in the air—dense, inescapable. And on the white sheets, the stain of fluid slowly spread.

Jane looked at the stain. She looked at Paul's body, still trembling, still open, still dripping.

“You didn’t use a condom,” she said. Her voice was a whisper.

Paul opened his mouth, but no sound came out.

“They filled you. Inside. Left their seed inside you. And you said yes. You didn’t ask for a condom. You didn’t worry. You just... took it.”

Tears began to stream down Paul’s makeup-smeared face.

Jane closed the bedroom door with a slow, calm motion. The click of the lock rang out like a gunshot.

She turned to Paul. “Get up,” she said. “On your knees. Now.”

Paul obeyed. He dragged himself out of bed with effort and got down on his knees on the hardwood floor. The white fluid still leaked down his thigh, dripping onto the floor.

Jane leaned over him. She looked him in the eyes. “Paulette?” she asked. “They call you Paulette?”

Paul nodded.

“Paulette,” Jane repeated. “When you’re with him, with her, when they take you from behind, when they shove all that dick inside you and fill you with their cum, do you feel like a woman?”

“Yes,” Paul whispered. “Yes. I feel... I feel free.”

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she smiled. It was a slow, calculating smile that lifted the corners of her mouth as if she were drawing a perfect curve.

“Then Paulette you shall be,” she said. “But not for Vex. For me. Starting tomorrow, in this house, you are Paulette. Not Paul. Paulette. And Paulette will do everything Jane tells her to do. Paulette will be her personal slave, her maid, her toy. Paulette will dress like a woman, wear makeup like a woman, walk and talk like a woman. Paulette will serve Jane. And if Paulette refuses, Paul will walk out that door and never come back.”

Paul looked at her with wide eyes. Fear and arousal mingled in his gaze.

“Do you understand?” Jane asked.

Paul nodded. “I understand.”

Jane leaned in even closer, until her lips brushed his ear. “And the first thing Paulette is going to do,” she whispered, “is clean the stain you left on the bed. With your tongue. Because if Vex filled you up, you’re going to clean every single drop. Every trace. I want you to taste what you took. I want you to remember it.”

Paul sucked in a sharp breath but said nothing.

Jane straightened up. “Begin,” she ordered. “And don't stop until it's all clean.”

Then she sat down in the chair by the window, crossed her legs, and watched.

The rain kept falling over Portland, and Jane listened in the dark.
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The Cleanup 

Paul moved slowly toward the bed. His legs were shaking, the red heels clicking against the hardwood floor with a sharp, rhythmic sound that Jane listened to the way one listens to a metronome. Every step was a mini-collapse. Every step brought him closer to the white stain spreading across the sheets.

Jane remained seated in the chair by the window, legs crossed, hands resting on her knees. The rain beat against the glass behind her. The reflection of the room's light mingled with her own image, and for a moment Jane saw two of herself: the one sitting down and the one out in the rain, one more real than the other, though she didn't know which.

Paul reached the bed. He stopped. He looked at the stain. Then he looked at Jane.

“Don’t stop,” Jane said. “I didn’t tell you to stop.”

Paul lowered his gaze. He bent down slowly, his body still trembling from the exertion and the orgasm that had just passed. The white fluid was still warm; Jane could tell by the way it moved—thick and viscous, sliding down the sheet like a small snail.

Paul touched the stain with the tip of his tongue. His body flinched. Jane saw his shoulders contract, saw his fingers claw at the sheet, saw his chest rise in a deep breath. Then Paul began to lick.

He did it slowly, with small, precise movements, as if he were trying to erase evidence. The pink tongue moved over the white stain, gathering Vex's cum, taking it into his mouth. Paul swallowed every time, and Jane watched his Adam's apple bob up and down.

The room was silent except for the sound of the rain and the wet noise of Paul's tongue cleaning the sheet. Jane watched. She didn’t speak. She didn’t move. She just watched.

After a few minutes, the stain was almost gone. Only a damp, transparent ring remained on the white fabric. Paul looked up at Jane, his mouth still wet, his smeared lipstick mixed with Vex's seed, smudging his chin like a bloodstain.

“Finished,” he whispered.

Jane shook her head. “I didn't say you were finished. I said to clean it. You haven't cleaned it.”

Paul looked at the sheet. The ring was still there.

“With saliva,” Jane said. “Use your spit. It needs to look brand new. As if nothing ever happened.”

Paul bent down again. This time he licked longer, harder. His tongue pressed against the fabric, wetting it, rubbing it. His breathing turned into heavy pants. His arms shook from the effort of keeping his balance.

Jane watched him. Her mind—the architect's mind—registered every detail: the angle of Paul's back, the position of his hands, the way the red heels pushed against the floor to give him stability. She also registered the sound of his tongue, his ragged breathing, the small whimper that escaped him when his tongue hit an even wetter patch.

“Do you like it?” Jane asked.

Paul looked up. His eyes were red, filled with tears. But there was something else in his eyes—something Jane recognized because she had only seen it in Paul's eyes a few times, during the first months of their relationship, when he looked at her and seemed to want to devour her.

It was arousal.

Paul nodded, almost imperceptibly.

Jane smiled. “You are disgusting,” she said. But her voice wasn't angry. It was calm, almost affectionate. “You are so disgusting that I wonder how I didn't notice it sooner.”

Paul lowered his eyes. He went back to licking.

Another ten minutes passed. When Paul looked up again, the sheet was clean. The ring was gone. The fabric was damp but clear, as if it had never been stained.

“Finished,” Paul said. His voice was hoarse.

Jane stood up. She walked over to the bed. She bent down and ran a finger over the spot where the stain had been. The fabric was damp but clean. No trace.

“Good,” she said. “You’re not completely useless.”

Paul let out a sob. It wasn't a cry of pain, Jane could tell. It was a sob of relief.

Jane straightened up. She looked down at him. He was still on his knees, the black bra dangling, his makeup ruined, his chin still wet with saliva and cum. The red heels were still on his feet, and the fishnets were torn at both knees.

“Now take it all off,” she said. “The bra, the stockings, the heels, the wig. I want to see you naked. I want to see what you let them do to your body.”

Paul obeyed. With trembling hands, he unhooked the bra. The fishnets came off with a rustle. The heels dropped with two sharp thuds. The blonde wig landed on the floor.

He remained naked, on his knees before Jane. His body was thin, a bit soft, with the hair on his chest starting to gray. His penis was flaccid, small, hidden between his thighs. But his anus was still slightly open, red, slick with lube and the remnants of Vex's cum that he hadn't managed to clean out.

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she reached down and placed a hand on the back of his neck.

“You sleep here tonight,” she said. “On the floor. Naked. Tomorrow, we begin.”

Paul looked up. “Where are you sleeping?”

Jane smiled. “In the bed. Alone. Because you don’t deserve to be with me. Not yet.”

She turned and walked out of the room. In the hallway, she closed the door and pressed her forehead against the wall. She closed her eyes. She felt the beat of her heart—slow, deep, steady as a metronome.

She wasn't sad. She wasn't angry.

She was determined.

The next morning, Jane came down to the kitchen at seven. Paul was already there. He had found a pink bathrobe in the closet—a robe Jane didn't remember owning—and was wearing it. His eyes were red from crying and lack of sleep. His short, brown hair was disheveled.

Jane sat at the table. Paul brought her coffee. His hands were shaking.

“Sit,” Jane said.

Paul sat across from her.

“Let’s talk about Vex,” Jane said. “I don’t want your life story. I want the details. How many encounters. Where. When. What you did. And I want to know everything.”

Paul talked for two hours. He talked, and Jane listened.

He wasn't gay, he repeated several times. He had never desired a man. But since he was a teenager, ever since he had first seen an anal sex scene in a movie, he had started dreaming about being taken. About being the passive partner. About feeling vulnerable, exposed, possessed.

He had tried with Jane at the beginning of their relationship. He had asked her to use a finger, a vibrator. She had agreed, but with embarrassment, clumsiness, and Paul realized it wasn't her thing. He had buried the desire, locked it away in a drawer of his mind. Then, after five years of marriage, it had resurfaced.

He had met Vex on an online forum. Vex was a trans woman. She was tall, dark, muscular. She had a huge dick—twelve, maybe twelve and a half inches—and she knew how to use it slowly, patiently, lovingly.

“The first time,” Paul said, “I couldn't take it all. Vex is very big. It took me two months to get used to it. Two months of meetings, of lube, of deep breaths. And then one night...” He smiled—a sad, almost nostalgic smile. “One night I did it. It went all the way in. And I cried. I cried from the pain and the joy. Because there was all that space inside me, and I didn't know it.”

Jane listened. She didn’t interrupt. She didn’t get up. She remained seated in her chair, arms crossed, watching him.

Paul lowered his eyes. “Six months. Twice a month. Sometimes three. We’d meet at her place, an apartment on Southeast Division. She... she would dress me up. Put makeup on me. She called me Paulette. And then...”

“And then?”

Paul took a deep breath. “Then she’d put me on all fours. Or on my back. She’d take me. She’d fill me up. And I... I finally felt like myself.”

“Without a condom?”

“Yes. She got tested. She showed me the results. She was clean. And I...”

“And you didn’t think about me?”

Paul looked up, his eyes swimming with tears. “I thought about you. Every time. But it wasn't enough to stop me. It wasn't enough. I just wanted to feel it. I wanted to feel it inside. All of it. With nothing between us.”

Jane nodded slowly. “And she filled you up. Left her seed inside you. And you loved it.”

“Yes,” Paul whispered. “I loved it. I’m sorry, Jane. I’m so sorry.”

Jane nodded. She took a sip of her coffee. “So you traded my trust for a dick. For a huge dick that filled you up like a doll.”

Paul didn’t answer.

“You know what hurts me the most?” she asked. “It’s not that you cheated on me. It’s not that you hid this desire. It’s not even that you let a stranger fill you up without a condom. It’s that you didn’t give me the chance to be there. To try. To learn. You didn’t ask me if I could be the one to take you. The one to possess you.”

Paul looked up. “Would you have said yes?”

Jane looked away. “We’ll never know, will we?”

Neither of them spoke for a few minutes. Paul waited for her to break the heavy silence; he waited for his punishment. Whatever his wife decided, he would accept it. Deep down, he knew he would get caught eventually, and now he felt somewhat relieved.

Paul’s gaze remained low. Tears continued to roll down his cheeks.

Jane walked back over to him. She bent down and took his chin between two fingers. “You cheated on me,” she said. “You lied to me for six months. You made a fool out of me. You let a stranger fill you up and let their seed drip onto our bed. And now you’re here, on your knees, telling me you’ll do anything to make it up to me.”

Paul nodded. “Anything, Jane. Any punishment. Any humiliation.”

Jane stared at him. Her gaze was cold, calculating. Inside her, something was shifting. It wasn't anger. It wasn't pain. It was an idea taking shape—slow, precise, inexorable, like a blueprint being drawn onto tracing paper.

“Paulette,” she said. “She calls you Paulette.”

Paul nodded.

Jane wanted to know, wanted to understand. “But why her exactly? What caught your eye? Her face? Her body? What she wrote to you?”

Paul looked embarrassed, terrified to reveal the truth. “I saw a picture of her. She only had one photo up. That’s what caught my eye.”

Jane was on the verge of snapping. “What do you mean, a picture? What kind of picture? I asked you what caught your eye about her! Answer me. What was the picture of?”

Paul wished he could be anywhere else at that moment, but Jane had been understanding up to this point. She hadn't screamed, she hadn't run away, she hadn't kicked him out of the house. That was a lot for a situation like this. He didn't want to lie to her. He took a breath and spoke. “She only posted one photo... a photo of her... just that. That's all that was in the photo.”

Jane raised her voice. “You don't even have the courage to call it by its name? You saw a picture of her dick! You cheated on me for a picture of a dick!” She looked ready to strike him, and he wouldn't have fought back—he knew it. “And what was so special about this picture? What is there to see in a photo that only shows a dick? The shape? What caught your eye about that dick? Speak!”

A shudder ran through Paul. Tears streaked his cheeks. “It was normal, it was straight. It was black. Then right next to it was a tape measure—one of those metal ones that roll up—and you could clearly read a number: 12,5. That number caught my eye.”

Jane was struck dumb by the explanation. She calmed down instantly. The rising anger gave way to resignation. “You cheated on me for a number. Not for a person, a face, a feeling. You cheated on me for a dimension, a twisted fantasy, a curiosity that had been rattling around in your head since you were a boy watching a trashy movie.”

She said nothing else, just kept watching him cry like a total sissy. He really is a sissy of the worst kind, Jane thought. He wanted passive anal sex but claimed he wasn't gay. He craved extreme sizes but didn't even have the guts to call a male member by its name. And he wept, like a wimp ashamed of his own erotic passions.

Jane convinced herself. She became entirely convinced that Paul was a sissy, acted like a sissy, and thought like a sissy. It was time for him to truly become one.

“Fine,” Jane said. “Then now you understand what is going to happen. As of today, Paul no longer exists. Paulette exists. And Paulette will do everything Jane tells her to do. Paulette will be her slave. Paulette will serve, clean, obey. Paulette won't own a dick anymore; it will belong to me. And if Paulette refuses, Paul will walk out of this house and never come back. Am I clear?”

Paul nodded. “Yes, Jane.”

“Mistress,” Jane corrected. “From today on, you call me Mistress.”

Paul swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane smiled. It was a slow, calculating smile that lifted the corners of her mouth as if she were drawing a perfect curve.

“Good,” she said. “Now get up. Take off the robe. And get on your knees. We need to make the contract.”

Paul obeyed. He stood up, took off the robe, and got down on his knees on the kitchen floor. He was naked, vulnerable, trembling.

Jane grabbed a sheet of drawing paper and a pen. She began to write.

“Rule number one,” she said as she wrote. “Paulette will wear women’s clothing at all times when Jane is home. The clothes will be chosen by Jane. The makeup will be chosen by Jane. The wig will be chosen by Jane.”

Paul nodded.

“Rule number two,” Jane continued. “Paulette will call Jane 'Mistress.' Under all circumstances. If Paulette forgets, she will be punished.”

“What kind of punishment?”

Jane looked up. “I'll decide that on the spot. But I assure you, you won't like it.”

Paul swallowed.

“Rule number three,” Jane went on. “Paulette will no longer have control over her body. Her penis belongs to Jane. It will not be touched, it will not be stimulated, it will not be used without Jane’s permission. And if Paulette tries to use it without permission...”

She paused. She set the pen down. She leaned in close to Paul and whispered in his ear, “...I will take it away. Not physically. But psychologically. I will make it useless. I will make Paulette forget it even exists. And Paulette will learn that the only pleasure she will ever feel will come from me.”

Paul shivered. His penis, despite everything, began to harden.

Jane looked at it and shook her head. “See? You’re already hard. I just told you that you won't have control anymore, and you get aroused. You are pathetic, Paul. Pathetic and perfect.”

She straightened up. She picked up the pen and kept writing.

“Rule number four: Paulette will perform all household chores. Cooking, cleaning, washing, ironing. She will be Jane's maid. Her servant. Her slave.”

“Rule number five: Paulette will accept any punishment Jane decides on. Physical. Psychological. Sexual. Anything. Without complaining. Without crying. Without asking why.”

Jane put the pen down. She read the contract aloud. Each word fell in the room like a hammer blow.

“If Paulette violates any of these rules, the contract will be void and Paul will be kicked out of the house. No appeals. No chance of coming back. Is that clear?”

Paul nodded. “It’s clear, Mistress.”

Jane handed him the pen. “Sign.”

Paul took the pen with a shaking hand. He signed at the bottom of the page in a shaky, almost childish handwriting.

Jane took the paper, folded it, and slid it into her jeans pocket. Then she leaned down toward Paul and kissed his forehead. It was a light, almost maternal kiss.

“Good girl, Paulette,” she said. “Now get up. Go to the bedroom and put on the bra and stockings you wore last night. Then come back down and make me breakfast. And I want you in makeup. Flawlessly made up. I want to see the woman Vex saw.”

Paul stood up. His eyes were full of tears and something else. Fear. Excitement. Hope.

“And Paulette,” Jane added as he headed toward the stairs. “When you’re ready, I want you to thank me.”

Paul turned around. “Thank you?”

Jane smiled. “For giving you the chance to be who you really are. For not kicking you out. For giving you the gift of submission.”

Paul looked at her for a long time. Then he got down on his knees at the top of the stairs and lowered his head.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered. “Thank you for taking me.”

Jane nodded. “You’re welcome, Paulette. Now go. I’m hungry.”
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The Outfitting 

Jane drove the Subaru through the wet streets of Portland. The rain had stopped an hour ago, but the asphalt was still dark and slick, and the reflections of the streetlights stretched across the water like tongues of fire. Paul sat beside her, hands on his knees, his fingers tapping nervously against his pants.

He was wearing men’s clothes for the last time. Jane had decided it that way: today, Paul would enter the store as Paul, and he would walk out as Paulette. The transformation had to be public. It had to be humiliating. It had to be irreversible.

“Where are we going?” Paul asked. His voice was small, almost childish.

“To buy your new wardrobe,” Jane said. “I want you to have women’s clothes. Real clothes. Clothes that make you feel like the slut you are.”

Paul lowered his gaze. His cheeks flushed.

Jane parked in front of a store called "Glitter & Heels" in the Southeast Hawthorne area. The storefront window was packed with mannequins dressed in ultra-short dresses, sequined tops, sky-high heels, feathers, and lace. Pink and purple neon lights illuminated the interior, and dance music pumped from the speakers like a heartbeat.

“Here?” Paul asked. His voice was a whisper.

“Here,” Jane said. “Get out.”

Paul obeyed. The shop door chimed with a jarring ring as they walked in. The inside was an explosion of color: fuchsia, shocking pink, neon orange, lime green. Shelves were piled high with towering heels, clear plastic handbags, and wigs in every color of the rainbow.

A saleswoman approached them. She was a woman in her fifties with platinum blonde hair pulled up into a bun, heavy makeup framing her eyes like a mask, and a smile that showed way too many teeth.

“Welcome to Glitter & Heels!” she squeaked in a shrill voice. “What can I do for you folks today?”

Jane smiled. “My husband needs a new wardrobe. Women’s clothes. Short. Tight. Flashy.”

The saleswoman looked at Paul. Her eyes scanned his thin frame, his broad shoulders, his hairy legs peeking out from his pants.

“Ah,” she said. Her smile widened. “Another one. You’re not the first. Come with me.”

She led them to the back of the store, where clothes of all sizes and colors hung. The saleswoman grabbed a shocking pink dress—extremely short, with a plunging neckline and a hemline that barely reached the crotch.

“This one,” she said. “Perfect for a night out clubbing.”

Paul stared at the dress. His face went white.

“Try it on,” Jane said.

Paul took the dress with trembling hands. He headed toward the changing room, but the saleswoman stopped him.

“No, no, no,” she said. “In here, we try things on out front, by the mirror. Everyone watches. It’s more fun.”

Paul looked at Jane. She nodded.

Paul took off his shirt. The saleswoman whistled. “Nice little body,” she said. “A bit hairy, but nothing a good razor can’t fix.”

Paul took off his pants. He was left in his underwear. The saleswoman chuckled. “Here, slip this on.”

Paul squeezed into the pink dress. Tight. Extremely short. His broad shoulders strained the fabric, the hem came down to his mid-thigh, and the neckline exposed his hairy chest. He looked like a man in drag. He looked ridiculous.

The saleswoman burst out laughing. A loud, shrill laugh that echoed through the store.

“Oh my God,” she said. “You look like a plucked chicken. But in pink. It’s fantastic.”

Paul blushed. His cheeks turned fiery red. His hands shook as he tried to cover his chest.

“Turn around,” Jane ordered.

Paul turned. The dress was so short it exposed half of his buttocks. The saleswoman laughed even harder.

“Another one,” Jane said. “Tighter.”

The saleswoman grabbed a fuchsia lycra dress, so tight it looked like a second skin. The hem sat an inch below his crotch. The top was a strip of fabric that barely covered his nipples.

“Try this one,” she said.

Paul put it on. It was even more ridiculous. The lycra clung to every inch of his body, showing every curve, every protrusion. His penis, squished against the fabric, created an embarrassing bulge.

The saleswoman doubled over laughing. “He looks like a hot dog wrapped in plastic!”

Just then, a man walked out from the back of the store. He was young, in his thirties, with short blonde hair, blue eyes, and a lean, well-groomed body. He wore a purple silk shirt open at the chest and black leather pants. He moved with a swaying, provocative stride.

“What’s going on back here, Brenda?” he asked. His voice was high-pitched and melodic, with a slight accent.

“Another husband playing dress-up,” the saleswoman said. “Look. He’s beautiful.”

The salesman walked over to Paul. He looked him up and down. His eyes locked onto the fuchsia dress, the hairy legs, the embarrassing bulge.

“Oh, honey,” he said. “You are precious. You look like a drunk flamingo. But in a good way.”

Paul lowered his gaze. His cheeks were so red they looked sunburned.

“Turn around,” the salesman said.

Paul turned. The fuchsia dress rode up between his cheeks like a thong. The salesman whistled.

“Wow,” he said. “What an ass. Too bad you’re so shy. With an ass like that, you could conquer half of Portland.”

Paul choked out a sound. His body was trembling. And Jane saw it.

The bulge at the front of the dress began to grow.

The saleswoman saw it. The salesman saw it. They burst out laughing together, their laughter blending with the dance music thumping from the speakers.

“Oh my God,” the salesman said. “He got hard. Look, Brenda. He got hard.”

Paul tried to cover himself with his hands, but the dress was so tight it couldn't hide a thing. His penis, stiff and tense, pressed against the fuchsia lycra like a caged animal.

“Don’t worry, honey,” the salesman said. “It happens to all the sissies. It’s the thrill of the humiliation. You like being humiliated, huh? You like them laughing at you?”

Paul shook his head, but his body told a different story. The penis grew harder, more distinct.

Jane stepped closer. She looked at him. Then she looked at the salesman.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Derek,” the salesman said. “Pleasure.”

“Jane,” she said. “And this is Paulette.”

“Paulette,” Derek repeated. “That’s a total slut name. Perfect.”

The salesman stepped closer to Jane and whispered something in her ear. Jane smiled. Then she turned to Paul. Her face turned serious.

“Paulette,” she said. Her voice was low but firm. “Look me in the eyes.”

Paul looked up. His eyes were red, filled with tears and arousal.

“Derek just offered to give you a handjob. Right here. In front of everyone. I want you to understand what that means. It will be humiliating. Everyone will laugh. Everyone will watch. And when you’re done, I will order you to clean up whatever you mess the floor with using your tongue.”

Paul swallowed hard. His body shook.

“But before we go any further,” Jane continued, “I want you to tell me something. And I want it to be clear. Do you still agree to the contract you signed? Do you still want to go through with this? Or would you prefer to stop right here, go home, and end it all?”

Paul looked at her. His lips trembled. Fear and desire mingled in his eyes.

Then he nodded. Slowly, but with certainty.

“Yes,” he whispered. “I want to go through with it, Mistress. I signed the contract. I still want it. I want all of it, every rule in it.”

Jane stared at him for a long time. Then she smiled. It was a cold, calculating smile, but there was something else in her eyes—a spark of approval.

“Good,” she said. “Then we proceed. Your dick is mine, and I make the decisions for it.”

She turned to Derek. “You can begin. But I want to be clear: Paulette is consenting. She chose this. And if she regrets it, that’s her problem.”

Derek grinned. “Oh, she won’t regret it, honey. Look at her. She’s already as hard as a schoolboy.”

He knelt in front of Paul. With one hand, he hitched up the hem of the fuchsia dress, exposing Paul’s penis, hard, twitching, squished against his underwear.

“Little guy,” Derek said. “Not very big, huh?”

The saleswoman laughed. “Looks like a cocktail frank.”

“A sad little cocktail frank,” Derek added. He shook his head, feigning pity. Then he pulled Paul’s underwear down. Paul’s penis popped out—small, barely about four inches, pale, trembling, and thin.

Derek whistled. “Oh, honey. You’re not going far with this. Lucky for you, you’ve got that nice ass.”

Everyone laughed. Jane laughed. The saleswoman laughed. Two female customers who had walked in meanwhile laughed. Paul was surrounded by laughter, and his penis, despite the humiliation, was harder than ever.

Derek took it in his hand. His grip was light, almost gentle.

“You see, Paulette,” Derek said. “This is a penis. But it’s not yours. Yours belongs to Jane. That’s what the contract says, right?”

Paul nodded, breathless. “Yes,” he whispered. “It belongs to the Mistress.”

“So,” Derek continued, “if it belongs to Jane, can I use it however I want?”

Jane nodded. “Go ahead and use it. Paulette agrees.”

Derek began to pump his hand. Slowly at first. Then faster. Paul’s breathing grew ragged. His eyes closed. His body started to violently shake.

“No, no, no,” Derek said. “Keep your eyes open. I want you to look. I want you to see who’s making you cum.”

Paul opened his eyes. He saw Derek kneeling, looking up at him with a mocking smirk. He saw the saleswoman, holding her stomach from laughing. He saw the two customers, laughing and whispering to each other. He saw Jane, standing with her arms crossed, a cold smile on her lips.

And he came.

His body went rigid. His mouth opened in a choked moan. His penis pulsed in Derek’s hand, and the white fluid shot out, hot and thick, hitting the hardwood floor with a wet smack.

Derek held him through the very last pulse. Then he let go. Paul’s penis went limp, soft, small, almost invisible.

“There we go,” Derek said. “That wasn't hard. He came in thirty seconds flat. A regular speed demon.”

Laughter erupted again. Paul was red as a tomato. His body trembled. Tears and sweat poured down his face.

Jane stepped closer. She looked at the white puddle on the hardwood floor. Then she looked at Paul.

“Clean it up,” she said.

Paul stared at her.

“Clean it up,” Jane repeated. “With your tongue. Just like you did with Vex. I want you to taste what you just spilled on the floor.”

Paul hesitated. The laughter kept going. Derek had stood up and stood watching, arms crossed, amused. The saleswoman wiped tears from her eyes. The two customers had stepped closer to get a better view.

“Now,” Jane said. Her voice was harsh, leaving no room for argument.

Paul knelt. He leaned down over the floor. His face was inches from the white puddle. The scent of his own semen filled his nostrils.

Then he stuck out his tongue.

He touched it. The taste was salty, bitter, viscous. Paul licked it away, slowly, with small, precise movements. The floor was cold under his tongue. The dance music kept thumping. The laughter kept echoing.

When the spot was clean, Paul looked up at Jane. His mouth was wet, his eyes were red. His body was wracked with silent sobs.

Jane leaned down, took his chin, and kissed his forehead.

“Good girl, Paulette,” she said. “You did well. You proved to me that you’re still on board. That you still want to go through with this. And I appreciate your submission.”

She straightened up and looked at Derek. “Now,” she said, “I want you to dress her. Choose the shortest, tightest, most humiliating clothes you have. And when she’s done, I want you to put makeup on her. I want her walking out of here looking like the slut she is.”

Derek smiled. “My pleasure, Jane.”

He turned to Paul, who was still kneeling, trembling, his mouth still wet.

“Get up, Paulette,” he said. “Your new wardrobe is waiting.”

Paul stood up. His legs were shaking. His eyes were blank, but there was something else in his eyes—a spark of acceptance. He had chosen this. And he knew it.

Jane watched him. She felt no pity. She felt no anger. She felt something far deeper.

She felt power. But also respect. Because Paulette, despite everything, had chosen to continue.
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The Cage 

Jane walked out of the store with Paulette in tow. The rain had started again, light and thin, like a mist settling over the skin. Paulette wore the fuchsia dress Derek had picked out for her—ultra-short, ultra-tight, with a neckline that exposed her smooth chest. Derek had shaved it with a disposable razor, laughing the whole time, and she was in a pair of towering black heels that made her walk like a newborn fawn. The heels clicked unsteadily against the wet pavement, and Paulette clutched Jane’s arm to keep from falling.

The blonde wig had been replaced with a black one, short and wavy, framing a face that had been done up with a heavy hand: blue eyeshadow, thick mascara, and dark red lipstick. She looked like a woman, if not for the broad jawline, the overly square shoulders, and the unsteady gait.

Jane stopped in front of the car. She turned to Paulette. Her face was serious.

“Paulette,” she said. “Come here.”

Paulette stepped closer, wobbling on her heels. Her eyes were still red from crying.

“Do you know what you did inside?” Jane asked. Her voice was low, cold.

Paulette lowered her gaze. “I got aroused, Mistress.”

“Exactly,” Jane said. “You got hard like a schoolboy. You got stiff right in front of everyone. In front of the saleswoman, in front of Derek, in front of the customers. And you made a total fool of yourself. A total fool, Paulette. I brought you there to buy you clothes, to make you look nice, and you behaved like a bitch in heat.”

Paulette trembled. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“I don’t care if you’re sorry,” Jane said. “I care about making sure it never happens again. Do you understand? It cannot happen again. The next time you get hard without my permission, I will punish you. And the punishment will not be pleasant.”

Paulette nodded. “I understand, Mistress.”

“In the car,” Jane ordered. “And keep your mouth shut until I tell you to speak.”

Paulette squeezed into the Subaru with difficulty. The fuchsia dress was so tight she had to lift her backside just to get inside, and her heels caught on the floor mat. Jane watched her squirm, then climbed into the driver’s seat and started the engine.

They drove for ten minutes in silence. The light rain settled on the windshield, and the wipers swept it away in a slow, lazy motion. Paulette kept her hands on her knees, her red-lacquered nails clicking against the lycra of the dress.

Jane parked in front of a shop with a blacked-out window. Above the door, a purple neon sign read: Velvet Touch. A sexy shop. The logo was a pair of red lips opening over a stylized tongue.

“Get out,” Jane said.

Paulette obeyed. Her heels sank into the wet asphalt. Jane took her by the arm and led her inside.

The store was a maze of corridors illuminated by red and purple lights. Shelves were packed with vibrators, dildos of all sizes, lubricants, bondage gear, crops, ankle cuffs, and blindfolds. The music was a slow trip-hop beat pulsing like a heartbeat.

A saleswoman approached them. She was a voluptuous woman in her forties with a huge chest that threatened to burst out of her black blouse. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, and her hands were plump, with stubby fingers and short nails. Her face was wide and welcoming, with a smile that showed slightly crooked teeth.

“Welcome to Velvet Touch,” she said in a warm, husky voice. “What can I do for you today?”

Jane smiled. “We’re looking for a chastity cage. For him.”

She pointed at Paulette, who shrank back into the fuchsia dress, trying to disappear.

The saleswoman looked Paulette up and down. Her eyes lingered on the overly short dress, the overly high heels, and the overly heavy makeup. She smiled.

“Ah,” she said. “Another one. I see a lot of them. Girls like her who need to be kept in check.” She turned to Jane. “What size do you need?”

Jane hesitated. “Medium, I think. He’s not very... gifted.”

The saleswoman chuckled. “Medium, you say? Let’s take a look.”

She turned to Paulette. “Lift your skirt, honey. And pull down your panties. I need to see what we’re dealing with.”

Paulette looked at Jane. Jane nodded. “Do it. The lady asked to see.”

Paulette lifted the fuchsia dress with trembling hands. She exposed the black lace panties Derek had put on her. With an unsteady movement, she lowered them to her knees.

Her penis was flaccid, small, almost lost among the folds of skin. It hung like a timid little worm.

The saleswoman looked. Then she burst out laughing. A fat, warm laugh that echoed through the shop.

“Medium?” she said. “Honey, you don’t need a medium for that. The smallest size will do just fine. The smallest, I promise you. Maybe even an extra-small.”

Jane laughed with her. A genuine, amused laugh. She turned to Paulette.

“Did you hear what the lady said?” she asked. “She said it’s small. That you need the smallest size. Maybe even an extra-small.”

Paulette blushed. Her penis, despite everything, began to stiffen.

Jane saw it. Her expression went hard. “No, Paulette. Not here. Not now. What did we say? It cannot happen again.”

Paulette tried to control herself, to think of something else, but it was too late. The penis stood up, growing hard, tense, humiliating in its smallness.

Jane shook her head. “We’ll talk about this later,” she said. “Now listen to the lady.”

She turned to the saleswoman. “So, extra-small. Do you have it?”

“Of course,” the saleswoman said. “Surgical steel, with a padlock. Perfect for guys like him.”

She walked away and returned a moment later with a box. She opened it and showed them the cage: small, shiny, with a metal ring and a combination lock.

“This one,” she said. “He won't be escaping.”

Jane took it in her hand. It was light, cold. She turned it over, examining it. Then she looked at Paulette.

“This will be your new home,” she said. “Your dick is going to live inside this. It won't touch anything, it won't feel anything, it won't experience anything without my permission. It will be mine. All mine.”

Paulette nodded. Her penis was still hard, but it was starting to tremble.

“Do you understand?” Jane asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I understand.”

Jane turned to the saleswoman. “I like it, but I’d prefer a keyed padlock—more secure than the combination one. How much for the whole thing?”

“Eighty dollars,” the saleswoman said. “With the padlock and two keys.”

Jane paid. Then her eyes drifted to an object hanging on the wall: a black leather riding crop with a short handle and a flexible slapper.

“How much for that?” she asked, pointing at the crop.

“Fifteen dollars,” the saleswoman said. “It’s a good one. Stings like hell but doesn't leave marks.”

Jane smiled. “I’ll take it.”

The saleswoman grabbed the crop and slipped it into a bag. Jane looked at it, then looked at Paulette.

“For when you misbehave,” she said. “And I know you will misbehave. I’m certain of it.”

Paulette swallowed. Her eyes were wide.

“Need anything else?” Jane asked, turning to Paulette. “Did you see anything you like? Speak. You can speak now.”

Paulette hesitated. Her eyes drifted upward toward a shelf near the ceiling. Jane followed her gaze.

And she saw it.

It was a massive strapon. Massive. It had to be at least sixteen inches long, maybe more. It was black, glossy, with a base that looked like a harness. It looked like a weapon, a museum piece, a sculpture. It wasn't made for a human body. It wasn't made for any human body, not even Paulette's.

The saleswoman followed their gaze and burst out laughing.

“Ah, that one,” she said. “That’s not for sale. It’s just for display. It’s modeled after an equine member. A horse, to be precise. We got it as a promotional item from a supplier. Nobody would ever buy it; it’s way too big.”

Jane looked at Paulette. Her gaze was stern, almost threatening.

“Paulette,” she said. “What are you looking at?”

Paulette lowered her eyes. “Nothing, Mistress.”

“It’s not nothing,” Jane said. “You pointed at that one. The huge one. The horse one. Why?”

Paulette blushed. “I don’t know, Mistress. It was... it was just...”

“It was just what?” Jane’s voice was sharp.

“I was just curious,” Paulette whispered. “I didn’t mean I wanted it. I was just... curious.”

Jane stepped closer. She took her chin between two fingers and forced her to look up.

“Listen to me carefully, Paulette,” she said. “That is not for you. It never will be. I didn’t take you for that. I didn’t choose you for that. You are my slave, not my mare. Don’t get any wild ideas. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette mumbled. “I understand.”

Jane let go of her and turned to the saleswoman. “Do you have something more... normal? Let's say around twelve inches?”

The saleswoman nodded. “Sure do. We have a realistic model, in black or pink. Exactly twelve inches. Good density, suction-cup base. Harness straps included. Very popular.”

“Twelve inches,” Jane repeated. “Not sixteen. Twelve.”

She turned to Paulette. “Did you hear that? Pink or black. Your choice.”

Paulette looked up. Her voice was barely a thread: “Black, Mistress.”

Jane smiled. “I had no doubt.”

She turned to the saleswoman. “Black, please.”

The saleswoman pulled a box from a shelf. Inside was a realistic black strapon with raised veins, a defined glans, and a wide, solid base. It was twelve inches long, thick as a wrist.

“This one,” the saleswoman said. “Twelve inches of pure fun. It’s for experts.”

Jane took it in her hand. She weighed it. It was solid, heavy, with a texture that felt almost real.

“Perfect,” she said. “I’ll take it.”

She paid. She slipped the box into the same bag with the cage and the crop. Then she turned to Paulette, who was still standing there trembling, her panties pulled down and her penis limp.

“Fix yourself up,” she ordered. “It’s indecent.”

Paulette pulled up her panties and smoothed down her skirt. Her eyes were blank.

Jane stepped in close and whispered in her ear: “I bought you a strapon. Twelve inches. Black. Just like you wanted. But not for you. For me. Because when I take you, Paulette, I will do it with that. And you will feel every single inch. Every inch of what you’ve never had and never will have.”

Paulette sucked in a deep breath. Her body shuddered.

“Goodbye,” Jane said to the saleswoman. “And thank you. You’ve been very helpful.”

The saleswoman smiled. “You’re welcome, ma’am. Come back anytime. And bring your girl. She’s fun.”

They walked out of the shop. The rain had stopped, but the sky was still gray, low, and menacing. Jane opened the Subaru door and pushed Paulette inside.

“Home,” she said. “We have a lot to do.”

As she drove, Jane looked in the rearview mirror at the bag on the back seat. The cage. The crop. The strapon.

His body already belonged entirely to her. Now she had the tools to take it.

Paulette, beside her, was trembling. But her eyes, in the window's reflection, gleamed with something that wasn't just fear.

It was anticipation.
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A Sleepless Night 

Jane parked the Subaru in the gravel driveway. The crunch of the stones beneath the tires echoed in the damp evening air, and the engine died with a mechanical sigh. The wooden house was dark, silent, waiting.

“Get out,” Jane said.

Paulette obeyed. Her high heels sank into the gravel, and for a moment she wobbled, clutching the car door. Jane took her by the arm and led her to the front door. She inserted the key, unlocked it, and pushed her inside.

The interior was warm. It smelled of wood and rain, old books and cold coffee. It was their house, but to Paulette, it felt like a new, foreign place, as if she had stepped into a world she no longer belonged to.

“In the bedroom,” Jane ordered. “Strip. Everything. I want to see you naked.”

Paulette climbed the stairs with difficulty, her heels clacking against the wood like hammer strikes. She entered the bedroom and took off the fuchsia dress, the wig, the bra, the stockings, and the panties. She stood there naked, trembling.

Jane walked into the room. She looked at her. Her eyes scanned Paulette’s body—thin, hairy, imperfect. The flaccid penis dangling between her legs, small and useless.

“On your knees,” she said.

Paulette knelt on the hardwood floor. Jane opened the bag from the sexy shop and pulled out the chastity cage. Small, shiny, made of surgical steel. She held it tight in her hands.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered.

“It’s your new home,” Jane said. “Your dick is going to live inside this. It won't touch anything, it won't feel anything, it won't experience anything without my permission. It will be mine. All mine.”

Paulette nodded. Tears began to stream down her cheeks.

Jane knelt in front of her. With steady hands, she lifted the flaccid penis and slipped the metal ring over the base. Then she closed the cage around the penis and testicles, and snapped the padlock shut. The metallic click echoed in the room like a prison sentence.

Paulette felt the cold steel against her skin. She felt the tight squeeze, the pressure, the prison. Her penis shrank back, trying to hide, but the cage held it fast, implacable.

“Now you are mine,” Jane said. “Completely mine. There is nothing left of you that doesn’t belong to me.”

Paulette wept. Silent sobs wracked her body.

Jane wiped the tears away with her thumb. “Quiet,” she said. “Tears are for those who have the courage to show their own weakness. And you, Paulette, have handed your weakness over to me.”

Then she straightened up. “Now stand up. Put the fuchsia dress and heels back on. And go down to the kitchen. You need to make me dinner.”

Paulette obeyed. With trembling hands, she slipped into the fuchsia dress, the heels, and the wig. She looked at herself in the mirror; she looked like a woman, but her eyes were red from crying.

She went downstairs. In the kitchen, she opened the refrigerator and began to cook. Her hands shook, and more than once she dropped a knife or a pot, but Jane didn’t intervene. She remained seated at the table, arms crossed, watching.

After half an hour, Paulette brought a plate of pasta with tomato sauce, a salad, and a glass of red wine to the table. Jane looked at her.

“On your knees,” she said.

Paulette knelt beside the table.

“Stay right there,” Jane said. “Watch me eat. Don’t speak. Don’t move. Watch.”

Jane began to eat. Slowly, calmly, savoring every bite. Paulette watched her. Her stomach rumbled, but she didn’t dare move.

“You know, Paulette,” Jane said between bites, “I’ve noticed something. I still refer to you as a male sometimes. I call you 'him.' I think of you as 'him.' But that’s not right, is it? You’re not a 'him' anymore. You’re a 'her.' You’re Paulette. And I need to think of you as Paulette, and talk to you as Paulette.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane set her fork down. “So, I’m establishing a new rule. From now on, I will only use female pronouns when I talk about you. Always. And you will only use female pronouns when you talk about yourself. Do you agree?”

Paulette nodded again. “Yes, Mistress. I agree. I am Paulette. I am a woman.”

Jane smiled. “Good girl. I see you’re learning.”

She went back to eating. She finished her plate, drank the wine, and wiped her mouth with the napkin. Then she took the scraps from her plate—a couple of spoonfuls of pasta, a few salad leaves. She mixed it all together and dumped it into a plastic bowl.

She placed the bowl on the floor, next to Paulette.

“Eat,” she said. “On all fours. Like a bitch.”

Paulette hesitated. She looked at the bowl, then looked at Jane. Her eyes were full of tears, but not rebellion.

“Now,” Jane said.

Paulette lowered herself onto all fours. The fuchsia dress rode up, exposing the chastity cage, shiny and cold. She leaned over the bowl and began to eat. The pasta was cold, the sauce was sticky, and the salad dressed with vinegar made the whole thing even more disgusting. Her hands shook as she brought the food to her mouth with her fingers, but she didn’t dare use silverware. She was an animal. A bitch.

Jane watched her eat. Her body moved like an animal, her head bowed over the bowl. She was pathetic, humiliated, beautiful.

When Paulette finished, Jane stood up. “Clean up,” she said. “Put everything away. Then meet me in the living room. I want to watch TV.”

Paulette stood up and began to clear the table. Her hands shook, but she moved with an almost mechanical precision, as if her body knew what to do even though her mind was elsewhere. She washed the dishes, dried the pots, and wiped down the table.

When she was finished, she headed to the living room. Jane was sitting on the couch, legs crossed, remote control in hand. The TV was tuned to a cooking show, but Jane wasn’t watching it. She was watching Paulette.

“Come here,” she said.

Paulette approached. Her heels clicked against the hardwood floor.

“On your knees,” Jane said. “At my feet.”

Paulette knelt in front of the couch. Jane slipped off her shoes and rested her bare feet on the floor in front of her.

“Lick my feet,” she said. “I want to feel your tongue on my skin.”

Paulette hesitated. Jane’s feet were small, well-groomed, with red-lacquered nails. They looked like a work of art.

Paulette leaned down and began to lick. Her tongue touched the warm skin, the taste of sweat and lotion. She licked the toes, the spaces between the toes, the heel. She felt Jane’s body relax under her caresses, felt her breathing grow slower.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Good girl. Keep going.”

Paulette licked for ten minutes. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly. When Jane drew back, Paulette looked up, her mouth still wet.

“Good,” Jane said. “Now stand up. Show me your ass.”

Paulette stood up. She turned around and bent over, showing her buttocks covered by the fuchsia dress.

Jane pulled the crop from her bag. She slid it across Paulette’s skin, lightly, almost a caress.

“This is for when you misbehave,” she said. “But tonight, I just want to test it. I want to hear how it sounds. I want to see your reaction.”

She raised the crop and snapped it against Paulette’s buttocks. The strike was sharp, precise. The skin turned red, and Paulette let out a choked moan.

“Another one,” Jane said. “Harder.”

The crop struck again. And again. And again. Paulette’s buttocks grew red and hot, and her eyes filled with tears. But she didn’t scream. She didn’t complain. She stood perfectly still, accepting the punishment.

When Jane stopped, Paulette’s buttocks were marked with red welts. Jane caressed them with one hand.

“Good,” she said. “You took that well. Maybe you aren’t completely useless.”

Paulette let out a sob. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Jane sat back down on the couch. “And now,” she said, “the strapon.”

Paulette turned toward the bag. She pulled out the box containing the black, twelve-inch strapon, glossy and implacable. She handed it to Jane with trembling hands.

Jane took it. She looked at it. Then she burst out laughing.

“Look at this,” Jane said. “Paulette brings me the strapon. She thinks she deserves it. She thinks that tonight I’m going to take her with this. She thinks she’s already ready.”

She shook her head, still laughing. “No, Paulette. You haven’t earned it yet. You’re not obedient enough. You’re not humble enough. You’re not woman enough.”

Paulette lowered her gaze. “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Jane said. “One day, maybe. When you’ve learned. When you understand what it means to be mine. Then I will give it to you. But not tonight. Tonight you sleep on the floor. On the rug. At the foot of my bed.”

She stood up and headed for the stairs. Paulette followed her, head bowed.

In the bedroom, Jane undressed and put on a silk robe. She slipped under the covers.

“The rug,” she said. “At my feet. And don’t make a sound.”

Paulette lay down on the rug. The rug was thick and soft, but she felt the chill of the floor through the fabric. She felt the weight of the chastity cage between her legs. She felt the sting of the lashes on her buttocks.

Jane turned off the light. The room went dark and silent, except for Jane’s light breathing and the pounding of Paulette’s heart echoing in her ears.

Paulette closed her eyes. She tried to sleep. But her body was tense, her heart was racing, and her thoughts kept turning back to the store, the clothes, the laughing saleswoman, Derek touching her, and the massive strapon she had pointed out.

And then, Jane’s phone rang.

Jane rolled over in bed. She grabbed the cell phone from the nightstand. She looked at the display. A blue light illuminated her face.

Paulette, on the rug, opened her eyes.

“Hello?” Jane said. Her voice was warm, surprised, almost happy. “Mike?”

Paulette felt her heart stop.

Jane laughed. A light, youthful laugh that Paulette hadn’t heard from her in years. “My God, Mike. I haven’t heard from you in... seven years? Maybe eight?”

Silence. Jane listened.

“I’m good,” she said. “Yeah, I’m doing well. And you?”

Silence. Jane laughed again.

“Oh, don’t remind me,” Jane said. “That night at the lake. You were dead drunk and wanted to jump into the water fully clothed.”

Silence.

“Of course I remember,” Jane said. Her voice was soft, nostalgic. “How could I forget. I almost didn't make it. You didn't use it, we'd had too much to drink.”

Paulette felt a knot in her stomach. Who was Mike? An ex-boyfriend? She had never spoken of him. She had never even mentioned his name.

“Ah,” Jane said. “Dinner? Tomorrow night?”

Paulette’s heart began to pound violently.

“I don’t know, Mike, I’m married,” Jane said. “Give me a second, let me think.” There was a silence, then Jane looked down at Paulette, smiled, and added: “Yeah, okay. Why not? I’ll come. Where are we meeting?”

Paulette felt the words like daggers. Going out to dinner. With an ex-boyfriend. Without her.

“Yeah, the usual spot? Divino, in Northwest? I love that place. At eight?”

Silence. Jane laughed.

“All right, Mike. Eight o'clock. See you then. Yeah. Goodnight.”

The call ended. Jane set the phone back on the nightstand. The room went silent again, but it was no longer the same silence. It was a heavy, tense, vibrating silence.

Paulette felt a shift inside the cage. Her penis, despite everything, was stiffening. The cage was tight, and the movement was almost painful.

Jane, in the dark, laughed. A low, malicious laugh.

“I heard that, Paulette,” she said. “I heard the movement. You got aroused, didn’t you? Hearing that I’m going out to dinner with another man.”

Paulette didn’t answer.

“Answer me,” Jane said.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I got aroused.”

“Why?”

“Because... because I’m jealous, Mistress.”

Jane laughed again. “Jealous. You’re jealous. After everything you did, you’re jealous of me.”

There was a pause.

“Goodnight, Paulette,” Jane said. “Sleep well. Tomorrow I have a dinner date. And you will stay right here. Thinking. Imagining. Longing.”

She turned over to the other side. Her breathing became even, deep, peaceful.

But Paulette did not sleep.

She lay awake on the rug, staring at the dark ceiling, feeling the pounding of her heart, the weight of the cage, the sting of the lashes.

And thinking about Mike. Who he was. How he spoke to Jane. How Jane laughed with him. What they used to do together, seven years ago. What they were going to do tomorrow night.

The jealousy burned inside her—warm, bitter, unbearable.

And her penis, imprisoned in the cage, kept throbbing, aching for something it could not have.


6


The Dinner 

Paulette didn’t sleep a wink all night. She lay on the rug at the foot of the bed, her eyes wide open in the dark, her body still but her mind in turmoil. She felt the weight of the chastity cage between her legs, the chill of the steel warming against her skin, and the beating of her heart counting down the minutes like a broken clock.

She drifted off in fits and starts, brief, restless naps agitated by tangled dreams. She saw Mike, even though she had no idea what he looked like: a tall shadow, a warm voice, hands touching Jane. Every time she woke up with a start, her heart in her throat, her body on fire.

At six in the morning, the sun began to filter through the curtains. Paulette heard Jane stir in bed, heard the rustle of the sheets, the sound of her footsteps on the hardwood floor.

“Get up,” Jane said. Her voice was still thick with sleep, but firm. “I have a lot to do today.”

Paulette stood up. Her body was sore. Her back ached from sleeping on the rug, and her buttocks still stung from the lashes the night before. The heels were still on her feet—Jane hadn't allowed her to take them off—and her feet were swollen and throbbing.

“I’m going out to dinner with Mike tonight, as you heard,” Jane said. “And I want to look beautiful. I want Mike to remember me. I want to make sure he can't forget me.”

Paulette nodded. Her stomach tightened.

“But first,” Jane continued, “we need to run some errands. I’m hungry and the fridge is empty. Come on. Let's go to the grocery store. I want to see how you behave as a woman out in public.”

Paulette followed her. They went downstairs, walked out of the house, and Jane got into the Subaru. Paulette squeezed in beside her, the fuchsia dress still tight, the heels still high.

They drove for ten minutes to the supermarket, a large glass and steel building in downtown Portland. Jane parked, grabbed a cart, and began walking through the aisles, with Paulette trailing behind her like a shadow. Paulette’s heels clicked sharply against the linoleum floor, and more than one person turned to stare. A tall man in a suit and tie glanced at her and smirked. An elderly woman glared with deep disapproval. A little boy pointed at her and asked his mother why that man was dressed like a woman.

Paulette lowered her gaze. Her cheeks burned with shame.

Jane didn’t pay attention to anyone. She walked with confidence, picking out fruits and vegetables with care. She stopped at the meat counter, buying chicken and fish. She stopped at the cheese display, selecting a wedge of Parmesan and fresh mozzarella.

Then she reached the cucumber display.

It was a huge display, piled high with cucumbers of all shapes and sizes. The smallest ones were only as long as a finger; the largest ones were massive, thick as a wrist, green and glossy.

Jane stopped. She looked at the cucumbers. Then she looked at Paulette.

“Look at these,” she said. Her voice was low, meant only for Paulette. “They're beautiful, aren't they? So green. So glossy. So... firm.”

Paulette stared at the cucumbers. Her heart began to pound.

Jane picked up a massive cucumber. It was at least ten inches long, thick and covered in ridges. She pressed it into Paulette’s hand.

“Feel it,” she said. “Feel how solid it is. Feel how thick it is. Imagine what that would feel like inside you.”

Paulette felt the cucumber in her hand. It was cold, smooth, heavy. Her fingers shook.

“Imagine,” Jane continued. “Imagine this cucumber inside you. Filling you up. Opening you up. Making you feel like a woman.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her penis throbbed inside the cage. The desire was unbearable.

“But we aren’t buying this one,” Jane said, snatching the cucumber from her hand. “This is too big for you. You aren’t ready yet.”

She put the cucumber back in its place. She picked up a smaller one, about six inches long and much thinner.

“This one,” she said. “This is better suited for you. To start out. To learn.”

She tossed it into the cart. “We're buying this. For your training, when you're ready.”

A shiver ran down Paulette’s spine. “Mistress...”

“Quiet,” Jane said. “Don’t speak. I know Vex was significantly bigger. But I want to start from scratch. I want to be the one to guide you. You need to forget him. Follow me now.”

They continued down the aisles. Jane bought milk, bread, and eggs. Then she stopped by the freezer section.

“Ah,” she said. “Ice cream. We need to get some ice cream. For later.”

She picked up a pint of chocolate ice cream and threw it into the cart. “To celebrate,” she said. “When you finish your training. If you’ve been a good girl.”

Paulette didn’t answer. Her body was a knot of desire and fear.

At the register, the cashier eyed Paulette with curious eyes but didn't say a word. Jane paid, grabbed the bags, and walked out of the store. Paulette followed, her heels clicking against the asphalt parking lot.

“In the car,” Jane said.

They drove back home. Jane put the groceries away. The cucumber ended up in a crisper drawer in the fridge, waiting.

Lunch and the afternoon passed quietly. Jane gave orders and Paulette executed them, always carrying the heavy anxiety of the evening that was drawing closer and closer.

Late in the afternoon, Jane checked the clock and turned to Paulette. “Now,” she said, “dress me. I want to look beautiful for Mike. Pick something out from the closet, and don’t screw it up.”

Paulette followed her into the bedroom. She opened the closet and looked at Jane’s clothes. Her hands shook as she brushed against the fabrics, the textures, the colors. Finally, she chose a plunging black top that left her breasts on display. A black leather miniskirt with a side slit that went almost up to the hip. And a pair of glossy red over-the-knee boots with sky-high heels.

“These,” Paulette whispered.

Jane smiled. “Excellent choice. They’re provocative. They’re sexy. They’re everything Mike will want to see.”

She stripped down. She stood naked in front of Paulette. Her body was slender, perfect, flawless. Her skin was smooth and fair, her breasts small and firm, her hips narrow.

“Good girl, I see you didn't pick out any panties. I won't need them. Now dress me,” she ordered.

Paulette stepped closer. With trembling hands, she slid the black top over her. The fabric hugged Jane’s breasts, showcasing every curve. The leather miniskirt slid over Jane’s hips—ultra-short, the slit flashing her thigh. The red boots pulled up to mid-thigh, the high heels making her legs look impossibly long.

Jane looked at herself in the mirror. She turned, spun, admired herself. Then she looked at Paulette.

“Now, the makeup,” she said. “I want to be perfect.”

Paulette had her sit on the edge of the bed. With her hands still shaking, she grabbed the foundation, concealer, and blush. She applied each product with meticulous care, like she was painting a masterpiece. Then the eyes: a heavy, intense, smoky black eyeshadow. Thick mascara. Eyeliner that elongated her gaze. Finally, the lips: a dark red, almost purplish lipstick that gave Jane a dangerous, captivating look, outlined by a sharp black lip liner.

Jane looked in the mirror. She smiled.

“I look beautiful,” she said. “Mike won’t be able to resist me.”

She stood up and turned to Paulette. “How do I look?”

Paulette stared at her. Jane’s body was perfect. Her skin was smooth. The low-cut top displayed her breasts. The leather miniskirt exposed her thighs. The red boots made her look like a goddess.

And Paulette felt her penis strain against the cage.

Jane saw it. Her eyes shifted to Paulette’s fuchsia dress, to the cage bulging slightly beneath the hemline. She laughed. A low, malicious laugh.

“Foolish girl,” she said. “It’s not for you. None of this is for you. It’s for Mike. It’s for a real man. Not for a slave like you.”

Paulette lowered her eyes. Her penis throbbed inside the cage—painful, useless.

Jane stepped in close. She took her chin between two fingers and forced her to look up.

“Don’t get aroused, Paulette,” she said. “You aren't allowed to. Your body is mine. And I decide when and if you get to experience pleasure. Tonight, while I’m out with Mike, you will stay right here. Thinking. Imagining. Suffering.”

Then she leaned in and planted a kiss on her cheek. A light, almost affectionate kiss, but it burned like a branding iron.

“See you later,” she said. “Be a good girl.”

She grabbed a purse, her keys, and left the room. Paulette heard her footsteps going down the stairs, heard the front door open and shut, heard the Subaru's engine roar to life and drive away.

Silence.

Paulette was left entirely alone in the empty house. Jane’s scent was still heavy in the air: her makeup, her lipstick, her body. It was everywhere, like a ghost.

She walked downstairs slowly. Her heels clacked against the hardwood floor, every step a tiny ache. She reached the living room. She sat on the couch. Her body was exhausted, but her mind was wide awake, restless.

She looked at the clock hanging on the wall. Eight-fifteen. Jane had only been gone a few minutes.

Time stood entirely still.

Paulette watched the clock. Eight-seventeen. Then eight-twenty-two. Then eight-thirty-one. The minutes dragged by as if they were made of lead. Every second was an eternity.

Her penis, imprisoned in the cage, began to throb again. She thought about Jane. She thought about the low-cut top, the leather miniskirt, the red boots. She thought about Mike—his hands, his eyes, his lips. She thought about what they were doing at that very moment. How Jane was laughing with him, how she was touching him, how she was letting herself be touched.

She went rigid. The penis pressed hard against the steel of the cage, trying to stretch, trying to break free. But the cage was implacable. There was no room. There was no movement. Only a painful, frustrating, unbearable pressure.

Paulette lowered her hands. She grazed the cage through the fuchsia dress. Her fingers touched the cold metal. She tried to stroke herself, to find a sliver of pleasure, a way to relieve the tension. But it was useless. The cage covered everything. There was absolutely no way out.

Her hands fell to her sides. She sighed. Her body was burning, but she could do nothing.

Then she thought about the strapon. The black, twelve-inch strapon, glossy and implacable. Jane had bought it for her, but she had hidden it. Where could it be? In the bedroom? The living room? The bathroom?

Paulette stood up. She began to search. She opened the dresser drawers, looked under the bed, checked the closet. Nothing. She went to the living room, lifted the couch cushions, looked behind the furniture. Nothing. In the bathroom, she opened the medicine cabinets, looked under the sink. Nothing.

Jane had hidden it too well. She would never find it.

Paulette returned to the living room. She sat back down on the couch. She looked at the clock.

Nine-fifteen.

Time refused to pass. The loneliness was a crushing weight. The jealousy was a dagger. The desire was a flame she could not extinguish.

She closed her eyes. She tried to sleep, to escape, to forget. But the images kept dancing behind her eyelids. Jane laughing with Mike. Jane leaning in toward him. Jane kissing him. Jane letting herself be touched.

The penis throbbed again—painful, useless, captive.

Paulette opened her eyes. She checked the clock.

Ten-thirty.

Time dragged.

Eleven-ten.

Quarter to twelve.

Midnight.

Paulette was still sitting on the couch. Her body was numb. Her eyes were red from exhaustion and tears. Her penis still throbbed, but by now it was a dull, continuous, excruciating ache.

Then she heard the crunch of tires in the gravel driveway.

Her heart leaped. She stood up, her heels clicking against the floor. The front door swung open, and Jane walked in.

She was still dressed exactly as she had been when she left: the low-cut black top, the leather miniskirt, the red boots. Her makeup was slightly smudged, the lipstick was entirely gone from her lips, and her hair was a little disheveled.

Jane smiled when she saw Paulette standing in front of her.

“You’re still awake,” she said. “You waited up for me. You’re a good slave.”

Paulette nodded. Her heart was beating fast. “How was it, Mistress?”

Jane stepped closer. She took her chin between two fingers. “Very well,” she said. “Mike was fantastic. We had dinner at Divino. We drank wine. We talked about old times. And then...”

She paused. She smiled. A slow, malicious smile.

“And then we went back to his place.”

Paulette felt her heart drop into a bottomless void.

“We made love,” Jane continued. “It was beautiful. Mike is an experienced man. He knows how to touch a woman. He knows how to make her feel desired. He knows how to make her cum.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her penis pulsed in the cage—painful, useless.

“Unlike you,” Jane added. “You don’t know anything. You’re just a pathetic slave who doesn’t know how to give pleasure to anyone.”

Paulette opened her eyes. The tears were starting to flow.

Jane watched her. Her eyes were amused, playful, cruel. Then her face lit up, as if she suddenly remembered something.

“Ah,” she said. “I have a present for you. Mike left something behind. For you.”

Paulette looked up. Her heart began to beat even faster. The strapon. The black strapon. The twelve-inch one. Her mind began to imagine, to desire, to hope.

Jane took her hand. “Come,” she said. “Lie down on the bed.”

She led her into the bedroom. Paulette lay down on the bed, her heart bursting in her chest. Jane took off the leather miniskirt and the red boots. She was left in just the black top and her dark patch below.

Then she pulled up the top, exposing her breasts. And she sat astride Paulette’s face.

“Mike left something for you,” she said. “His taste. His scent. His essence.”

Paulette smelled it. She tasted it. She understood.

Mike had come inside Jane. And Jane had brought his seed home. For her.

“Are you happy?” Jane asked, her voice soft, almost motherly.

Paulette nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but her mouth opened, and her tongue began to move. She licked. The taste was salty, bitter, human. It was the taste of Mike. The taste of the man who had possessed Jane. The taste of her victory and her own defeat.

Jane groaned. Her fingers tangled in Paulette’s hair. Her body moved slowly, riding the rhythm of the tongue.

“Like that,” she whispered. “Good girl. Just like that.”

Paulette kept licking. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly. Every movement was a prayer and a punishment. Every taste was a fresh wound tearing open in her chest.

After a few minutes, Jane lifted herself up. She looked down at Paulette, her face wet with tears and Mike’s semen.

“You did well,” she said. “You did what I told you. You’re a good slave.”

She lay down beside her. She closed her eyes.

“Now sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow a new day begins. And who knows what it will bring you.”

Paulette lay still on the bed, her body wracked with silent sobs, the taste of Mike still lingering on her tongue, her penis throbbing in the cage—useless, imprisoned, forgotten.

She didn’t close her eyes for the rest of the night.
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The Training 

The morning after her dinner date with Mike, Jane woke up late. The sun filtered through the curtains, filling the room with a gray, rainy light. Paulette was still lying on the bed where Jane had left her the night before. Her body was stiff, her eyes were red, and the taste of Mike still lingered on her tongue.

Jane stretched, sat on the edge of the bed, and looked down at Paulette. Her eyes were cold, calculating, but there was a spark of something else too: excitement, perhaps, or anticipation.

“Get up,” she said. “Today your real training begins.”

Paulette stood up with effort. Her body was aching, the cage was pressing hard against her, and her head was spinning from lack of sleep.

“Follow me,” Jane said.

She led her into the kitchen. She opened the refrigerator and took out the cucumber they had bought at the grocery store. It was green, glossy, about six inches long, its skin dotted with tiny ridges.

“Do you know what this is?” Jane asked.

Paulette nodded. “A cucumber, Mistress.”

“No,” Jane said. “This is your first teacher. This will teach you what it means to be open. What it means to welcome. What it means to be a woman.”

Paulette trembled, a sudden shiver wracking her body.

“Go to the bedroom,” Jane said.

Paulette followed her into the bedroom. Jane pointed directly at the bed.

“Strip,” she ordered. “Take everything off except the cage. Lie on the bed, face down, with the pillow under your pelvis. And wait for me.”

Paulette obeyed. The dress fell to the floor, the heels dropped with two sharp thuds, and the wig ended up on the chair. She was left entirely naked except for the chastity cage, the cold metal gripping her penis.

She lay face down on the bed, placing the pillow beneath her hips. Her hands shook. Her heart hammered in her chest.

Jane walked back into the room. In her hand, she held the cucumber and a tube of lubricant.

“Listen to me carefully, Paulette,” she said. “This is your training. It won't be pleasant at first. But you will learn. You will learn to open up. You will learn to welcome. You will learn to be a woman.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane sat on the edge of the bed. She placed a hand on Paulette’s back, stroking it slowly.

“Relax,” she said. “Don’t fight it. Your body has to learn not to resist. It must learn to welcome.”

Paulette tried to relax. Her body was rigid, her muscles tightly coiled.

“Breathe,” Jane said. “Inhale deeply. Exhale slowly. Feel your body melting.”

Paulette inhaled. Exhaled. Her body began to loosen up.

“Good,” Jane said. “Now you’re going to feel the cucumber. It’s cold. It’s hard. But you mustn't be afraid of it. It’s here to teach you.”

Jane took the cucumber and lubricated it thoroughly. Then she pressed it against Paulette’s skin, just above her buttocks.

Paulette felt the chill. Her body tensed up instantly.

“Relax,” Jane repeated. “Welcome it. Don’t fight it.”

The cucumber began to slide inside. Slowly, inch by inch. Paulette felt the pressure, the stretching, the sharp ridges, the coldness slowly turning into heat.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Just like that. Now stay still. Feel how it fills you.”

The cucumber went all the way in. Six inches deep inside Paulette. It filled her completely. Her opening closed up tightly behind it.

Paulette moaned. The sensation was entirely new, strange, full. The cucumber was cold, but her body was warming it.

“Feel it,” Jane said. “Feel how your body adapts. Feel how it welcomes it. This is your new purpose: to receive.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her body was trembling, but not from pain. It was a tremor of arousal, of discovery.

“Now push it out, slowly.” The cucumber made its way outward until the green tip magically reappeared. Jane grabbed it and began to move it. Slowly, in and out, in and out. The rhythm was steady, almost hypnotic.

“Breathe,” she kept saying. “Welcome it. Don’t fight it. This is your new life. Learning to receive.”

Paulette followed the rhythm. Her body moved along with the cucumber, welcoming it, squeezing it. The pleasure began to build, slow but inexorable.

After ten minutes, Jane stopped. She pulled the cucumber out and set it on the nightstand.

“Good,” she said. “You did your assignment well. You’ve learned the first lesson. But now, let's move on to the second.”

She pulled the black strapon from the closet. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“Now this,” she said. “This is the real training. This is what will make you a woman.”

Paulette stared at the strapon. Her heart was racing. “Yes, Mistress.”

Jane strapped on the harness. The strapon hung between her legs—black, glossy, massive.

“Get ready,” she said. “This time it’s going to be harder. But you’re strong, aren't you? You’re my slave. My Paulette.”

Paulette nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I am strong.”

Jane stepped closer. The strapon pressed against Paulette’s skin. It was cold, but Paulette’s body quickly warmed it.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. And you welcome it.”

The strapon pushed inside. Paulette groaned. It was significantly larger than the cucumber. It was thicker, longer, far more implacable. Her body tensed up, but Jane calmed her down. Paulette’s mind flashed back to Vex, to how everything had started, to that day Jane had come home early and changed her life forever.

“Relax,” she whispered. “Welcome it. You are a woman. This is what women do. They welcome. They receive. They open up.”

Paulette tried to relax. Her body was shaking, but slowly it began to yield, opening up for it.

The strapon pushed deeper. Four inches. Six. Eight.

Paulette felt every single inch. She felt the silicone filling her, stretching her, possessing her.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Keep welcoming it. Don’t fight it.”

The strapon sank all the way in. Twelve inches deep inside Paulette. It filled her entirely.

“Feel it,” Jane said. “Feel how I fill you. Feel how I possess you. This is my body. This is my dick. And you’re taking all of it.”

Paulette wept. Tears of pain and intense pleasure. Her body was shivering. Her penis throbbed uselessly inside the cage.

Jane began to move. Slowly at first. Then faster. The rhythm became steady, relentless.

“Like that,” she kept saying. “Just like that. Now you are truly mine. Every single inch of your body belongs to me. There is nothing left of you that I haven't touched. There is nothing left of you that I haven't possessed.”

Paulette moaned. Her body moved in perfect sync with Jane, riding her rhythm. It was a dance. It was total possession. It was an education.

Jane kept moving for half an hour. Sometimes slow, sometimes fast. Sometimes deep, sometimes shallow. Paulette learned to follow every movement, to adapt, to welcome it all.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a wet sound.

“Good,” she said. “You were a good girl. You’ve learned the first lesson.”

Paulette lay flat on the bed, trembling, her body covered in sweat, her eyes pooling with tears.

“Now,” Jane said, “the second lesson. Learning to long for it. Learning to beg.”

She lay down beside Paulette. She took her into her arms.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “Tell me what you want. Tell me what you desire.”

Paulette opened her mouth. Her voice was barely a thread. “I want you, Mistress. I want you to take me. I want you to fill me up. I want to be yours. Forever.”

Jane smiled. “Good girl, Paulette. You’ve learned.”

She kissed her on the forehead. “Now sleep. Tomorrow we will continue.”

She turned off the light. The room went dark.

And in the dark, Paulette could still feel the phantom weight of the strapon inside her, could still feel Jane’s body pressed against hers, could still taste her own total humiliation.

And she smiled.

The next few weeks became a ritual. Every night after dinner, Jane would take Paulette to the bedroom. She would make her lie face down, with the pillow beneath her hips, and the training would begin.

First the cucumber, to warm her up. Then the black, twelve-inch strapon—glossy and implacable.

Paulette learned to welcome it. She learned to relax. She learned to long for it.

The first time Jane penetrated her without the preparation of the cucumber, Paulette moaned with pure pleasure. Her body opened right up, welcomed it, squeezed it tight. The strapon sank all the way in, deep to the hilt, and Paulette felt every single inch.

“Like that,” Jane said. “Just like that. Now you are truly mine. Every inch of your body belongs to me.”

Paulette nodded. Tears streamed down her cheeks, but they weren't tears of pain. They were tears of absolute joy.

After the training, Jane would lie down beside her. She would stroke her hair, whispering soft words into her ear.

“You did well,” she would say. “You were a good slave. Tomorrow we will continue.”

Paulette would nod, her body still vibrating from the pleasure she had just received.

Then Jane would order her to lick the strapon clean. Paulette would obey. Her tongue moved slowly, precisely, devoutly, lapping up the lubricant and her own fluids.

“Good girl,” Jane would say. “Learn to long for it. Learn to beg for it. Learn to be a woman.”

And Paulette learned.

Every night was the same, yet every night was different. Jane varied the positions, the speed, the intensity. Sometimes she was slow, almost motherly. Sometimes she was fast, bordering on brutal. Paulette learned to adapt, to follow the pace, to beg for more.

“Mistress,” she would implore. “Please. More. I want to feel you again.”

Jane would smile. “Good girl. You’ve learned.”

After a month, Jane began leaving the strapon inside Paulette while they slept. Paulette would wake up with the heavy weight of the silicone deep inside her, and her body would automatically stretch open around it, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“You see,” Jane would say. “Now your body knows what to do. It knows its purpose is to receive. It knows its purpose is to serve.”

Paulette would nod, blissful, entirely filled.

As for her penis inside the chastity cage, it was now nothing more than a memory. It no longer throbbed. It no longer grew stiff. It was just a useless piece of flesh—forgotten, imprisoned, completely neglected.

Paulette didn’t desire it anymore. She only desired Jane. She only desired the strapon. She only desired to be filled.

She had truly become a woman.
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Jane’s Friends 

Jane’s Friends

Two months had passed since the training began. Paulette had become an expert in the art of receiving. Her body opened with ease; her anus was always ready, always welcoming. The cucumber was no longer necessary. Now Jane used only the strapon, and Paulette desired it with every fiber of her being.

Every night was a ritual. Jane would penetrate her slowly, deeply, and Paulette would moan with pleasure. She had learned to move her hips, to follow the pace, to beg for more. Her penis inside the cage was now a distant memory, a useless piece of flesh that no longer throbbed, no longer grew stiff. Paulette didn't want it. She only wanted Jane. She only wanted the strapon. She only wanted to be filled.

But Jane wasn't satisfied yet. She wanted more. She wanted to share her creation. She wanted to show everyone what she had turned Paulette into.

So, one evening, Jane invited two of her close friends over for dinner: Maren and Beth.

Maren was a tall woman in her early forties, with short blonde hair, an athletic build, and a direct, piercing gaze. She was married to a man named Tom and worked as a high-powered corporate attorney. Beth was smaller, with dark curly hair, wide eyes, and a timid smile. She was married to a man named Rick and taught literature at the university.

Jane welcomed them with a kiss on the cheek and led them into the dining room. The table was set with meticulous care: a crisp white tablecloth, candles, fine ceramic plates. The rich aroma of food filled the house.

“What a beautiful home, Jane,” Maren said, looking around. “It’s changed so much since the last time I was here.”

“I’ve done some remodeling,” Jane said, smiling. “And I also have a new maid. She’ll be serving us tonight.”

Maren raised an eyebrow. “A maid? I didn't know you hired anyone.”

“I didn't hire her,” Jane replied. “I created her.”

Right at that moment, Paulette entered the dining room. She was wearing a black dress, incredibly short, tight as a second skin. Her heels were sky-high, and the blonde wig perfectly framed a face that had been carefully made up. She looked exactly like a woman, save for her broad jaw and slightly too-square shoulders.

Maren and Beth stared at her, caught completely off guard.

“This is Paulette,” Jane announced. “My personal slave. She will be serving us tonight.”

Paulette bowed low. “Good evening, ladies,” she said. Her voice was soft, intentionally pitched to sound feminine. “It is my absolute pleasure to serve you.”

Maren burst out laughing. “Jane, you’re insane. What is this? A theater act?”

“It’s no act,” Jane said flatly. “She’s the real deal. Paulette is my husband. Paul. She’s become my slave now. And tonight, I’m going to show you exactly what I’ve turned him into.”

Beth opened her mouth, but no sound came out. Her eyes were wide as saucers.

Jane smiled smoothly. “Have a seat. Let’s eat. Afterward, I’ll show you something truly special.”

Paulette served dinner. She brought a wild mushroom risotto to the table, followed by an arugula and pear salad, and poured a crisp white wine. She moved with grace and elegance, though her hands trembled slightly as she poured.

Maren watched her with deeply amused eyes.

“So, Paulette,” she said. “Are you really Paul? The Paul we used to know? The one who worked in advertising?”

“Yes, ma'am,” Paulette murmured, keeping her head bowed low. “It's me.”

“And you dress like this? You serve the table?”

“Yes, ma'am. Mistress Jane has decided this is my place. And I obey.”

Maren laughed again. “Unbelievable. Jane, how on earth did you pull this off?”

Jane took a slow sip of her wine. “I caught him in bed with a transsexual. It was a turning point. I decided that if he wanted to be a woman so badly, he was going to be one. But for me. To serve me.”

Beth looked at Paulette with curious, softening eyes. “And are you... happy like this?”

Paulette looked up. Her eyes were shining with tears, but beneath the moisture lay something else entirely. A profound, unshakeable peace.

“Yes, ma'am,” she said. “I am happy. Mistress Jane taught me what it truly means to be a woman. She taught me how to serve. And I love her for it.”

Maren and Beth exchanged a long, heavy look.

After dinner, Jane stood up. “Now,” she said, “I want to show you something. Come to the bedroom.”

She led her friends into the bedroom. Paulette followed them with her head down, her heart hammering against her ribs.

Jane opened the closet door and pulled out the black strapon. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“This,” she said, “is the primary tool for Paulette’s training. I take her with this every single night. And she has learned to absolutely crave it.”

Maren stared at the strapon, then looked Paulette up and down. “She takes the whole thing? It’s incredibly long, and especially wide. How does she manage?”

“Every bit of it,” Jane said proudly. “And she begs for it. Don’t you, Paulette?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette whispered. “I beg for it.”

Jane smiled. “Then let’s demonstrate. Lie down, Paulette. Face down. Pillow under your pelvis.”

Paulette immediately obeyed. She lay down on the mattress, pulled up the hem of her dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage was still securely in place, shining and cold.

“The cage,” Jane explained to her guests. “Her penis belongs to me. She doesn't use it anymore. She doesn't need it.”

Maren and Beth stepped closer, driven by pure curiosity. Jane stepped into the harness. The massive black strapon hung heavy between her thighs.

“Watch,” Jane said. “I’ll show you how it's done.”

She stepped up to the edge of the bed. The tip of the silicone pressed against Paulette’s skin. Paulette flinched slightly at the contact but didn't pull away.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. Because she has to welcome it. She has to desire it. She has to love it.”

The strapon pushed inside. Paulette groaned. Her body opened right up, welcomed the intrusion, and clamped tightly around it.

“See that?” Jane noted, looking back over her shoulder. “She’s perfect. She opens up just like a woman. She receives like a woman. She is a woman.”

Maren’s eyes were completely wide. Beth had both hands clamped over her mouth.

“Can I try?” Maren asked, her tone suddenly turning serious, stripped of its previous mockery.

Jane smiled warmly. “Of course. Come over here.”

Maren stepped up to the bed. Jane carefully showed her how to grip the harness, how to move her hips, and how to slide in smoothly.

“Like this,” Jane instructed. “Slowly. Don’t force it. She’ll open up for you on her own. Her body knows exactly what to do.”

Maren pushed into Paulette. Paulette groaned again, but it was a deep, undeniable moan of pleasure.

“This is incredible,” Maren breathed. “She’s so... warm. So incredibly tight.”

“I know,” Jane said. “I trained her well.”

Maren began to move. Slow at first, then picking up speed. The rhythm became steady, driving deep.

“Just like that,” Jane encouraged. “Like that. Now you’re the one taking her. Now you possess her.”

Paulette moaned continuously. Her body shifted in perfect harmony with Maren, tracking her rhythm. The pleasure inside her built inexorably.

Beth watched the scene, utterly spellbound. “Can I... can I try too?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“Of course,” Jane said. “Right after Maren.”

Maren kept going for ten minutes. When she finally pulled back, she handed the reins over to Beth.

Beth was noticeably shyer, more hesitant. But Jane stayed right beside her, guiding her hands, teaching her, showing her the proper technique.

“Like this,” she whispered. “Slowly. Feel how she yields to you. Feel how she welcomes you. She’s a woman, Beth. A real woman.”

Beth slid inside Paulette. Paulette groaned out loud. Her entire body felt like it was on fire.

Beth began to move. Hesitant at first, then gaining confidence as she found her footing. The rhythm smoothed out.

“Good girl,” Jane murmured. “Good. Now you’re taking her. Now you possess her.”

Paulette came. Her entire body went rigid, her muscles clamped down in hard spasms, and a massive wave of internal pleasure crashed over her. She began to weep, just as she always did—heavy, rolling tears of pure joy.

Beth froze, completely startled. “Did she just... come?”

“Yes,” Jane smiled. “It’s her anal orgasm. I spent months training her for it. Now she climaxes every single time.”

Maren and Beth stared at each other, utterly stunned.

“Jane,” Maren said softly, “this is mind-blowing. I have never seen anything like this in my life.”

“She’s my masterpiece,” Jane replied. “My own personal work of art.”

Beth walked around the bed and approached Paulette, who was still lying face down, trembling and spent. She gently stroked the top of her blonde wig.

“You were a good girl, Paulette,” she murmured. “You did so well.”

Paulette looked up, her eyes swimming with tears. “Thank you, ma'am,” she whispered back.

The three women sat down on the edge of the mattress. Jane poured another round of wine.

Maren looked at Paulette, then turned her gaze to Jane. “Listen, Jane,” she said thoughtfully. “A quick question. We’re both married, as you know. And our husbands are... open-minded. They view life as a bit of an adventure. Do you think, maybe one day, we could bring our husbands over here? Let them have a turn with Paulette too?”

Jane’s lips curled into a slow smile. “Perhaps,” she said. “Perhaps we can arrange that. But Paulette has to earn it first. She needs to prove she can be even more obedient, even more devoted. She has to learn to serve not just me, but the two of you as well. If she behaves herself, if she’s a very good girl, then yes. One day you can bring your husbands over. And Paulette will serve them exactly the way she serves me.”

A sharp shiver raced down Paulette’s spine, her shoulders twitching involuntarily. Her penis pulsed painfully inside the steel cage, but she blocked it out entirely.

“I’ll be good, Mistress,” she whispered into the sheets. “I’ll do whatever you ask of me. I promise.”

Jane looked down at her, smiled, and gave her head an affectionate pat.

“I know you will, Paulette,” she said. “I know.”

Maren and Beth stood up to leave. “We should get going,” Maren said. “It’s getting late. But this has been... a truly unforgettable evening.”

Jane walked them to the front door. They traded parting kisses on the cheek.

“We’ll be back,” Beth said with a lingering smile. “And next time, hopefully with our husbands.”

“You’re always welcome,” Jane replied.

The front door clicked shut. Jane walked back into the bedroom.

Paulette was still lying across the bed, her limbs still trembling slightly. Jane sat down right next to her.

“Did you hear that, Paulette?” she asked softly. “Your services might soon be requested by others. By my friends' husbands. You’ll be their slave, just like you’re mine.”

Paulette nodded submissively. “Yes, Mistress. I will do whatever you command.”

Jane’s smile widened. “I know you will, Paulette. I know. Because you belong to me. And I decide everything for you.”

She lay down on the mattress beside her and pulled her into a firm embrace.

“Go to sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow we keep going. And who knows what the future will bring you.”

Paulette closed her eyes. Her body was exhausted, but her heart felt entirely full.

She didn't know what lay ahead of her. But she knew that Jane would be the one making every choice for her. And to her, that was the only thing that mattered.
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An Evening with Guests 

Another two weeks passed. Paulette’s training was now complete. Her body opened with total naturalness; her anus was always ready, always welcoming, always longing. Every night Jane took her with the strapon, and every night Paulette came, her body wracked by orgasms that left her breathless, in tears, and deeply happy.

She had learned well. She had learned to welcome, to receive, to long for it. Her penis inside the cage was now a forgotten object, a useless piece of flesh that no longer throbbed, no longer grew stiff, no longer desired anything at all. Paulette didn't want it. She only wanted Jane. She only wanted the strapon. She only wanted to be filled.

And Jane was incredibly proud of her.

“You did well, Paulette,” she would say every night, stroking her hair after their training session. “You’ve been a good slave. You’ve learned everything you needed to learn.”

Paulette would nod, her body still vibrating from the pleasure she had just received. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you for teaching me.”

“But now,” Jane said one evening with a mysterious smile, “it’s time to put you to the test. To see if you are truly ready.”

Paulette looked up at her, confused. “Ready for what, Mistress?”

“For a surprise,” Jane replied. “Tomorrow night. Deep-clean the house. Cook something special. And dress in your best outfit. The pink one—the shortest one. I want you to look absolutely perfect.”

Paulette nodded, her heart hammering against her ribs. “Yes, Mistress. I will be perfect.”

The next day, Paulette woke up early. Her body was still sore from the previous night's training, but she didn't care. She got up, got dressed, and began preparing the house.

She cleaned every room, polished every surface, and straightened every cushion. Then she went into the kitchen and prepared a special dinner: a beef roast with potatoes, a chocolate cake for dessert, and a fine red wine that Jane had selected specifically for the occasion.

She dressed with meticulous care. The pink dress was incredibly short, tight as a second skin, accentuating every curve and every contour of her body. Her heels were sky-high, and the blonde wig perfectly framed a face that had been precisely made up. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled. She was ready.

Jane came downstairs at seven in the evening. She was wearing an elegant black dress, and her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

“Are you ready, Paulette?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” Paulette said. “I am ready.”

Jane smiled. “Then go open the door. Our guests have arrived.”

Paulette walked toward the front door, her heart racing. She pulled it open.

And gasped.

Standing on the threshold were Maren and Beth, accompanied by their husbands. Maren was tall and athletic, wearing an amused smile. Beside her stood a tall, heavily built man with dark hair and a neatly trimmed beard; it was Tom, her husband. Beth was smaller, shyer, with curly hair and wide eyes. Beside her was a leaner man wearing glasses and a gentle smile; it was Rick, her husband.

All four of them looked at her with curious, highly amused, and suggestive eyes.

“Hi, Paulette,” Maren said. “We missed you.”

Paulette opened her mouth, but no sound came out.

“Let them in, Paulette,” Jane said from behind her. “Don’t be rude.”

Paulette stepped aside, and the four guests walked into the house. Tom and Rick looked around the place with genuine interest, while Maren and Beth walked up to Jane and kissed her on the cheek.

“Jane,” Maren said, “thanks for inviting us. We’re very curious.”

“It’s my pleasure,” Jane said. “I figured it was time for Paulette to meet your husbands. After all, if she’s going to serve them one day, it’s best they get to know each other first.”

Paulette felt a tight knot form in her stomach. Serve them. The husbands of Jane’s friends. Real men.

Jane called out to her. “Paulette, come over here. Introduce yourself.”

Paulette stepped closer, keeping her head low.

“Good evening,” she said, her voice barely a thread. “My name is Paulette. I am Mistress Jane’s slave.”

Tom looked her up and down, smiling. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Paulette. Jane has told us a lot about you.”

“All good things, I hope,” Paulette murmured.

“All very good things,” Rick added with a polite smile. “We’re quite eager to see you in action.”

Jane took Paulette by the arm. “Now,” she said, “serve dinner. And afterward...”

She smiled. A slow, deeply wicked smile.

“...afterward, we’ll have some fun.”

Dinner was pure torment for Paulette. She served the plates, refilled the wine glasses, and cleared the silverware. Every single time she leaned over to serve someone, she felt the burning gaze of the guests locked onto her. Tom watched her with an amused grin, Rick with an almost scientific curiosity, and Maren and Beth with an air of intense anticipation.

“Paulette,” Tom said at one point, “Jane told us you’re very good at... receiving.”

Paulette blushed a deep crimson. Her penis pulsed helplessly inside the cage. “Yes, sir,” she whispered. “Mistress Jane has trained me well.”

“And do you enjoy it?” Rick asked. “Do you like being taken?”

Paulette looked up. Her eyes were swimming with tears, but behind them lay something else. Raw desire.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I enjoy it. I enjoy it very much.”

Maren laughed. “It’s unbelievable, Jane. You’ve completely transformed him.”

Jane smiled proudly. “She’s my creation. My personal work of art.”

After dinner, Jane stood up. “Now,” she announced, “it is time for the demonstration.”

She led the guests into the bedroom. Paulette followed them with her head down, her heart thumping violently against her chest.

“Lie down, Paulette,” Jane ordered. “Face down. Pillow under your pelvis. Just like always.”

Paulette immediately obeyed. She lay flat on the bed, pulled up the hem of her pink dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage was right where it belonged.

Tom and Rick stepped closer, completely fascinated.

“The cage,” Jane explained to them. “Her penis belongs to me. She doesn't use it anymore. She has no need for it.”

Then she pulled the black strapon from the closet. Twelve inches, glossy, implacable.

“This,” she said, “is the instrument of her training. I take her with this every night. And she comes. Always. Every single time.”

She stepped into the harness. The massive black strapon hung heavy between her legs.

“Watch,” she told them. “And learn.”

She approached Paulette. The tip of the silicone touched her skin. Paulette flinched but didn't move an inch.

“I’m going in,” Jane said. “Slowly. Because she has to welcome it. She has to desire it. She has to love it.”

The strapon slid inside. Paulette groaned loudly. Her body gave way, welcomed the shaft, and clamped down tight.

“See that?” Jane noted. “She’s perfect. She opens up just like a woman. She receives like a woman. She is a woman.”

Tom and Rick watched, utterly speechless. Their eyes were wide, their breathing turning heavy and shallow. Jane noticed their hands slowly drifting down toward their belts, their fingers shifting with sheer impatience.

Jane smiled and kept moving. Slowly at first, then picking up the pace. The rhythm became steady, deep, and relentless.

Paulette moaned heavily, her body moving in perfect sync with Jane, riding her pace.

“Come,” Jane commanded. “Come for me. Come for our guests.”

Paulette came. Her entire body locked up, her muscles squeezing in tight spasms, and a massive wave of internal pleasure completely overwhelmed her. She cried out, wept, and shook violently.

Jane kept driving into her, pushing her into a second orgasm, and then a third. Paulette was entirely in tears, her body wracked by heavy sobs of intense pleasure.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a slick, wet sound. Paulette remained slumped on the mattress, trembling and completely spent.

Tom clapped his hands together. “Incredible,” he muttered. “I’ve never seen anything like that.”

Rick nodded in agreement. “It’s deeply impressive. Your slave is truly... talented.”

Jane smiled. She turned to face Tom and Rick. The front of their pants was visibly strained, their desires glaringly obvious.

“I see the view has excited you,” Jane remarked with a mischievous smirk. “And I completely understand why. Paulette is good. Very good.”

Tom ran a hand through his hair, looking slightly embarrassed but highly aroused. “Yeah, well... it was pretty hard not to get turned on.”

Rick nodded. “It was a very... intense scene to watch.”

Jane looked at them, then turned her gaze down to Paulette, who was still shivering on the bed.

“Listen to me,” Jane said. “I know exactly what you’re thinking. You’d love to try it yourselves. You’d love to take Paulette the way I do. But...”

She paused. Her expression grew solemn.

“But I don't feel comfortable letting you take her from behind just yet. I can't. Not yet.”

Paulette looked up, her expression a mix of confusion and relief.

“The awful memory of Vex,” Jane continued, her voice tightening. “That transsexual who took her without a condom. Who filled her with his seed. Who used her like a piece of meat. That image still haunts me. I can’t allow another man to take her from behind. Not yet. Maybe never.”

Tom and Rick nodded understandingly.

“I get it,” Tom said. “That’s a wound that needs time to heal.”

“However,” Jane went on, a new light entering her eyes, “there is something else Paulette can do for you.”

She turned back to Paulette, locking eyes with her.

“Paulette,” she said. “You heard me. I can’t let them take you from behind yet. But I can ask you to do something else. Something I know you will enjoy. Something that will make you very happy.”

Paulette stared up at her, her heart racing. “Anything, Mistress. Whatever you ask of me, I will do it.”

Jane smiled warmly. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She turned back to Tom and Rick. “Paulette has a mouth. And a tongue. And she’s learned to use them exceptionally well. If you’d like, she can serve you with her mouth. She can give you pleasure with her lips. With her tongue. With her throat.”

Tom and Rick looked at each other, their eyes instantly flashing with excitement.

“That would be... highly appreciated,” Tom said.

“Extremely appreciated,” Rick echoed.

Jane looked down at Paulette. “Will you do it, Paulette? Will you do it for them? For me?”

Paulette nodded vigorously, a bright smile lighting up her tear-stained face. “Yes, Mistress. I will do it. With all my heart.”

“Then get down on your knees,” Jane commanded. “And serve our guests.”

Paulette scrambled off the bed. She sank to her knees on the hardwood floor right in front of Tom and Rick, her eyes brimming with pure desire and total devotion.

“May I begin, Mistress?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” Jane said. “Begin.”

Paulette leaned closer to Tom. Her hands shook with excitement as she unbuttoned his trousers. His penis slid free—hard, thick, and large. Paulette stared at it with genuine admiration.

“You are beautiful, sir,” she whispered. Then she leaned in and took him into her mouth.

Tom let out a heavy groan, his fingers instantly locking into the hair of Paulette’s wig.

“God,” he muttered. “She knows what she’s doing. She really knows what she’s doing.”

Paulette kept her head moving, her tongue swirling expertly around Tom’s length, her throat swallowing him down deep. She felt entirely happy. She was flooded with absolute joy. She was serving. She was providing pleasure. She was doing exactly what she had been trained to do.

After a few minutes, Jane stepped in. “Now Rick,” she ordered smoothly. “Don’t be greedy.”

Paulette reluctantly pulled away from Tom and turned her attention to Rick. She unbuttoned his pants with the exact same reverence. His penis was slightly smaller, but just as rock-hard. Paulette took him into her mouth and began to work.

Rick groaned aloud. “This is incredible,” he breathed. “I’ve never felt anything like this before.”

Paulette continued to serve both men, alternating between them, giving each the exact same amount of intense focus and absolute devotion. Her mouth was hot, her tongue was skilled, and her throat was deep.

After half an hour, both Tom and Rick reached their limit. Paulette eagerly welcomed their seed into her mouth, swallowed every drop, and smiled up at them.

“Thank you, gentlemen,” she whispered sweetly. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

Tom and Rick adjusted their clothing, still completely breathless.

“Jane,” Tom said, looking up, “this is the most perfect slave I have ever seen in my life.”

Jane smiled. “I know. She’s my masterpiece.”

She walked over to Paulette, who was still kneeling submissively on the floor, and gently patted her head.

“You did well tonight, Paulette,” she said softly. “Very well. You served our guests beautifully. And you’ve proven yourself to be a loyal slave.”

Paulette looked up, her eyes overflowing with tears of pure joy.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered. “Thank you for letting me serve.”

After the guests had finally gone home, Jane sat down on the edge of the mattress next to Paulette.

“You were wonderful tonight,” she said. “Truly wonderful. But this is only the beginning. From now on, our guests will be coming over every single week. And you will serve them. All of them. Just like you serve me.”

Paulette nodded happily. “Yes, Mistress. I will serve them all. Whatever you wish.”

“And maybe one day,” Jane continued, her voice softening, “when the awful memory of Vex has fully faded, I might even allow them to take you. From behind. The way I take you. But only when I am ready. Only when I can trust you completely. And only if you’ve truly earned it.”

A warm shiver cascaded down Paulette’s spine. “I will do whatever you ask of me, Mistress. I will wait. I will long for it. I will hope.”

Jane smiled down at her. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She lay down on the bed beside her and pulled her close into her arms.

“Go to sleep now,” she said gently. “Now we know what you love to do. You’re a woman now; you have the feelings of a woman. And... I’m starting to forgive you for betraying me with Vex. But we still have a long way to go.”

Paulette was deeply moved by those words. Her Mistress was finally beginning to forgive her.

Her entire life had changed. Jane knew exactly what was best for her. Paulette deeply loved her Mistress; the roles within their relationship had completely shifted, but their marriage was saved. And to her, that was the only thing that truly mattered.
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A New Equilibrium 

A year later.

The house in Portland had changed. It was no longer just Jane and Paulette’s home. Now, Mike lived there too.

Mike was a tall man in his early forties, with short, graying hair, piercing blue eyes, and a warm smile. He was kind, affectionate, and had accepted the household dynamics with a natural ease that had deeply surprised Jane. When Jane had initially disclosed everything to him—Paul’s betrayal, the transformation into Paulette, the chastity cage, the rigorous training, and the private evenings with Maren, Beth, and their husbands—Mike had simply listened, nodded, and said, “Paulette belongs to you, and I respect your rules. But if you ever decide you want to share, I would be happy to participate.”

Jane loved him deeply. And Paulette, in her own submissive way, loved him too. Because Mike was the man who brought happiness and pleasure to Jane. And Jane was her absolute mistress.

Paulette had fully transitioned into the role of maid and house slave for both of them. She constantly wore feminine attire: micro-skirts, tight-fitting tops, and high heels. She no longer needed the blonde wig, having grown out her natural hair quite long, and her makeup was always flawlessly applied. The chastity cage remained securely in place, and the key hung permanently around Jane’s neck.

Her entire existence revolved around service. She cooked, cleaned, and served at the table. Every single evening after dinner, she would drop to her knees at Jane’s feet and quietly await her instructions.

The passing weeks had solidified into a strict, comforting ritual. Monday evenings brought Maren and Tom. Wednesday evenings brought Beth and Rick. Friday evenings belonged entirely to Mike. And Paulette served every one of them with the exact same level of unwavering devotion and submissive love.

Sometimes, Jane would take her with the strapon right in front of everyone. Other times, Paulette would use her mouth to give pleasure to their guests. And on some nights, Jane would simply have her kneel silently in a corner to watch while the others made love. Paulette would watch, learn, and ache with desire.

Her penis inside the cage was nothing more than a distant, forgotten memory. It no longer throbbed. It no longer grew stiff. It was merely a useless, imprisoned piece of flesh. Paulette no longer wanted it. She only wanted to serve. She only wanted to be useful. She only wanted to be loved.

And Jane did love her. In her own unique way.

That evening, Jane and Mike were having dinner. Paulette was serving the table, dressed in an incredibly short pink dress and high heels. Her body moved with fluid grace and elegance, like a professionally trained maid. Her blonde hair perfectly framed a meticulously made-up face: bold blue eyeshadow, thick mascara, and dark red lipstick.

Jane finished her plate of pasta, sipped her wine, and smiled warmly at Mike.

“It’s good, isn’t it?” she asked.

Mike nodded appreciatively. “Paulette is an excellent cook. And a wonderful servant.”

Jane set her fork down and elegantly wiped her mouth with a napkin. Then she reached across the table, took Mike’s hand, and squeezed it gently.

“I’m in the mood,” she said, her voice dropping into a low, warm, intimate tone.

Mike smiled back at her. “Me too.”

Jane stood up. She turned her gaze toward Paulette, who was standing quietly by the door, waiting for instructions.

Jane walked over to her. She gently stroked Paulette's forehead with one hand, the way one might pet a loyal, well-behaved dog.

“Paulette,” Jane said softly. “When you’ve finished clearing the table, come up to the bedroom. I want you to watch. I want you to learn. I want you to see exactly how a real man loves a real woman.”

Paulette nodded obediently, her heart thumping.

“And if you behave yourself perfectly,” Jane continued, “if you watch without moving, without speaking, and without touching yourself, one day I will let Mike mount you. That will be your ultimate prize. Your reward for being a thoroughly loyal slave.”

A sharp shiver cascaded down Paulette’s spine. Her penis pulsed weakly inside the cage, but she instantly ignored it. It didn't matter. None of that mattered anymore.

“Yes, Mistress,” she whispered submissively. “I will be good, I promise.”

Jane smiled. “I know you will, Paulette. I know.”

She turned back to Mike, took his hand, and guided him out of the dining room.

“Come,” she murmured. “I want you right now.”

Paulette was left alone in the quiet dining room. She looked down at the dirty plates, the half-empty glasses, and the used silverware. Her body trembled with a mixture of desire, anticipation, and profound hope.

But she didn't lose her focus. She began clearing the table slowly, handling every item with meticulous care. Every plate moved was a gesture of love. Every glass carried was a silent prayer.

When she was completely finished, she dried her hands and walked toward the master bedroom. The door was left slightly ajar, a warm sliver of light spilling out into the hallway.

She paused on the threshold and looked inside.

Jane was lying naked on the bed with Mike over her. Their bodies moved together in a slow, deep, highly passionate rhythm. Jane’s breathless moans filled the space entirely.

Paulette watched. She did not move. She did not speak. She did not touch herself.

She simply watched.

Mike was an incredibly skilled lover. His hands caressed Jane’s body with a perfect blend of gentleness and raw passion. His mouth moved hungrily over her neck, her breasts, and her lips. Their bodies moved in absolute unison, as if they had melted into a single entity.

Jane groaned loudly. “Right there, Mike. Just like that. Don’t stop.”

Mike accelerated the pace, his thrusts turning deeper, faster, and more intense. Jane cried out in pure ecstasy.

Paulette kept her eyes locked on the scene. Her eyes filled with tears, but they weren't tears of sadness or pain. They were tears of pure admiration, deep desire, and overwhelming hope.

She wanted to be just like Jane. She wanted to be taken exactly the way Jane was being taken. She desperately wanted to experience that level of pleasure, that total fullness, that absolute completion.

But she knew she wasn't ready yet. And she accepted that perhaps she never fully would be.

And that was perfectly fine. Because her rightful place was right there, kneeling on the threshold, watching. Her entire purpose was to serve. Her ultimate happiness was simply seeing Jane happy.

After half an hour, Mike and Jane finished. They lay tangled together, exhausted and deeply content. Jane stroked Mike’s bare chest, whispering something softly into his ear.

Mike laughed quietly. Then he turned his head toward the doorway.

“Paulette,” he called out. “Come here.”

Paulette stepped into the bedroom, keeping her head low, the sharp click of her heels echoing softly against the hardwood floor.

“On your knees,” Jane commanded.

Paulette immediately dropped to her knees right beside the bed. Jane looked down at her, her eyes unusually soft, almost affectionate.

“You did wonderfully tonight, Paulette,” Jane said. “You watched without moving. Without speaking. Without touching yourself. You did exactly what I commanded you to do.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Paulette whispered.

“And now,” Jane continued, “I want to give you a reward. Not what you truly long for just yet—not Mike. But something special nonetheless.”

She slid out of bed, walked over to the closet, and pulled out the familiar black strapon. Twelve inches, glossy, and entirely implacable.

“Lie down,” she ordered. “Face down. Pillow under your pelvis.”

Paulette obeyed without a second thought. She lay flat on the bed, pulled up the hem of her pink dress, and exposed her buttocks. The chastity cage sat locked between her thighs.

Jane stepped into the harness, the massive black silicone shaft hanging heavy between her legs. Mike sat back against the headboard, watching the scene unfold with intense interest.

“Now,” Jane said, stepping over her, “I’m going to take you the way I always do. But this time, Mike is going to watch. And he is going to learn. Because one day, perhaps, he will be the one taking you.”

Paulette felt every single cell in her body vibrate with pure excitement.

Jane moved closer, the tip of the silicone pressing against Paulette's skin.

“I’m going in,” Jane murmured. “Slowly. Just like always.”

The shaft slid smoothly inside. Paulette groaned, her body opening up completely, welcoming the depth and clamping down tight around it.

“Good girl,” Jane whispered. “Just like that. You are mine. Always.”

She began to move. Slowly at first, then rapidly building the pace. The rhythm became steady, deep, and relentless. Paulette moaned heavily, her body shifting in perfect harmony with Jane’s movements, riding her pace.

Mike watched, his eyes wide and his breathing turning heavily aroused.

“It’s incredible,” he muttered under his breath. “She’s so... perfect.”

“I know,” Jane replied proudly, never breaking her stride. “I trained her myself.”

She kept driving into her, systematically pushing Paulette over the edge. One orgasm, then a second, then a third. Paulette was completely lost in tears, her entire body wracked by heavy, trembling sobs of pure, overwhelming pleasure.

When Jane finally stopped, the strapon slid out of Paulette with a slick, wet sound. Paulette remained collapsed on the mattress, shivering and utterly spent.

Jane sat down on the edge of the bed next to her and gently stroked her hair.

“You were a very good girl tonight, Paulette,” she said softly. “Very good.”

Paulette looked up, her face entirely streaked with tears.

“Thank you, Mistress,” she whispered out of breath. “Thank you for taking me.”

Jane smiled down at her. “Go to sleep now,” she said. “Tomorrow, we continue.”

Mike leaned over, reached down, and gently kissed Paulette on the forehead.

“You’re a wonderful slave, Paulette,” he said softly. “Jane is very lucky to have you.”

Paulette felt her heart practically burst with pure joy.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered gratefully. “Thank you so much for saying that.”

The months rolled by. The weeks followed one after the other, each one identical in its routine, yet each one profoundly fulfilling. Paulette served, obeyed, and longed for more. Jane took her, possessed her, and loved her. Mike watched her, respected her boundaries, and desired her.

And then, one evening, Jane made a definitive decision.

It was a quiet Sunday. There were no outside guests. Just Jane, Mike, and Paulette. They had finished dinner and were now unwinding in the living room. Jane sat with a glass of wine in her hand, Mike was relaxed right beside her, and Paulette was kneeling submissively at their feet.

“Paulette,” Jane spoke up. “A full year has passed. A year since the day I caught you with Vex. A year since the day you signed the contract. A year since the day you became my property.”

Paulette nodded respectfully. “Yes, Mistress. A full year has passed.”

“And throughout this entire year,” Jane continued, her voice steady, “you have been an absolutely perfect slave. You have obeyed every command. You have served flawlessly. You have yearned. You have loved. You have done everything I ever asked of you, and so much more.”

Paulette felt a sudden rush of emotional tears welling up in her eyes.

“And now,” Jane announced, “I am going to give you your ultimate reward. The reward I promised you. The reward you have completely earned.”

She turned her head to look at Mike. “Mike,” she said smoothly. “Take her. Take her exactly the way I do. The way you’ve wanted to all this time.”

Mike smiled warmly. He stood up from the sofa and stepped closer to Paulette.

“Are you ready, Paulette?” he asked gently.

Paulette looked up at him, her eyes overflowing with tears, but behind them burned an intense mixture of desire, hope, and absolute joy.

“Yes, sir,” she whispered. “I am ready. I’ve been ready for a whole year.”

Mike took her gently by the hand and led her into the bedroom. Jane followed them inside and took a seat on a nearby chair, quietly watching.

Mike had Paulette lie down on the bed. Face down, with the pillow adjusted beneath her pelvis. Exactly the way Jane had always positioned her.

“Just relax,” he told her softly. “Don't resist it. Welcome it.”

Paulette nodded quickly. Her body was shivering with nerves, but she was entirely ready to receive him.

Mike discarded his trousers. His penis was fully erect—large, thick, and ready. He pressed himself against Paulette's skin.

“I’m going in,” he whispered. “Slowly. Just like Jane taught you.”

He pushed inside. Paulette let out a sharp, breathless gasp. It felt entirely different from the silicone strapon. This was warm, pulsing, and completely alive. She could feel every single inch, every throb, every single movement inside her.

“Just like that,” Mike murmured, holding her hips. “You're mine now. Just as much as you are Jane’s.”

Paulette wept openly. Tears of pure, unadulterated joy.

Mike began to move. Slowly at first to let her adjust, then gradually increasing the speed. The rhythm quickly became steady, deep, and intensely passionate. Paulette moaned loudly, her body shifting perfectly with Mike’s movements, completely yielding to his pace.

Jane watched from her chair, a proud smile spreading across her face.

“Good girl, Paulette,” Jane called out softly. “Wonderful. Now you are truly complete.”

Mike continued to drive into her for half an hour. When he finally reached his limit and came, Paulette felt the intense rush of his warm seed flooding deep inside her. And she wept tears of joy all over again.

Mike collapsed gently beside her, pulling her warm, trembling body tight into his arms.

“You did beautifully, Paulette,” he whispered against her hair. “You’ve been a truly wonderful slave.”

Paulette nodded silently, her body completely exhausted, but her heart overflowing with absolute fulfillment.

Jane stood up, walked over to the side of the bed, and leaned down. She gently kissed Paulette on the forehead.

“Now you belong to me completely,” Jane said softly. “There is no part of you left that hasn't been touched. There is no part of you left that hasn't been thoroughly possessed. You are mine. Forever.”

Paulette smiled through her tears. “Yes, Mistress. I am yours. Forever.”

The following morning, Paulette woke up early. Her body was deeply sore, but it was a sweet, validating ache—a physical reminder of the absolute pleasure she had received.

She got out of bed and dressed with her usual care. The short pink dress, the high heels, the flawless makeup. Just like always.

She walked down into the kitchen. Jane and Mike were already seated at the breakfast table, drinking coffee, talking, and laughing together.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Paulette said submissively. “Good morning, sir.”

“Good morning, Paulette,” Jane replied with a warm smile. “How are you feeling today?”

“Wonderful, Mistress,” Paulette said. “Absolutely wonderful.”

Jane’s smile widened. “Excellent. Then go ahead and make us some breakfast. We’re starving.”

Paulette nodded and immediately walked over to the stove. As she began brewing the fresh coffee and cracking the eggs into the pan, she could still feel the residual warmth of Mike’s body inside her. She felt the heavy, comforting weight of the chastity cage. She smelled the sweet scent of the cosmetics on her skin.

She was profoundly happy.

Mike stood up from the table, walked over to the counter, and gently placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder.

“Thank you, Paulette,” he said softly. “For everything.”

Paulette looked up into his eyes, her own instantly filling with emotional tears.

“Thank you, sir,” she whispered in a tiny voice. “Thank you for taking me. Thank you for making me feel like a woman.”

Mike smiled warmly. “You are a woman, Paulette. A real woman.”

He kissed her gently on the forehead and walked back to join Jane at the table.

Paulette turned back to the stove to finish preparing breakfast. Her hands were trembling slightly, but it was a tremor born of absolute joy.

Jane watched her from across the room, wearing a deeply satisfied smile.

“Paulette,” Jane called out. “Come over here for a second.”

Paulette immediately left the stove and stepped up to the table. Jane reached out and took her hand.

“You know,” Jane said softly, looking up at her, “a year ago, when I first caught you with Vex, I honestly thought my life was completely over. I thought my marriage was permanently destroyed. I thought I would never, ever be able to trust you again.”

Paulette lowered her eyes, a heavy wave of old guilt washing over her.

“But instead,” Jane continued, her voice softening with genuine affection, “I discovered something beautiful. I discovered that I could love you in an entirely different way. Not as a husband. Not as a traditional lover. But as my slave. As my personal creation. As my ultimate work of art.”

Paulette felt the hot tears finally spilling over her cheeks.

“You belong to me, Paulette,” Jane said firmly. “You are mine forever. And I will love you forever. In my own way.”

Paulette nodded vigorously, her heart bursting. “Yes, Mistress. I am yours. Forever.”

Jane pulled her down into a warm embrace, holding her tight, and kissed the top of her head.

“Now,” Jane said with a smile, letting her go, “finish making us breakfast. And then, we have the entire day ahead of us.”

Paulette nodded happily and hurried back to the stove.

Outside, the heavy rain began to fall over Portland. Just like it always did. Exactly like it had on that fateful day, one year ago.

But Paulette was no longer the same person. She was no longer Paul, the unfaithful, cheating husband. She was Paulette—the fiercely loyal slave. The deeply devoted maid. The perfect creation.

She was entirely happy.

Because she had finally found her rightful place. Her ultimate purpose. Her absolute peace.

She belonged completely to Jane. And Jane was finally happy.

Only Jane’s happiness mattered, and Paulette had finally, completely understood it.
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