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THE SAFEST WORD

A Transgender Discovery Story

_________________________________

ALLY VEGA


Prologue

Three weeks after the love of his life married another man, Ryan Martin finally felt ready to look at the wedding photos online.

There were two reasons he waited so long. 

The first was that he wasn’t sure he could relive seeing Cora walk down the aisle to marry Andrew. He wasn’t sure that he could see her dressed as a bride, or see her so happy. He had loved her for years, would do anything for her, and had at least two or three dozen stories to prove it. Whether he gave his time, money, or attention, Ryan would give anything that she would take. 

And Cora was very good at taking. 

Which brings us to the second reason Ryan did not want to look at the photos of the wedding: because he was in them. 

Kind of. 

He was in the photos because, at the very last moment, she needed a bridesmaid, and managed to convince him to do something he never imagined he’d do: put on a dress, cram his meager manhood into a chastity cage, slip into a tiny pair of panties, get his makeup done, and then stand around and look pretty.

Look pretty.

So none of their college friends knew he was in the wedding photos, but he was. He was just dressed as a hot young Polish woman named Cailey Rybzcak, a figment of Cora’s imagination and a product of Ryan’s acting.

And three weeks was plenty of time for Ryan to wonder how much acting he really did that day. 

He faked the accent, sure.

He pretended to not understand everyone around him. 

He forced a smile when they posed for wedding photos, and he acted like a sexy, confident young woman, all for his friend. 

But he didn’t fake the leg-shaking orgasm he had with Cora.

He did not pretend to climax while squeezed into the chastity cage Cora made him wear. 

He did not force his moans of pleasure with her, and in some ways he was a sexy, confident young woman for his friend. 

Although, what were they now? 

Do you recover from the vulnerability it takes to spread your legs for your friend? Do you ever tell them about the peaceful, satisfied sleep you had in the hotel room after they left you to come down on your own? 

Do you tell them that you spent three weeks fighting off the urge to look at attractive women because you wondered what it would be like to wear their outfit? 

Do you tell them that, every night since, you had unfamiliar but arousing dreams involving being felt up at the bar? Dreams of a handsome, unknown man who worships every inch of your smooth skin and makes aggressive love to you until you whimper? Dreams of walking on the beach while holding hands with someone just out of view, all while feeling your bikini get smaller, and smaller, and smaller, until it vanishes and you’re exposed? 

You probably don’t. You probably do what Ryan did: shove the bridesmaid’s dress, makeup, wig, strapon, and chastity cage into a bag and hide it all in the back of your coat closet. 

Until the night you can’t ignore it anymore. The night you go online to look at the wedding photos and tear up at how good you looked, at how many compliments you got in the comments section from college friends who thought the “Polish chick” was fun, and hot, and they hope she’s well. 

Until the night you post to a crossdresser forum looking for someone to help you, someone to listen, someone to understand even a fraction of what the last three weeks have been like, and one person does: AngelEyes14. 

Until the night AngelEyes14 shares that she has an online friend who gets her out of her shell, tells her to do things, and she does them, because she doesn’t know how to be a girl, and you don’t either, and you don’t know what you want, and neither does AngelEyes14, but her online friend Eric handles everything.

Eric asks you what you like, and then tells you what to buy. Eric tells you where to go, and what to do. Eric handles all of it. 

And Eric is very good at what he does. Thanks to Eric, Cailey gets dolled up several nights a week and goes outside. Thanks to Eric, Cailey orders flattering clothing, makeup that works for her skin, eye color, and hair color. 

Thanks to Eric, Cailey does what she’s told and goes out into the city to have adventures.
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Window shopping is over, read the text, and Cailey’s heart pounded as she saw the three little dots indicating there was more on the way. What would her next instructions be? Would it be another dare? Would she have to fetch another item on the scavenger hunt that never seemed to end? 

Up until now, tonight had been relaxing: even though everything was closed by now, she walked up and down the street, looking at the dresses and skirts in the windows, and even stopped to admire the lingerie at Boudoir even though she had no one to wear it for, and wasn’t sure who she wanted to wear it for. But the mere sight of the lacy garter belt and seductive stockings made her lose herself for who knows how long in front of the store, reliving her one and only sexual encounter: Cora, wearing bridal lingerie, using her until she was spent. 

It still shook her to her core, and sent her down a path that included Eric, a mysterious internet stranger, giving her challenges to complete. 

Outfits to wear, conversations to have, makeup to apply. 

What was Eric going to have her do this time? 

Time for some real shopping, the newest message read. There’s a coffee shop a block South of you. Go inside, and take a video of you ordering a tall vanilla latte. 

Yes, sir! she wrote back. Decaf, please? Or I’ll never sleep. She had gotten very good typing on her phone with longer nails, as the last three weeks of working with Eric gave her a lot of practice. Tonight’s nails were a deep, luxurious red, which matched her lipstick, both of which stood out since she was otherwise wearing black leather boots, black stockings, a form-fitting gray pencil skirt, and a black coat. The shade of red even made her do a double-take when she caught glimpses of herself in the reflection of the store windows.

That’s fine, came the reply. You need your beauty sleep. 

The walk to the coffee shop was deliberate, and likely drew some looks from people eating in the restaurants. She pretended not to notice, but she had warmed to it over time; at first she was self-conscious, and did not like being stared at. She had felt scrutinized, studied, and like she was in constant danger of being exposed. Kind of like how she felt at the wedding at first. 

After a few weeks, though, she had gotten more confident. People could watch if they wanted. Why not? She spent time on her makeup. She knew her clothes fit well and accentuated curves that she had, created them where there weren’t any curves, and made her body look tempting. 

Why wouldn’t she want people to stare? Men snuck looks with lust in their eyes. Many women stared, some with jealousy or judgment. 

There was something about the attention she got when she got dressed up for Eric…

The coffee shop he sent her to was called Beantown, a place she walked by every morning on her way to work, and sometimes even stopped in. Even though it was getting close to 9 pm, it was still busy. Eric routinely gave her little missions where she had to interact with other people, and he always wanted video as proof. She got out her phone and texted him that there were two people ahead of her in line. 

Let me know when you’re next, he wrote, and she wrote I’m next but hesitated before sending it, because she suddenly realized what was coming. She knew what the dare was. 

She couldn’t lie to Eric, though, if that even was his real name. They had only talked once on a video call, and he had what sounded like an accent. Spanish? Portuguese? She couldn't place it, but had to laugh because she once needed to pretend to be Polish and probably didn’t pull off the accent well at all.

Did it matter if Eric’s name wasn’t Eric? Did it matter if his accent was fake? A lot wasn’t real about Cailey, either. Everyone had secrets. 

Her promise to Eric was to be truthful, and his was that she’d be safe. He’d push her a little, sure, because that’s what she wanted: she wanted these little girly challenges to get her out of the apartment, to get her interacting with people, and to get her feeling…well, anything. But he wouldn’t make her do anything illegal or dangerous. So far he was trustworthy, and they even agreed on a safe word–watermelon–that she could use if she was ever pushed too far. She had never needed it. 

Yet. 

Because as she hovered her red-nailed thumb over the Send button on her phone to let him know she was next in line, she knew what was in store for her. 

And sure enough, as soon as the message was read, she could feel the vibrating plug inside of her start to rumble. Wherever Eric was, whoever Eric was, he had activated the wireless vibrator that he had her insert earlier that night. 

She jumped a little and had to cough to politely cover up the little gasp of surprise that came out of her mouth. The vibrations were gentle, but still strong enough where she knew it would be hard to stand for very long if the order in front of her took too long to fill.

Which it did, as a young woman in leopard print leggings and a black peacoat seemed to be ordering the most complicated drink on the menu, then substituting everything. Vegan soymilk. No, no: oat milk. Cashew cream. Cruelty-free sprinkles.

Cruelty-free sprinkles? That couldn’t possibly be what she said, but it was hard to concentrate on words with the growing feeling of pleasure in her panties. All the extra time Miss Leopard Print was taking gave Eric plenty of time to increase the vibration speed, and to start introducing a vibrating pattern which rose and fell, rose and fell, rose and fell. 

Oh no, she thought as a handsome middle-aged man got in line behind her. Can he hear this? And she squeezed her legs together.

Which made it worse. She fanned herself with one perfectly-manicured hand. 

She shuffled her weight and clicked her heels on the floor, which only seemed to draw more attention to herself, as the middle-aged man made eye contact and smiled a friendly smile. 

Meanwhile, the vibrator was hammering against the most sensitive area in her body, an area she didn’t even know she had until she spent those blissful minutes with Cora. 

She had specific instructions for her tasks, and she needed to get her phone ready for the video, but the vibrations made it nearly impossible to stay focused. She already found it a turn-on to walk around in attractive, feminine clothing, so she had been experiencing foreplay for almost two hours already. This was going to put her over the top. Eric knew this. Eric knew what he was doing. 

The pattern subsided just as the young woman stepped aside and Cailey was called up to place her order with the blue-haired barista. She held her phone off to the side, casually, to try and hide the fact it was recording. She stole a quick glance at it to make sure she was in frame, and then in a confident, whispery voice, ordered exactly what she was told to order: a decaf tall vanilla latte. 

The cashier rang up the order. “What’s the name?” the girl said. 

“Cailey,” she said right as the vibrating pattern started to pulse again, deep within her, and she bit her lip, feeling what she knew was a clear drop of precum squeeze out of her. 

Cailey had to put her hand down on the counter to steady herself. 

“Everything OK?” the barista asked.

Cailey nodded. “Hot in here,” she said, swiping her card to pay and fanning herself again.

She stepped to the side to wait for her drink, and the vibration followed her. She needed to stop the recording and send the video to Eric, and hopefully that would be the end of the buzzing. 

Except the video…got stuck? 

It attached to her text message just fine, but then never delivered. She tapped it to try again. 

Same result: the stopwatch icon would display, for a full minute, then time out. Message not sent. 

No, she thought, trying not to panic. No, no, no!

The entire lower half of her body was tingling, pulsing, feeling alive, feeling like it was taking the energy from the vibrations and storing it right in the center of her panties until there was enough there to burst.

She didn’t have room for much more energy. She tapped to send the video again and she felt a single drop of sweat run down her spine, then disappear between her legs. 

Could this be when she needs to text her safe word to him? She didn’t want to, but this was an emergency. She did not want to climax in a coffee shop.

“Cailey?” a young man said, holding up a cup for her. 

“That’s me,” she said, taking the cup from him. Hot coffee was not going to help with her sweat problem, or the mess that she was moments away from making in her underwear. If she came right here in the store, would she have to spill coffee on herself to distract people? Was she about to ruin a dress because she couldn’t hold her cum? 

Thank goodness for this chastity cage, she thought, or she’d be standing here pointing an erection straight at this poor barista. 

The rumbling in her panties was getting unbearable. Another drop of precum came out of her, and she felt that her panties were now wet, and only getting wetter.

That was the moment that her video sent, and Eric finally, thankfully, turned off the vibrations. She audibly exhaled, and the middle aged guy cocked his eyebrow at her as she turned and walked past him, still fanning herself with one hand and exhaling in relief. 

Back out on the street, the cool air felt delicious on her body, and she paused for a moment to open her legs a little to try to get back in control of her body. She also needed to check her phone. 

Good girl, it read. We’ll talk tomorrow. You can go home. 

Cailey looked up from her phone and the street was different now. It was hers. She could go do anything she wanted now that Eric was done with her for the night, now that she was done with Eric. 

But she was spent. Wobbling. A mess.

Her panties were full of precum, and she held her decaf coffee in her unsteady hand. She didn’t need to drink it even if it was decaf, though it was keeping her warm. It was time to go home. 

The problem with going home, she thought, was that Cailey didn’t really live anywhere. 

She did have an apartment a few blocks from where she stood, but she’d be Ryan when she got there. 

It was the opposite of whatever magic was. 
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Cailey had arrived on Earth fully-formed. She had no parents, had no childhood, no birthday parties, scraped no knees, had no slumber parties, kissed no boys, and never experimented in college because she never went. 

But wherever Cailey Rybzcak went, she brought Ryan Martin’s memories with her. Ryan’s childhood, Ryan’s phone number, Ryan’s debit card, driver’s license, and work ID card. Everything significant was Ryan’s. 

Including home. 

Because Cailey sat on Ryan’s furniture. Cailey slept in Ryan’s bed on Ryan’s sheets. Cailey once wore leggings and a sweatshirt and cooked in Ryan’s kitchen using Ryan’s pan to make eggs the way Ryan likes. 

Cailey would sit in the chair at the desk where Ryan sat to work with colleagues who knew him as Ryan. Cailey kept the camera off when she worked from home and logged into Ryan’s work computer, talked in his voice, and spent his money. It was three months of yo-yoing back and forth between adventure and confusion. 

But it was Cailey walked into the apartment after the adventure in Beantown, and it was Cailey who smelled the remnants of the strawberry candle she lit earlier. It was Cailey who knew she needed to take a few things off:

• Boots.

• Coat.

• Top.

• Training bra. 

• Skirt.

• Stockings.

• Panties. 

• Chastity cage.

Seven out of eight’s not bad, and she found herself naked except for her cage, staring at her reflection by the light of the moon coming in through the windows of the apartment. 

That cage.

The arrangement she had with Eric was that he would not let her out of the cage until the morning after her adventures, which guaranteed she’d stay feminine for longer; if she could come home and play with herself as a guy would, where was the fun in that? 

That’s what Eric said, anyway. 

The chastity cage kept her very contained, mostly because the bridesmaid dress was tight enough where any kind of sexual arousal would have ruined the illusion, and, further, created enough of a distraction where Cora wouldn’t have been the center of attention. It wasn’t a good idea to move Cora to the periphery of attention, especially on her own wedding day, especially if what she was competing against was the erection, however modest, of one of her bridesmaids. 

Cailey was not locked in a padlock, but rather a plastic lock that had a number printed on it; Eric had her order them. 

If she snipped the lock and let herself out to give herself some relief, Eric would know. 

That trust between Cailey and Eric was important, even if it was Internet Trust. It was, quite honestly, the only relationship Cailey had with anyone; everyone else knew her as Ryan. No one else knew her as a her at all, not even Cora. 

So it was important. But it also sucked. It sucked because that vibrator brought her to the brink of orgasm, and how could she walk away from that? She couldn’t. She needed it. Her panties were damp in the crotch still, and she could tell she leaked more than she thought she did. 

No, she needed to get off. Needed to.

But how?

She had to scrape the inside of the lube bottle to get enough to insert the vibrator earlier, so that was out. But at least now she knew that a bottle of lube lasted three months. 

With her cage lightly jangling between her legs, she walked to the kitchen, looking for anything that might help. 

No olive oil. No coconut oil. No oil of any kind. 

She opened the fridge. Butter?

For God’s sake, she thought. Who masturbates with butter? 

She jangled back to the bedroom and felt another drop squeeze out of her. She reached down with her index finger, touched it to the head of the little cock that wasn't allowed out to play, and brought the long, clear string to her lips.

It was sweet. Sticky. 

God, if Cora were here, she’d figure it out. She’d have lube tucked in her cleavage, or a vibrator in her purse. Cora would have arranged everything, then made it look like it was your idea to give her what she wanted.

Lube was out. What about saliva? She licked one finger, and rubbed it around the outside of her asshole, hoping it would be slick enough to do the job. 

She steadied herself against the wall with one hand and worked her finger around, and around, feeling herself instantly transported to how weak-kneed she felt in Beantown. She squeezed herself around the tip of her finger and immediately knew that, no, it was not slick enough.

She also knew it wouldn’t be big enough, as the strapon from Cora was able to stretch her more, work magic inside of her. A lot can happen in three months, and a lot needed to happen in the next three minutes or she was going to lose her mind with lust, worse than she did moments earlier when she gave a knowing glance to her butter. 

She couldn’t use the vibrator, not even pressed against her cage, because she didn’t have the PIN to activate it; only Eric did. She had no other sex toys, and knew that the next day she’d be looking online to make sure she never got into this kind of trouble again. 

But tonight, it seemed hopeless. She was out of options. 

Please, she texted Eric. I need to cum. That was too much in the coffee shop. 

She sat, naked, legs crossed, waiting for the three little dots to appear to let her know he was at least thinking about her, at least able to give her what she needed. 

We’ll talk tomorrow, Little Miss 1009. 

Her heart sank as she read the note. She was on the ninth lock. He wanted a photo tomorrow morning of an intact lock that was numbered 1009. 

Please, she wrote back. 

Be a good girl, Cailey, he wrote, and followed it up with the blown kiss emoji.

She simply could not text back and just say “watermelon.” 

Could she? 

But using the safe word required a meeting. How badly did she want to video chat with Eric? How badly did she want to plead her case to a real live person if she threw in the towel, all in the name of sexual release? 

No safe word. Not yet. There had to be a way. 

She went back to the strapon, and climbed into bed. Spreading her legs wide, she slowly dragged the head of the dildo over her inner thighs and felt it hit the speedbump that was her cage. Then she did it again. 

And again. 

With her free hand she began tracing circles around her nipples, and giving them a squeeze. It was an unexpected mix of pleasure and pain, a stinging that seemed to make her body come alive. 

It felt wonderful, she was still turned on from the whole evening, but, as she played with the head of the dildo and used it to explore her helpless body, nothing was building. It just felt good, then felt good, then felt good again. It didn’t escalate, or get more intense. She was chasing a climax but making no progress; it felt just as far away as it felt earlier. 

She dragged the dildo again, this time pressing down harder, hoping that it would somehow create more feeling, but it didn’t. So she went harder, and harder still, and even harder. Before she knew what was happening, she was gasping for breath, slapping her own cage with the dildo Cora used to fuck her, and clenching her body in an attempt to chase any pleasure at all that she could feel.

It wasn’t working. 

“Watermelon,” she said to herself in the dark.  

She stopped. She had to. She was starting to get sore, her thigh muscles and her core were getting tired from clenching hard, and she realized she was doing little more than taking her own frustration out on herself. She let one arm fall across her eyes, then let the dildo drop to the floor, where it landed with a dull thud. 

After a few minutes spent listening to breath slow down, she accepted reality, slid between her sheets, curled up in the fetal position, and eventually slept. 
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Her wig had stayed on all night, and when she woke up the next morning, she still felt like…herself. There was the usual disorientation she felt when waking up after a night out with Eric, like how she could see right into a closet full of men’s dress shirts, or how the room’s second-hand, functional furniture had no warmth to it. 

Speaking of warmth, the room was chilly, which had the unexpected benefit of making it easier for her sexual arousal to subside overnight, like she had applied ice between her legs to try and keep her mind off the raging desire that represented the end of her night. 

Lately it had begun to feel more and more like she woke up in a strange man’s bed, but as she lay there feeling the cool apartment air on her face, arms, and toes, and as she clung to the warmth in the sheets, she wondered: what would Cailey’s room look like? Why did this room feel less and less familiar, or comfortable? Why would Cailey have different taste in furnishings? 

Who even was Cailey?

Whoever she was, she needed to get dressed, as she couldn’t send a photo of her cage until 9 am, and it was only 8:46. 

She got up, rummaged in her dresser through the boy underwear and found a sports bra, put on a red cotton thong that matched her nails, a pair of light gray leggings, and a New England Patriots sweatshirt that she felt comfortable wearing because it didn’t remind her of anything; no one in her family was a football fan, and she only got the sweatshirt because it was too small for her friend Greg. 

Still caged, she puttered around the kitchen and made coffee, trying to remember her dreams. Given how desperate she was for sexual contact the previous evening, she was surprised that her dreams behaved. For a change. They had become fairly filthy over time, confusing her and making her question almost everything. If she had a therapist, they would book double sessions trying to tease out what many of those dreams were about. 

They were about Cora, at first. Then they were instant replays of her at the wedding. Then they skipped every other possible topic and jumped straight to porno plots: men helping her with car trouble, men helping her open jars, fix her computer, and clean the pool she didn’t know she had. Rough men, muscular men, strong men. Didn’t matter, they were all men. None of the men had faces, but they were definitely men. 

Those men weren’t Cora, which is what she had gotten used to dreaming about. It wasn’t quite as surprising as having a dream about being attracted to aliens, but still: given her sexuality was defined mostly by Cora, it was a pretty seismic shift to wake up horny from a dream about being touched by a man, only to want to go back to that dream right away.

As she sipped her coffee, she looked up and saw it was 9:03; she missed her chastity check-in by three minutes, not that it mattered if she was late. She grabbed her phone, sat at her kitchen table, pulled her leggings down to her knees, tugged her red thong to the side, and snapped a pic of her lock, number 1009, still in place after one very rough night.

Checking in, read her text to Eric. 

A few minutes later came his reply. Hope you got creative and had a great night, it read. Talk to you Friday, 1010. 

She brought the kitchen shears between her legs, grabbed the little plastic lock, and snipped it clean in two. 

The cage came off in two pieces if you don’t include the lock. The rounded dome popped forward as soon as the lock was broken, leaving just the ring behind. She was still a little sore from the night before, and getting the ring off took a little finesse. It frequently took a little time to get the cage on or off, as part way through she’d get turned on enough where squeezing herself into the cage became impossible until she calmed down. 

This morning, however, it came off pretty easily since she was sore enough to not be aroused while she touched herself and worked the ring off. After getting herself through the ring, she set both pieces down on the table with a clatter. She exhaled deeply and sat with her legs wide open, as if her little cock had been gasping for air. 

She waited for the inevitable erection.

It never came. Maybe things weren’t so inevitable after all. 

It drooped between her legs, naked and hairless, and looked down on it, giving it a little swat. She pulled her thong back into place, wriggled into her leggings, and went about her morning. 

As she sipped her coffee and moved around the apartment, she mostly imagined. What would she get rid of if she needed to start over? What furniture, or art, or clothing could she replace with something more girly? 

What did she like? 

She made her bed, leaning over it to feel her sweatshirt move over her ass, exposing herself for…nobody. But it felt good to bend and reach, knowing what she must have looked like from behind.

She found her dildo under the bed, where it must have rolled after she dropped it. Back in the dresser it went, underneath the few pair of panties she owned. She imagined what the drawer would look like if there were no more boxer briefs in it. Twice now she had worn panties to work, and both times were exhilarating, though she was overly conscious of standing and sitting, hoping no one in the office spotted a pink waistband. 

She tidied her floor, which had her outfit from the night before. One of the downsides of living two lives recently was how much more laundry she did: not only was she washing her work clothes when Ryan would go to the office, but she would also have to wash her Cailey clothes that she’d slip into after getting home. This meant twice as much laundry, twice as much detergent, and twice as much money. She added laundry detergent to her list of things to get that day, and collapsed on the couch with her feet up on the coffee table.

She lay back with one leg crossed on top of the other and admired her own legs. She rubbed her thighs together, very slowly, luxuriating in the feeling against her skin. Skin that she had been keeping perfectly shaved and smooth. 

She looked at herself in the mirror. Makeup needed to be touched up, the wig could probably stand to go into a ponytail, but other than that, she thought she looked pretty good, all things considered. She ran her fingers along the waistband of her leggings, and realized she did not feel like getting back into Boy Mode any time soon. In fact, if she wanted to go out and get lube and laundry detergent, why not go out in what looked like pretty standard weekend wear for any mid-twenties girl on laundry day. 

Except…

As she stood in front of the mirror and twisted her hips around, admiring the fit of the leggings, she had to admit that her bulge, which she often found cute when she was by herself, was not completely hidden. Not that she was turned on; no, that was under control for now. But she wasn’t exactly flashing a camel toe. 

Sure, she was getting used to turning a few heads, but if she went shopping like this, she’d be turning heads for reasons she feared, not reasons she was proud of. 

Which meant only one thing: back into the cage. Unless she wore something shapeless and frumpy that would hide what was between her legs, there was really no avoiding this. Her wardrobe wasn’t so huge that she had dozens or hundreds of choices when she wanted to do something, and she felt good in the leggings combo she had, sort of got a kick out of how well she was pulling off the disheveled look, and did need to do something about her lube problem. Even if she only made it to a little pharmacy or a grocery store to get a small tube of something, she’d at least be able to work with that, then order a bigger bottle online while she shopped for toys later. 

It had been a lazy morning, a gentle and reassuring way to recover from the frustration of the night before. And she knew how the afternoon would go: she had some freelance editing work waiting for her in her inbox. Editing was something that came naturally to her, and she loved that it was extra: she could curl up on the couch with her laptop and get paid to read and be Cailey. As long as the work got done, everything was fine. It was work, but didn’t always feel like work, as she was dressed however she wanted to be. Sometimes leggings, sometimes a skirt.

Always panties. 

It was one of the times she did not need Eric to give her something appropriate to do. Last night was really the first time he had ever pushed her far; usually the challenges were tame: ask strangers for directions, order something from a store without a vibrator making you cum, make small talk with a cashier. Eric would also make her do things like ride a subway to a particular store across town to buy something, then send him the receipt to prove it. Go get a manicure. Buy hair removal cream and send him a pic of her using it. 

Despite the stress of the adventure in Beantown, having Eric was a comfort, at least in the early days of being Cailey. She certainly didn’t know where to go or what to do, and wouldn’t have gone out to talk to people on her own. But having someone there to tell her what to do, to coach her, to give her little challenges and rewards, just made it easier to relax at times. 

Such as the afternoons or evenings when she could do freelance work, light a candle, listen to soft music, earn a little money, and feel feminine. Feel in control. Feel…normal. 

And she was already contrasting that lazy afternoon with the evening she knew she’d have: fucking herself with the strapon dildo until she exploded. 

First she needed lube. And she had to go out to get it. Dressed like this, only without broadcasting the bulge between her legs. And if she was already in the smallest, tightest pair of panties she owned, then there was only one way she knew of to keep herself contained.  

It was already time to get back into the cage.
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Her walk to the pharmacy was only a few blocks, but it was chilly on her legs in an invigorating way. The sweatshirt did plenty to keep her top half warm even if the only thing she had underneath it was a sports bra. On the way, she watched the shadow of herself in front of her, and could make out her naked-looking legs, bundled up body, long hair, and the knitted wool hat with a fuzzy pom-pom at the top. She needed to improvise after realizing there wasn’t much styling she could do to the wig to make it look better. 

She walked down Marsden Street, which looked different in the daylight than it did last night. She was aware that she had people staring at her when she was dressed elegantly, as that made her stand out. During the day, however, she almost blended in. She was just a girl in leggings, swinging a bag at her side after having gone shopping.

A bag that was actually getting heavy since she had decided to buy the biggest size of detergent to save money given how much laundry she was doing, and would do. 

After switching from one arm to another a few times on her walk, she needed a break.

She was just a few doors down from Beantown when she couldn’t bear it any longer. She could go in, get a cup of hot chocolate to warm up, and play on her phone; it didn’t look as busy as it was the night before. 

Her walk to the counter was considerably harder the night before, as this time she did not have a vibrating plug inside her trying to force her to cum in public. She did, however, have the memory of almost cumming in public, and that made the walk to the counter challenging for different reasons. 

And so she was straining against her cage again by the time she got to the front of the short line to order her drink, which then became hard because of the young man who was set to take her order.

His nametag read “Jalen.” He was tall, broad-shouldered, had close-cropped black hair, and the white of the uniform shirt stood in stark contrast to his dark skin. A shirt that couldn’t cover up his muscles completely; Cailey could tell what was under the shirt.

That was the body of the men in her dreams. They never had faces, but those men could have been Jalen. 

She could tell what was in his shirt; she hoped he couldn’t tell what was in her panties. 

“Uh, hi,” she stammered. “One hot chocolate, please.”

She felt herself flush. Why? All she did was order a drink.

“What size?” he asked her in a deep voice. 

My God, he looked strong.

“Strong,” she said. “I mean, big. Large. A large.”

God, this was embarrassing. She held her hands in front of herself to cover her crotch that she knew he couldn’t see, but that still felt warm. 

“Strong, like, extra cocoa or something?” 

“No, just a regular large is fine. I don’t know what I was thinking.”

“It’s OK,” he said. “That’ll be $5.75. Name?”

“Cailey.”

“Cailey,” he said, scribbling it on the cup. 

That was the moment that one of her bag handles decided it was done holding the weight of the large–or big, or strong–laundry detergent bottle. It dropped to one side, and Cailey was left holding one handle, which wouldn’t support the weight by itself for very long.

“Shit,” she said. “I mean, shoot. Sorry.” 

“I got it,” he said. “Let me get you a better bag. We got something back here I’m sure.” 

Cailey reached into the bag and pulled out the little squeeze bottle of lube, held it in her hand, then snuck it into her sweatshirt pocket, hoping no one saw. Hoping Jalen didn’t see. 

Jalen came around the counter with her drink, but also had a big canvas tote bag, and he took out the detergent for her and put it in the bigger bag. He definitely would have seen the lube had she not acted quickly. She was already red; she couldn’t get redder. 

“Thanks,” she said. 

“You staying here?” he asked.

“Um, what? I guess so.”

“Sorry, I probably should have asked ‘for here or to go?’ But what I mean is, I can carry this to your seat if you need me to. This shit’s heavy. I mean, sorry, this bag is heavy. No wonder it broke.” 

“Oh,” she said, looking around quickly. “Yeah, I’ll sit right over by the window.”

“There you go,” he said, setting her bag down on the seat opposite the one she sat in. “Have a good one.”

She didn’t say thank you. She didn’t even say thanks. What she did was tuck her hair behind her ear and smile, then look at her hot chocolate like she was embarrassed about something.

What the hell, she thought. Why was I an idiot? 

He walked back to the counter, and Cailey saw the blue-haired barista from the night before stare back at her with daggers in her eyes. As soon as Jalen got back to the counter, Blue Hair walked over and began obviously flirting with him, touching him on his arm, and looking up at him with joy.

Jalen towered over Blue Hair. Jalen towered over Cailey too. 

Cailey shrugged off the stare of jealousy. What did it matter? Sure, it was unsettling to have people not like her, or to stare impolitely. But this was the pettiness of what passed for an office Romance in a coffee shop. It just was. 

She sipped her hot chocolate and it was way too hot, so she took the lid off to let out some steam. She wished she could do the same to her sweatshirt, as her body still felt flushed and hot. Bothered. 

No, that couldn’t be what she meant, she thought. Hot and bothered? Doesn’t that mean something else? 

She played some games on her phone while she sat, stared out the window at the people shopping and wandering around, and worked up the arm strength to walk the few blocks back to her apartment with the detergent in her arms. 

Her apartment. 

And she counted three times that her eyes met Jalen’s as they were going about their separate lives. Twice she looked up and caught him staring at her, and once she watched him tidy something behind the counter she couldn’t see, and he looked up at her mid-stare. She tried looking away quickly, but he smiled at her. 

Was he smiling because he caught her looking at him? Or was he trying to get her to smile back? Was he being friendly? More?

The last time she looked away, she felt a drop of precum squeeze out of her again. Great, she thought, feeling the too-familiar sensation of need forming in her body.

What did she need?

Did it matter?

Fortunately, she was out of hot chocolate and no longer had a good excuse to be there anyway, so she got up, careful not to flash anyone who might have been looking in case there was a wet spot in her leggings. Jalen was nowhere to be found as she tossed her empty cup, but Blue Hair gave her a nice, big fake smile as she left. 

By the time she lugged the detergent up her stairs and got back home, the colder air tamed the unnamed lust that tried to form between her legs. Which was just as well, given the amount of editing she needed to do that afternoon, and she wasn’t sure she could ignore that amount of sexual frustration if she had work to do. 

Might as well keep the cage on if she was going to work first and play later. 

The work part took the rest of the afternoon, and the sun started to go down by the time she uploaded the last of the files she was supposed to edit and format for the small travel magazine that hired her. The work was easy, and fun, and she was eager to do anything she could do in leggings. Getting paid for it was a bonus. 

It would have been great if she slammed her laptop shut when the uploader reached 100%, but instead she kept the computer open on her lap, feeling the warmth of it spreading through her thighs. It was warm enough, and she was engaged in the articles on Spain enough, where she didn’t notice that the apartment was still chilly; her cheap landlord Rob was probably still holding out on turning the furnace on for the season. He didn’t live here, but she bet his house was warm already. 

Did this mean she needed more warm clothes? Should she shop for something else? Something that she would choose, rather than something Eric would suggest for her?

Most of what he had her buy worked out fine; he knew what he was doing. But part of growing up was making your own choices, and it was maybe time to start making more of them.

Starting with a bigger bottle of lube. A cloth ruler to take her own measurements. A pair of fuzzy brown boots (winter is coming, after all; may as well be warm and cute…). Another pair of black leggings. Royal blue leggings. Pink leggings with a pocket for her phone. 

Click. Purchased. 

What’s this? A blonde wig that looked identical to the one she had on, so she could have a backup?

Click.

A brown one, but with straighter hair. She’d wondered what it felt like to be a brunette.

Click.

A redhead, too. 

Click. 

Then it was a black and white houndstooth skirt, a black pencil skirt, three pairs of stockings in various colors, a pair of fishnet thigh highs, and a pair of black pumps. 

Click, click.

A three-pack of lace thong panties, a three-pack of string bikini briefs, a three pack of booty shorts, and a pair of the sexiest looking tight jeans she had ever seen, and she hoped she looked half as good as the model. She could wear the jeans with booty shorts underneath. She could wear them with the pumps she bought earlier.

She could wear them with the soft, cashmere sweater she was about to buy: click. 

And just like that, in 30 minutes, she managed to spend all of the money that she earned from her freelance work but hadn’t been paid yet. Actually, she spent quite a bit more.

It was worth it, and she wasn’t done yet. Because she still remembered her promise to herself from last night: she never wanted to be in the position again of needing release, but not being able to get it. Which meant she needed at least one way of getting herself off that didn’t involve feeling like a guy, and didn’t involve being at Eric’s mercy. 

And while she spent 30 minutes shopping for clothes because she knew what she liked, she took at least 30 minutes looking at sex toys, because she didn’t know what was out there, other than what Cora had between her legs back on the wedding day, and what Cailey had between her legs as she shopped. 

There were too many choices. She had to accept her anatomy and not even look at the vibrators shaped like rabbits with two excited ears, or the ones shaped like dolphins which massaged spots she didn’t think she had. She also looked away from the whips, chains, cuffs, and clamps. 

But she spent a lot of time in the section for dildos, looking for something that was bigger than the strapon she already had. Maybe something that vibrated. Something that she’d know when she saw. 

And then she saw it. 

Page four of the search results. 

It was the most realistic-looking dildo she had ever seen, and it could…thrust? What? There was a demo video, and she played it. 

Somewhere in the shaft of the dildo–which was both rigid enough to stay erect, but soft enough to be stretched and extend its length–there was a motor that caused it to grow by three inches.

This thing could fuck you, all by itself. It had a suction cup. You could attach it to the floor and it would fuck you. You could put it in the shower and it would fuck you there. You could put it anywhere, put the tip inside of you, and it would fuck you.

You could lay back and let go. You could bend yourself over something, and be taken. 

You could do whatever you wanted with it. If the motor ever broke, it wouldn’t be useless; it would just become a regular dildo. 

And, most importantly, Eric wouldn’t have the code, so it would be hers. 

Hers. 

It came in two colors: Natural, and Black. Why were those opposites? she wondered. What’s unnatural about the black one? Nothing. 

She looked at the black one. She imagined it from the men of her dreams, dangling between their legs as they carried her detergent up the staircase. She imagined Jalen holding the door open for her, setting the detergent down here, in her apartment, and then looking down between his legs at his massive cock that looked…

…exactly like the one online. 

Click.
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Sunday morning, Cailey woke up, still caged, still chilly. The night before had been tricky: she had the lube, and she had the strapon, and she didn’t need to be locked up. But something about the thrusting dildo made her intrigued enough where she knew she could hold out for a few days until it was delivered. She wanted that to be how she got off next. 

Because Cora had gotten her off. Cora took care of everything, and she could have pleasure delivered to her, just the way she wanted it. Every time she had gotten off since then, she had to use her hands. 

She got close with the vibrator that Eric was controlling. She had come close, and she knew it. 

She knew when she ordered the dildo that it would be how she got off next. 

But she didn’t quite trust herself to hold off until it arrived. Hence the cage, which had caused her such agony while she wore it, that she was relieved to take off each time she reached the time limit, and that somehow she was choosing to wear, locked up with the little 1010 lock…

Oh, shit, she thought. 

That 1010 lock was the one she would need to use Friday night the next time she had an adventure with Eric. Saturday morning at 9 am, Eric would want a pic of that lock, still connected, and only then would she be let out. 

Except she was already wearing it. And it was Sunday morning. She needed to stay in the cage like this for the next six days. 

Unless there was a way out of this…

She had been working with Eric for a few months, and it was undeniably helpful. It got her out of her shell, made her work on things she wouldn’t have worked on by herself, things like talking, making plans, and staying on top of her life. She needed help with stuff like that, especially since she never learned to be a girl, never knew she wanted to be one, even some of the time, until recently. She knew she wouldn’t be with Eric forever, but it had only been a few months; could she call it quits now? Would he understand if she called it off now, but then wanted to start up again later? 

At the same time, she did go out yesterday on her own, not to complete his challenges, but to complete hers. Just normal errands, normal things that people do. And it was completely fine. No vibrator, no need to sexualize it, although she still managed to feel sexualized when back in the coffee shop and talking to a handsome, muscular, probably hung young man. 

She had no idea if he was hung, and no idea where that thought even came from.

To clear her head, she did laundry, and the detergent bottle was a little bit lighter after she completed her fourth load of the day. She was behind on her office clothes, as she mostly kept her few Cailey outfits clean at the expense of her Ryan clothes. But it was Ryan who needed to go to work in the morning, and so there she was, like a dutiful housewife, doing a man’s laundry for him. 

Part of her found that a little bit funny. She also found it funny when she set up the ironing board and ironed five dress shirts for Ryan. 

“The ungrateful jerk,” she said to the empty room. “He’s not even here. I bet I don’t even get a thank you!” 

She resisted the urge to set out two plates for the dinner that she made as a joke, but no one was around to find it funny, and she wasn’t even sure she found it funny. Cailey ate dinner by herself that night, and Cailey brushed her teeth, and Cailey slept in the bed, and on Monday morning, Cailey got up, did some yoga in the living room, but then needed to get ready for work, and it was Ryan who came out of the bathroom, and Ryan who got dressed, and Ryan walked to work and felt positively awful the whole day. 

The meetings sucked more than usual. Everyone’s smiles, including his own, seemed more insincere than usual. The breakroom coffee was worse than usual. His concentration was shot; he had never worn a cage to the office before, was not used to the way things felt in dress pants and a dress shirt, and needed to remind himself three times that the urinal was off limits.

The way his clothes felt…that was the hardest part. After a few days of wearing stockings or leggings, his pants felt loose. Like clown pants. They weren’t, and he knew this, but he still felt like he was a spectacle just sitting at his desk.  

And at 5 o’clock he clomped home in his stupid shoes and raced up the stairs with the two packages in the mailroom to see what had arrived already. He knew it wasn’t the dildo, but at least two things from the binge order had already come, and he couldn’t wait to see which ones. 

It was the pink leggings and the new blonde wig, both of which he tried on after he got out of Ryan Mode and into Cailey Mode. And Cailey stood in the kitchen at 6:30, getting a little dinner ready, wearing her new pink leggings and a Buffalo Bills sweatshirt. Who, coincidentally, were playing on Monday Night Football that very night against the Philadelphia Eagles, whoever they were. 

Watching football wasn’t the kind of thing Ryan would do, but it was exactly the kind of thing Cailey would do, right? There was something about sitting cross-legged on her couch, lit by the glow of the TV, clapping when someone whose name she already forgot scored another touchdown. She jumped up at one point when someone made a diving catch, and the bottle of lube fell out of her front pocket. She picked it up, knew she wasn’t going to use it that night, and stuck it in her purse, which was on the coffee table. 

Overall, Monday started badly but got better by the end of the day. 

Tuesday was no different, except Ryan was so cold on his walk home he almost–almost–stopped at Beantown for a hot chocolate, until he looked in the window and saw that Jalen was working. He couldn’t explain why, but knew that it would be weird if he went in there and talked to Jalen. 

It wasn’t until he got back to his apartment, picked up the three packages that were delivered during the day, and put on a new pink thing and his new black leggings, that he finally felt himself throb in his little, restrictive cage. By then, she was Cailey again, and reaching into her panties to taste the single drop of precum felt like the thing she should do without shame. 

She checked her dildo order, which simply said “Delayed in transit.”

Shit. 

Plans change, but how were these plans going to change? The cage couldn’t come off until Eric said so, and she didn’t want to snip the lock. But if the dildo wasn’t going to arrive any time soon, how much more sexual frustration could she take? She hadn’t been horny non-stop for the last few days, but she was getting set off by the damndest things now, like sitting, standing, thinking about Jalen, or slapping herself on the cage with the strapon. 

She crawled into bed that night intending to give that method another try, but made it two trips over her speedbump before thinking better of it; it would be just her luck to make herself sore again, just in time for the mailman to bring the dildo the next day, when she couldn’t use it. 

It didn’t arrive Wednesday, but everything else did, and as she sat in her living room as Cailey again, she slipped into her new, tight, booty-licious jeans, stepped into her shiny pumps, put on her cashmere sweater, and tossed her blonde hair seductively as she examined her profile in the mirror.

Holy hell, she thought. I need these jeans in six colors. 

She looked like she sparkled. She felt like she sparkled. 

Did she have hips this whole time? Did her ass look this good in leggings? Does this company make skirts? 

She checked their website. This company makes skirts. 

And an official reseller of this brand just so happened to be one of the stores a few blocks away that she window shopped at the other night. 

There was an old cartoon she saw years ago where a hunter was on top of a mountain. He tried to shoot something, and it set off an avalanche. First, some snow dropped from the tree above him, but it was enough snow to knock him off his feet and start to slide downhill. But that only picked up more snow, and pretty soon he was stuck in a ball of snow that was getting larger, and it rolled down the hill faster.

It got bigger and bigger, picking up animals, cabins, and trees as it rolled. Faster and faster it rolled down the mountainside, until it hit the bottom of the hill and everything flew everywhere, and now there was a whole town at the base of the hill. 

She stared at her phone, looking at the picture of the skirt, feeling the jeans on her skin, feeling how much better this felt to her than the stupid pants she wore to work as Ryan all week, and she felt like she was somewhere in that snowball, rolling down a hill, getting out of her control, and she knew at some point she’d crash.

But she also knew that she hadn’t crashed yet, and she needed to ride this out as long as she could. She had picked up a lot of speed since the wedding, and the last couple days went even faster, but she wasn’t dizzy yet. 

She also wasn’t broke yet, and so she grabbed her coat, her hat with the pom-pom, and clacked her new pumps out the door to walk a few blocks to the store, where she planned on…

…what was she planning on doing? Trying clothes on in a woman’s clothing store? She was halfway there when the reality of what she was doing hit her. Would she be allowed to go into the women’s changing rooms? Would a salesperson even help her? Would she make people feel uncomfortable simply by being in the store? 

Her steps clacked just as loudly, but she slowed her walk down as she thought her way through what she was doing. She still wanted the clothes. She still wanted more. And she knew that sometimes she needed to move away from her comfort zone. Hell, the last few months were nothing but moving away from her comfort zone. Her comfort zone wasn’t comfortable, it was lonely. It was boring. It was uneventful. But this? Somehow her comfort zone grew. It got bigger, it included more. She was comfortable doing new things. She was uncomfortable doing what Ryan would do, which was sit by himself, think about Cora, and wait. Ryan certainly wouldn’t have watched a whole Bills game. But Cailey could. Cailey could do anything. 

And Cailey was going to do this. Her steps quickened again, and before she knew it, she was inside Mitchell & Favreau, the little boutique place that sold the pants she wanted. 

She drew no stares as she walked in, even though her heels sounded different on the floor than they did on the street. 

“Welcome!” came a voice from the back. “Let me know if I can help you find anything, or if you want to try anything on.” 

She knew what she wanted, but didn’t know where it was. After a few minutes of browsing–and dreaming of owning everything in the store, even after seeing the price difference between online and in-person–she had a stack of things to try on. The young woman in a black turtleneck dress, tall black boots, and horn-rimmed glasses didn’t bat either eye when Cailey asked for a fitting room. She took a deep breath, and clacked her way in. 

The lighting in the fitting room was better than in the apartment. Her pants didn’t look great on her; they looked amazing. She set her things down, hung up her purse, and once again admired her figure in a mirror. She turned, she bent a little and presented her ass, she gave herself a playful little swat on one cheek. She wiggled out of her pants, sliding them seductively over her hips, watching herself in the mirror the whole time. She made a kissy face at herself and didn’t even find it funny. Like everything else, it was good practice. 

$450 later, she had the same jeans in black, white, burgundy, and baby blue, plus a black sweater. The skirt fit her just as she had hoped, but the only size they had was in charcoal gray, mint green, and silver. She bought the gray one.

“I can tell why you bought these,” the girl said as she folded the pants at the register. “They look really good on you.”
“Thanks,” Cailey said. “I have a hard time buying pants.”

“Me too!” the girl gushed, though Cailey was pretty sure they didn’t have the same problems. 

Although who’s to say she didn’t? No one was spotting Cailey; how many people had she failed to spot? Was she failing now? 

Back out on the street, she took a deep breath of chilly night air. She felt terrific: her wardrobe had grown, she didn’t need to wear the same few pairs of leggings at home all the time, she had more options than ever before, and she’d figure out how to pay for it all later; there would be more freelance work eventually. For now, the snowball was still rolling her down the hill, and, as she stood in the street sparkling, tingling, and feeling like herself for the first time in her life, she knew where she needed to steer the snowball. 

Beantown. 
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She walked into Beantown swinging two full bags of expensive clothes, her heels making a statement on the floor, and a few people looked up from the counter as she entered. Jalen was one. Blue Hair was another. 

There were only a few people in line, but Cailey waited her turn and hoped that she’d get called into Jalen’s line and not Blue Hair’s line. Fortunately, at the last moment, Blue Hair scowled and went to help someone with their order, and so Jalen was by himself when she got to the front of the line. 

“What can I get you?” he asked.

She ordered her hot chocolate, paid her $5.75, and waited for the small talk to commence. 

It never did. Jalen handed her a quarter, his fingers briefly touched her open palm, but then before he could say anything, he got called back to help Blue Hair with whatever she was doing. Suddenly Cailey felt alone, and rather dumb, standing in the coffee shop, glowing for nobody but herself. She slowly picked her bags back up, and stood off to the side, waiting for her drink. 

Her palm sizzled where he had touched her. She thought of the dildo that was waiting for her, somewhere in a mail truck, on its way to her, where she would finally be able to climax. She wondered if, when she did, she would wake the neighbors. 

She pulled her phone out to check the order status, but only got as far as unlocking her phone. 

“Cailey?” she heard, and Jalen handed her the drink.

“Thank you,” she said, before stopping and turning. “Wait a minute,” she said. “I never told you my name.” She looked at the cup. There, scribbled on the side, was “Cailey,” written the same way it was the other day. 

“Yeah, well, uh, I remembered your name, I guess,” he said. 

Blue Hair rolled her eyes. 

“Well, I remember yours. It’s Jalen, right?” 

Blue Hair came up to his side and sneered. “Jalen, she can read, all by herself!” She tapped his name tag. 

Cailey felt herself flush. Again. She couldn’t even flirt right, and somehow this Blue Haired bodyguard was very serious about protecting…something. 

“Sorry,” Cailey whispered, and took the cup from him, turning to go.

“Hey now, wait a minute,” he said, and he walked around the counter to go after her. He touched her on the arm and spoke softly.

“I’m sorry about Miranda. It’s…complicated, but that was really rude. I think she’s been busy, that wasn’t called for. I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK,” Cailey said. Her bags weren’t as heavy as the detergent was the other day, but she still needed to put them down again if she was going to carry two bags and a hot chocolate. 

“Listen,” he continued as she rearranged her belongings. “I do remember you, and I was hoping I’d see you again. I’m guessing you live nearby. If you're not seeing anybody, and if you’re free Friday night, I get off at 5, and maybe we could grab a drink or something?” 

Holy shit. A date? 

The snowball crashed. She felt it, and it took the wind right out of her chest. 

Instead of making a tidy little village out of everything it picked up along the way, there was just a mess everywhere. She should have been flattered. She should have been happy. After all, she came here, and was even slightly pleased to see that he remembered her name. Out of all the customers he made drinks for, he remembered her name. 

But once you involve other people, things get real. It was real with Cora, and it was real with everyone Eric had her talk to, and it had already been real with Jalen, but how much more real could it get? She had always assumed she wanted to find out, but this needed an answer soon, before it got awkward. 

How do you let a guy down gently? Cora never let anyone down gently; there was nothing in the memory bank that would help with this. But she could think about how she would want to be let down gently, and do that. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, interrupting her train of thought. “That was too sudden.”

Say something, Cailey, she thought.

“No, it’s OK, I was just a little surprised…”

“Hey, if you’re busy or don’t want to, that’s cool.”

“No!” she said, fully snapping out of her trance. “It’s not that. It’s...”

Jalen stood there, waiting. The look on his face was concerning. He had probably been let down for terrible reasons before. 

“I would need to check with someone,” she said. “I’m supposed to do something Friday, but haven’t heard back from them, so I need to see first.”

That should buy some time, assuming he believes it…

“That’s cool,” he said. “Let me give you my number. You let me know once you know, OK?”

“Yes,” she nodded. “Sure. I can call them tonight, and I can let you know.”

He pulled a pen out of his shirt pocket, then looked around him, presumably for something to write on. 

“Huh,” he said.

“Here,” she said, and handed him her cup. 

He laughed as he wrote his number under her name on her coffee cup, and handed it back to her, clicking the pen and putting it back where it came from. “All right,” he said. “I’ve got to get back, but you let me know.”

“I will.”

“You promise?”

“I promise,” she smiled, picking up her bags in one hand and turning to leave.

She backed out the door and saw that Jalen was still watching her. 

Blue Hair was not amused. 

Her speed walk from her apartment was from excitement earlier. However, after being asked out by Jalen, someone she had clearly fantasized about several times over the last few days, her speed walk home was out of anxiety. 

She knew she needed to slow down, but somehow it felt right to be inside right now, and she needed to get there, fast. She needed to think. She needed time. She needed to figure out…well, everything. 

It was only the thought of dropping her full hot chocolate into her bag of new clothes that got her to finally slow down and take a deep breath. She was still a few streets away from home, but that walk would have been much worse on a snapped heel, or with a bag of sopping-wet and ruined jeans. 

She sipped her drink, leaving a little lipstick on the lid. 

This ruined everything. It really did. She had plans to use the dildo, which wasn’t a person she needed to lie to. She needed to sort out how to deal with Eric and their Friday night plans, which already made her wear her cage the entire week. A week that wasn’t over yet, and a week that just got even more complicated than it already was. 

Work sucked, she had to split an identity that she wasn’t sure she felt like splitting any more, and she needed to lie, lie, lie. To everybody, including herself. 

By the time she clacked up her stairs and closed the apartment door behind her, she felt the tears start to well up, and by the time she had her coat off and her shoes off her feet, they were running freely, and she let them.
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Thursday’s alarm came early. At least, it felt like it did. 

She dragged herself out of bed, made coffee, thought of Beantown while she drank it, and talked herself into taking a sick day. She checked her phone for the shipping status, and her dildo still was listed as “Delayed in transit.” Even if she played hooky, it’s not like she’d get a reward for it. Even though she liked her new clothes, she didn’t feel like wearing them. 

So she could either mope at home, or mope at work and keep her sick days for what she had been using them for, which was getting paid to not be at work while getting paid to work on freelance projects. Since she had no active projects at the moment, her plan fell apart, and she talked herself back into going to work.

Even if she had to go as Ryan. 

So she did. And she was distracted, all day, about what she should do. She knew she didn’t look like a she, didn’t feel like a she, but flinched inside every time someone called her “Ryan.” She grimaced when at her desk, overhearing the end of Mark Foley’s conversation with someone, as he said “I’ll talk to him right now about it. Hey, Ryan, quick question for you…” 

She walked into the men’s room three times, and felt sick. She looked at herself in the mirror and for the first time in a long time, couldn’t work up any feelings about herself. She felt like she was imploding. 

For as much as she wanted to get home and be herself again, she didn’t feel right about the date with Jalen. For as much as she had fun for months playing with Eric, she felt conflicted about whether it needed to continue. For as much as she liked that she could shop for herself now, what was the point if she wore her clothes in the apartment, and then out for coffee? And what if she never gets back to Jalen? Does that mean she has to get a new coffee shop? 

By mid-afternoon she was rethinking her decision to come to work, as she felt sick. Unsettled. At 4:30, her phone buzzed. “Your package will be delivered tomorrow.” 

The dildo. This was really happening. It would arrive tomorrow. 

As long as she could make it another day, then everything would be OK. She had new panties, new wigs, new stockings. She had lube. She had plenty of lube. And at some point in the day, she could snip her lock, lay back, and chase what she had been chasing all week. 

But she realized what that meant. Eric. She had to get in touch with him. Her thoughts about the dildo and the way she’d spend her night were her thoughts, not his. She had plans. She didn’t need any more games, or challenges. She could talk to people, she could flirt, she could shop, she could be anyone she wanted to be. And she knew who she wanted to be. 

It felt like it was time. Eric represented training wheels, and she was a big girl now. 

She took out her phone, opened her message thread with him, and texted one word. “Watermelon.” Then she muted her phone, shoved it into her pocket, and left work early, without telling anyone. 

She took the long way home so she didn’t have to walk past Beantown. But even if she did go the normal way, she walked so slowly that it still would have taken her longer to get home. She ignored the phone in her pocket; the temptation to check for Eric’s reply was there, but the temptation to hide somewhere was greater. 

Home. Whoever it belonged to. 

There were no packages when she got back to the apartment, and it made her sad. She clomped up the stairs again, and immediately filled the bathtub. She soaked for what felt like an hour, leaving the bathroom door open so she could experience the fading light as the sun went down. 

She shaved, plucked, scrubbed, and waxed. She used the last of the cucumber melon body scrub and promised herself she wouldn't buy the giant bottle to save money. She got out, dried herself, painted her nails, and then put on a sports bra, the cashmere sweater from yesterday, the charcoal gray skirt she bought at Mitchell & Favreau, fit the brown wig onto her head, and flopped onto her couch. 

It was time to see what Eric said. If he even replied. 

Her phone beeped and buzzed, and then a few hours’ worth of notifications all burped out at once, including a message from Eric. She was afraid to open it, and held her thumb over it for a long time. 

Fuck it, she thought. 

What she saw floored her. She read it. She read it again. It was almost 90 minutes old and she was just reading it now.

I knew I’d lose you sooner or later, it read. You need to be free. You don’t need me. We should still talk before you go, though. I’m around. Video chat when you can.

That was…it? 

That was what she was nervous about? He let her go, just like that. No fight, no protest, no nothing. Just…see you. 

What was she worried about? Was this worth the anguish? 

Could she have climaxed several days ago without all this agony? 

She hit the button for a video call, and sat up straight on the couch. 

Last time they talked in person, his face was off camera, and the room was dark. He had privacy, but she didn’t. She was able to check how she looked as a brunette–not bad, but not as good as a blonde–right before he answered, and then they were off.

“I was not surprised to receive your message,” he said.

Well, now he sounds Polish, she thought. But like, real Polish, not my Polish.

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure how to do this,” she said. “I’ve been doing a lot of thinking.”

“You’re a thinker. That’s why I was making you just do. No think. Do. And you have.”

“I’ve had quite a week,” she said.

“I have to admit, I’ve had fun,” he said. “I do this for a few people, but you took to it very early, and I could tell I’d be holding you back unless I pushed you.” 

“The vibrator.”

“It was a little serious, a little fun. But yes.” 

“How was that serious?”

“Because being in control, in command of yourself, it means you can stay focused. It means you keep yourself from making bad decisions, or from letting things get out of control. You stay disciplined. With dignity.”

“I do feel that way, I guess.”

“You should. You’ve done well with your challenges. You held your composure when you ordered coffee the other night. That was big. It was good practice. Important practice.”

What on earth was that accent? 

“Practice for what? I wasn’t going to wear that in public unless you told me to.”

“You don’t have to.” Cailey could tell he was shaking his head even though she couldn’t see it. “Controlling yourself when necessary makes it that much better when you choose to let yourself go.” 

“I guess…I didn’t want it to seem like I was quitting.”

“Quitting? This? These are just games. Once they stop working, if you get your kicks elsewhere, then do it. You’re ready.”

“But Angel…”

“Angel has different…challenges. I do not wish to judge or be unkind, but Angel will never fool anybody. You already do.”

I even fool myself, she thought. 

“I’m not trying to fool people,” she said. 

“No, no, no,” he said. “Consent is everything. People should always know. You’re lucky. You get to learn what normal straight people never do. They can’t talk about sex. The rest of us? It’s not that we can only talk about it, it’s that we’re not embarrassed to. There’s no life for us without it. You have to find the right person. Or do the right things. So yes, no fooling others.” 

“You’re giving me a lot of credit, but I still don’t get that stuff.”

“You will. You’re not afraid any more. I can tell.”

“Well, maybe I am.”

“A little is OK. Too much means you sit and wait for something to happen. I tell you, it never does. I will share with you that I mostly work with those who wait. I make them not wait. Some learn quickly to do it themselves. Some never do.” 

This was not the conversation she thought she’d be having with him, not that they ever talked like this. Sure, they did it a few times, but they mostly communicated playfully. She called him “sir” but didnt mean it. He called her “girl,” but…maybe that was serious. Who knows? 

“You look beautiful,” he said, “and ready to go someplace. So go, and have fun.” 

“Thanks, Eric”

“Send me a photo now and then.” 

A little honesty goes a long way. A lot of fear gets you nowhere. 

She looked at the kitchen table where her Beantown coffee cup stood. Her name and Jalen’s phone number faced away from her, but she knew they were there. 
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“I didn’t think you’d say yes,” Jalen said, opening the door for her to the bar they were going to. It was called Lucky’s. 

“Why not?” She was afraid of the answer. 

He shrugged. “I mean, right now I work at a coffee shop, you look pretty elegant, you shop at fancy stores I couldn’t afford, but there’s no ring on your finger and you only ever came in by yourself, so I figured, why not? You never know if you don’t try.” 

He called her elegant. She wanted to ask more, to ask why, but was that what you did on a date? Did you talk about yourself? Did you talk about who you pretended to be but no longer felt like you were pretending? 

“I did have something going on with someone else,” she said. “I talked to him last night and we aren’t going to do it.”

“Him?”

“Oh. Yeah, he’s a guy. It’s not like that, though. We sort of play a game together online. It’s hard to explain.” 

“What kind of game? I wouldn’t have pegged you as a gamer.”

“No? I’m not, really. This is…” she felt herself flush a little and hoped the bar was dark enough to cover it up. “I guess it’s sort of a role playing game. It’s hard to explain, but it actually doesn’t sound like we’re going to do it anymore.” 

“Well that’s too bad. I hope it wasn’t because of me.”

“No!” she said. “We were running out of gas anyway. It’s fine. People grow up and change.” 

“True that.” 

He held her chair for her, and she sat down. Burgundy jeans, black boots, new black sweater, and it was back to the blonde wig. Her ass looked great in the mirror when she slipped into her booty panties, and it looked even better when she put her new jeans on. 

They ordered drinks, a beer for Jalen and a whiskey sour for Cailey. She breathed a sigh of relief when she wasn’t carded. 

“So what do you do for fun?” she asked, and he chuckled. “What’s so funny?” 

“Nothing, nothing,” he said. “I just like that you asked what I do for fun. Making coffee isn’t good for much conversation, so I’m glad you didn’t ask about work. So I’ll tell you, but don’t laugh.”

“I won’t. I just told you about a game I play online with a stranger that makes no sense. Your turn.”

“I make movies.”

“Movies? Like, what kind?”

“Short films, mostly. Write and direct. I love movies. Love ‘em.  I’m going to…well, I’m going to go to film school.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I start in January. I’d have started in September, but I needed to earn some more money first.”

“What do you make movies about?”

“People,” he said. “Interesting people. People who overcome stuff, people who help. Documentaries, mostly. I’m from here, so I did a short one on Mayor Goodrum about two years ago. And then I did one on the old shoe factory. But what I really want to do is go to Africa, Nigeria, actually, and cover some old ruins there. I want to do it before people forget.”  

“Was Mayor Goodrum a ruin?”

“No, but that’s funny.” 

“That’s cool though.”

“Eh, it’s a dream. Talk to me in four years, we’ll see how far I get. Maybe I’m still doing shoe factories then. What do you do?”

“I mostly edit,” she said, which was technically true; Cailey was the editor, at least by the apartment’s dress code. “I also have an office job, but it’s boring and I don’t want to do it.” 

“I’m not cut out for an office either,” he said.

They sat and talked for two drinks, and he spoke about the movies he wanted to make. About the importance of change. About how he was scared at first about finally going to college at 25, but that it didn’t bother him any more. 

She talked for a little bit about herself, vaguely, about how she wasn’t sure what she wanted to do, that a friend’s wedding really messed her head up. 

They didn’t notice that the bar had gotten quite crowded and loud while they were there, and at one point she was shouting to be heard.

“Hey,” he said, holding up a hand. “Do you like art movies? There’s one playing at the Lucas Theater. Maybe we could check it out. I hear it’s good.”

“Sure!” 

They walked slowly up the street to the theater, and she felt like she should be putting her arm through his. She didn’t, but it felt like that kind of walk. 

She was still caged. Despite the freedom she had from her games with Eric, she never snipped the lock. Partly because she needed to avoid showing through the front of her jeans, and partly because she needed to exert some control over the date. 

Yes, she found Jalen attractive; she could admit that now, especially after talking to Eric. And yes, she had had dreams about men. She looked forward to a fake cock that arrived in the mail that day. A black cock. Like the one that probably hung between Jalen’s legs. 

But that fake cock was still in a box, sitting on her kitchen table.  

It was a Croatian movie called Djevojka, which seemed to mean “girl.” Cailey had no idea how to pronounce it, but for an hour and a half, she sat in the darkened theater with Jalen, transfixed by what she saw onscreen. 

The main character was a beautiful and sad-looking young woman in her mid-twenties who lived by herself in a little rustic village, and there was an unnamed war going on all around her. Cailey and Jalen would flinch at the explosions, but the young woman never did. 

The first third of the movie was little more than soldiers wearing different uniforms knocking on her door, and they would have sex with her all over the house. 

It was awkward, and perhaps not the best idea for a first date, but in fairness to Jalen, he did say he didn’t know much about the movie. Cailey hoped that things would settle down, both onscreen and in her pants, and eventually they did. 

One day a soldier showed up and never left. The middle third of the movie was completely silent, as they did not speak the same language. They looked like a couple, however. He would fight off soldiers who came by to have sex, she would cook and clean, and one day she woke up, heard an infant crying, and went to a room that was a nursery. She picked up the baby, a daughter, and began nursing it. Her live-in soldier came in, kissed them both on the forehead, and dressed in his uniform, leaving out the front door as a bomb landed across the street and no one acknowledged it.

The woman and the little girl played hide and seek in the yard after that, and every time the woman would find the girl, she would be slightly older, until at one point the woman was sitting on the front steps of the house, which was now the only house left standing in town. The girl now looked eight or nine years old, and she was sitting on the driveway playing with a ratty-looking doll, having her swim in a mud puddle. 

She looked up at her mother, then slowly turned into a rabbit and hopped off. The mother watched the rabbit hop away, then she turned into a butterfly and flew away, at one point passing by the soldier from earlier, who was on crutches and had bloody bandages on his leg and head. He got to the house, leaned his crutches against the porch, and sat down on the steps. The camera slowly panned out from him, revealing hundreds of animals circling the house, all looking at him. 

The lights came on in the theater, and they sat silently as people got up and started walking out.

“The fuck did I just see?” Jalen said softly. 

“Stop! It was good!” Cailey swatted him on the shoulder, and they got up. 

“I kind of feel weird about that movie,” he said when they got back to the street.

“I know what you mean,” she said. It felt like they should be holding hands. 

“It’s not late if you want to go someplace and talk about it.”

“I’d like that.” She was telling the truth.

“Let’s see. There’s a bar I like right over there, but that might be loud.”

“There’s always Beantown,” she smiled. 

“Nah,” he said. “Last time I went there on my night off, Carol had me mopping.” 

“Let’s not go there.”

“So, totally up to you, but I live three blocks that way,” he pointed. “It’ll be quiet because I live alone. It’s not nice, so I hope that’s OK.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I don’t know,” he shrugged. “I feel like you live someplace nice.”  

“It’s OK,” she shrugged back. 

Their talk about the movie started right then and there, as they walked. They talked about symbolism. Why a rabbit? Why a butterfly? What was the war?

They talked emotion, about what shell shock was, about what it must have been like to lose a whole town. They talked about the sudden baby and sudden nursery. How time felt off in the movie.

They did not talk about the first third of the movie. Not until they got to his studio and shut the door, and she sat on his couch. There didn’t seem to be a bed. She felt a little squirt of precum in her panties as she sat down. 

“I’m not sure about the sex,” he said. 

“Well, it didn’t look like consent,” she said.

“No,” he said. “It didn’t.” 

“They never showed that couple have sex, did they?”

“No, but they did it.”

“I don’t know.”

“I mean, they had a baby.”

“Was it theirs? It sort of appeared, out of nowhere,” she said. “They weren’t shy about showing her getting bent over by an entire battalion.” 

He laughed, then stopped and looked at her. 

“This doesn’t bother you?” he asked. “Talking about this? I mean, it’s like a first date.” 

“No, it’s not embarrassing,” she said, thinking about her conversation with Eric. “would it help if we treat this as the second date? The first date could be the drinks.”

“Oh, sure. Well, then you should have paid for the second date since I paid for the first. The modern world and all.” 

“So if I pay for the drinks, that’s what it takes?” she reached in her purse and took out a twenty. She realized the lube was in there from when it fell out of her pocket during the Bills game. 

Maybe she wasn’t in as much control as she thought. She had definitely been riding an edge for most of the week.

“When do you normally talk sex?” she said. “The third date?” 

He inched closer on the couch. She was maybe not supposed to notice that he did it.

“Tenth date,” he said. 

“Girls wait that long?” she said.

“For merchandise like this? Absolutely. Not everyone can sleep with the famous director of shoe factory movies.” 

She gave him another playful swat on his shoulder. 

“Hey listen, Miss Slappy Slapperson,” he teased. “Just ‘cuz you’ve got a fine booty doesn’t mean you can manhandle the goods.” 

“Fine booty, huh?” She rubbed her thigh at him suggestively. 

“Don’t act like you don’t know. It didn’t grow yesterday.” 

“How do you know I didn’t appear one day out of nothing?” she said. “We just watched a baby do it.” 

She sat back on the couch. “I did like one thing, though. When she turned into a butterfly. There was something really beautiful about that. I feel like I’m…maybe about to turn into a butterfly. I don’t know. I’m not sure what I’m trying to…”

He stopped her by leaning in and kissing her. His lips were soft, welcoming, and she felt a shudder move down her whole body, pausing long enough to jolt her in her panties, then resume the journey down her legs, all the way to her toes. 

Kisses could do that?  

“I don’t know if you know what you’re doing,” she whispered after they stared at one another up close.

“I’m in the arts, Cailey,” he said. “I know what’s up. I…don’t have any lube though.” 

“My purse,” she breathed. “There’s some in my purse.”

“You a girl scout?” he grinned. “‘Be Prepared’?” 

“Hardly,” she said, embarrassed. “It’s not even open yet.” 

He slid out of his pants and reached for the lube, and she could tell whatever was between his legs in his boxer briefs was enormous. 

She did that to him? 

She couldn’t resist, and she wiggled out of her jeans in front of him the way she did in the changing room when she bought them. He sat back and groaned. “Girl, you are killin’ me.” 

She stayed in her panties, climbed right back on top of him, and they kissed again, only this time he ran his hands all over her ass, luxuriating as he probed his fingers over every square inch of what she had in her booty shorts. 

His hands went nowhere near her front, and that made what was between her legs pulse with excitement and anticipation. It needed to be touched, and couldn’t be. It brought back memories, and feelings of the night she was with Cora. Only this time it was with a man. 

And Cailey was so backed up with need that she wasn’t at all surprised when another drop of precum squeezed out of her as they kissed. 

She reached between her legs, into his underwear, and grabbed his shaft. It was already hard, and thick. It was thicker than the strapon Cora had used, and Cailey had no idea how it compared to the one on her kitchen table. 

She stroked it while they kissed. She wrapped both hands around it and slowly worked her palms around his head, feeling it throb as it poked its way out of his shorts.

It got bigger. 

“Here,” he said, lifting her off of him and getting her on all fours on one side of the couch. He positioned himself behind her, and she heard the lube flip-top open. 

He pulled her panties to the side, lightly rubbed the underside of her balls, and then teased her with the massive head of his cock.

She bucked up against it, eyes already closed. She wanted it. She was so desperate for an orgasm, she wanted it now. All of it, all of whatever he had. She wasn’t scared of it; she wanted it. 

And when it slipped in, he held still, as she needed time to adjust, and he could sense it. 

Holy fuck! She thought as it worked its way inside her, slowly stretching her more and more. Wider, deeper, wider. How fucking big is this thing?

And with a final thrust, it was all the way in, and her legs began shaking, uncontrollably.

It was as if her whole body was vibrating. She felt every inch of him inside of her, and a warm, tingly pleasure radiated out through her body, which could do nothing but shake. 

He held still while she shook, hard. It was an all-body spasm, where her muscles just wouldn’t listen to what her brain was trying to tell them. She shook, her whole body humming as if tuned to a completely new frequency. 

What the hell was that? She thought. Nothing came out of her into her panties. Was that a climax? What just happened? Was she done in one stroke? 

“I need a second,” she moaned as Jalen rubbed his hands all over her ass and up her back. 

But she was not done. Not even close.

He slid himself back out, every inch taking her breath away, until he was all the way out and then plunged right back in again. 

“Don’t stop doing that,” she breathed, and he did it over, and over, and over again, and she felt that familiar pressure building inside of her. 

He went faster, and faster, and grabbed her by her shoulders, pushing her down on the couch. He was hitting spots inside her she never knew about, and was helplessly along for the ride as Jalen took her from behind. 

She could feel it building…

“Fuck!” he gasped. 

It was building…

“This feels so fucking good,” he breathed. 

There it was, starting to build right between her legs, starting to spread and take over her body, starting to finally be let out, she just needed to crest one last wave…

“Fuck!” he moaned, and she could feel his spasms inside of her as he shot his load deep inside. She felt every blast against her as he emptied himself, and he slowed, and he gently rubbed her backside, and he pulsed once again, and she waited for him to soften while still filled with want.

“I was so close,” she whimpered as he sat down on the couch. She turned over and faced him, needing to reach between her legs to finish herself off, but there was no point.

“I’ll stay hard for you, baby,” he said, sitting down on the couch and pulling her on top of him. “Go slow at first, though. Don’t hurt me.”

Was this happening? Their first date and second date were the same date; was that how Round 1 and Round 2 were going to be? 

She straddled him again, feeling herself throb in her cage. He ran his hands up her inner thighs and stopped before they got all the way up. He was teasing her terribly, which made it feel even better when she slid his thickness inside her once again. 

She leaned back and steadied herself by grabbing his knees, and she slowly rocked on his manhood, expecting to see her stomach bulge out as it poked deep inside her. 

Her pace quickened, and she started to feel her hair bouncing all over her shoulders as she started to ride him harder, and deeper. 

Soon she was slamming herself down on him, taking every inch of him deep within her. 

“God,” he moaned, “I’m gonna cum again!”

“Not yet,” she moaned. “God, not yet!”

She was so close. Closer than she had been in days. A week, even. 

The feeling between her legs had spread out, and was taking over her body. 

And this had happened once before, and she knew how to chase it. 

She clamped down on Jalen’s cock as hard as she could and pumped her body like an animal. She felt it in her thighs, and in her core. She didn’t succeed the other night by herself, but she could get there now, if only he could hold out a little bit longer…

He moaned and looked almost in pain as he held himself back. She had one last wave to crest, and one last moment to conquer, and she was in control now, as long as he could make it…

And she felt it swell, and felt it swell, and the wave broke and she was carried along again. Her body shuddered without her telling it to. 

This time, she couldn’t hold back any more. As Jalen groaned and gave in to his second orgasm and pulsed again inside of her, she felt herself spurt cum from within her cage, and it had nowhere to go but pool right in her panties, where she felt her crotch get wetter and wetter. 

She gripped Jalen around his neck, and shuddered one last time as her orgasm finally subsided. 

She looked up at him and their eyes met. 

He grinned. “Jesus, girl, you nearly killed me. You OK?” 

Eric had been right.

You had to know when to let yourself go. 


More From Ally

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out more from Ally:

Girl for a Week

Trying to Score

Girl in the Woods

The Wedding Favor

Best Laid Plans

Out With a Bang

Meeting the Neighbors

Caught By My Roommate’s Girlfriend

Locked Out of the Hotel

Glory Hole Road Trip

What Girls Want

Kelsey the Cutie

The Water Girl

Girl Problems

The Summer Job

Taken By the Football Player

Read on for a special excerpt from “Taken By the Football Player”!


Oh, schoolgirl skirts. Where have you been all my life? 

Well, I know where they’ve been, actually. Being worn by genuine girls, for starters. Then when I was old enough to know I wanted to wear them too, had money to buy them, and had places to hide them, they usually weren’t that far away. In fact, as I had packed my suitcases for my weekend away, I counted eight. I had been hiding eight schoolgirl skirts for years. 

And those were just the ones I hid, because I had bought 4 for Sarah. I bought them for her thinking that my schoolgirl fantasy could be satisfied a bit if she wore the outfit. But we acted it out a few times, and not only did I feel strange pretending to be a disappointed teacher or a horny football player, but I kept getting distracted by how Sarah simply wasn’t into it. She didn’t act like a hormonal student trying to use her obvious sexuality to get out of trouble. She didn’t act like she was hot and knew it and wanted to tease everyone nearby. She flaunted nothing. 

No, that’s not what you’re supposed to say! I would think when she’d try and talk her way out of detention with no sexual innuendo at all. 

Flip your skirt up when you turn around! I’d think to myself, imagining how things would be different if I were the one in the skirt and she was suggesting ways that we might avoid formal punishment for failing math, or losing homework, or whatever the excuse was that we were using to pretend, and no, Miss Sarah, I’ll do anything you want! Anything.

But one day, after I had laid out a new schoolgirl outfit on the bed, she held it up to her body with the most disappointed look on her face. That was the night she told me that she didn’t want to wear the skirts any more, that she found it weird and creepy to play our little games, and that I wasn’t masculine enough for her.

That’s not exactly what she said, but it’s what she meant. What she said was that she was glad I was taking care of myself, but I almost felt too thin. She was glad I took pride in my appearance, but the fact that I waxed my eyebrows made me seem more and more androgynous. I kept myself smooth and moisturized, hairless where it was possible, trimmed where it wasn’t. 

“Nate, I sometimes feel like I’m being hugged by a girl,” she said, looking down at the floor. 

It’s hard when too many things are true at once. I didn’t want to lose her, but mainly because she was all I had and all I ever knew; I had never dated anyone else, never hooked up with anyone else, and when I found a nice, quiet girl who wasn’t instantly disappointed in me, I got pretty attached. 

When Sam told us we were starting to look alike, I took it as a compliment; that was the opposite of what Sarah wanted. When I forced a fantasy on us that was more about what I wanted, I was trying to live through her, which wasn’t fair. 

Yet I couldn’t tell her what I wanted. Not after she dismissed the schoolgirl skirt thing; she found it weird, but it felt so right to me. Could I show her my wigs? My makeup? The lingerie that I had in the garage? Could I tell her about the toys I had been slowly buying and playing with? Could I tell her how, more than anything, I wanted her to come on to me? 

Of course not. Not after she told me she wanted to be grabbed by rough hands, not smooth hands. That she wanted to feel stubble scrape across her face. That she wanted me to ravish her sometimes. That she longed to be held by powerful arms and nestle against a broad chest. She wanted me to fix broken things in the townhouse and then compliment the meal she made me. She wanted me to sweep her off her feet. 

I was 5’7”. I was not hairy. I had no stubble. I couldn’t sweep her off her feet, but I could sweep. And I had no tools. In fact, the toolbox labeled “plumbing” in the garage was full of dildos, which I suppose helped with a kind of plumbing problem. 

We pretended things were OK for a few more weeks, but it wasn’t any use: she wanted me to be someone else, and I wanted to be someone else too. She wanted me to be… well, some other guy. I wanted to be, well, her. Or something like her, at least. Something different than both of us: less than me but more than her. 

One day I came home from work and she was in the middle of packing her car. 

We hugged. Then I helped her pack. 

For the first three or four weeks after she left, I didn’t dress at all. I finally had the freedom to do it, finally had the opportunity, and couldn’t do it. I was a little scared she’d come by unannounced, let herself in the front door, ready to apologize, and there I’d be, wearing a frilly pink French Maid outfit or a sexy lace romper. Hi, Sarah! How’ve you been? 

No, it wasn’t until she moved the last of her stuff out while I was at work and left her key on the table, no note, that I felt like I could relax in my own home. 

That was three months ago, almost four. Since then, I had met Trish (I’ll tell you about Trish in a minute), posted slutty pictures of myself online for horny strangers to see, and moved from my smallest dildo, to the second-smallest, to the middle-sized dildo. I couldn’t take the other two yet, but with enough practice, I knew I’d get there eventually. 

How long had it been since I looked forward to practicing something? For almost four months, I practiced. I could almost climax without touching myself, simply from using one of my dildos. I could almost walk in my highest heels. I could almost get ready, fully girled-up, in twenty minutes. 

And I could almost work up the courage to go outside dressed like one… 

***

Want to see where it goes next?

Click here to purchase the book on Amazon.

[image: ]


About the Author

Born in the middle of nowhere and living slightly West of the middle of nowhere now, Ally Vega is a gender fluid full-time writer of transgender and crossdressing erotic Romance fiction.

Ally has written technical manuals, ghostwritten memoirs, and now turns her attention to telling stories about transgender individuals and crossdressers embracing their true, sexy selves.

If you enjoyed any of her stories, please consider leaving a rating or a review on Amazon.
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