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Chapter 1
The Confession


It started with wine. It usually did.

Lauren was curled up on the couch beside me, barefoot, her toes tucked under a blanket, the curve of her calf pressing against my thigh. We’d been watching some trashy reality show—half of it muted under the lazy rhythm of our conversation—and I was more drunk on her closeness than the pinot we’d opened.

I don’t remember how it came up. Something about the drama between two girls on screen, one of them confessing she’d rather date her female best friend than another useless man.

My wife laughed and turned toward me. “You know,” she said, swishing her glass. “I totally get that. Sometimes I wish you were my girlfriend instead of my husband.”

I blinked. “Wait. What?”

She smiled, not quite teasing, not quite serious. “Just imagine it. You and me—just two girlfriends. Watching reality TV. Borrowing each other’s clothes. Making out when we get too tipsy.”

I rolled my eyes, half-sure she’d snuck another refill on her wine.. “We already watch TV together, you’re constantly wearing my clothes, and I’m always open to making out, tipsy or not.”

She scoffed at my retort and playfully slapped my arm. “It’s not the same, babe. I’ve dreamt about it a few times, you and me, both beautiful women, both cuddled on the couch wearing matching outfits. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

The laugh that bubbled out of me was nervous. “I don’t know if I should be scared or turned on right now.”

“Mmm. Maybe a little bit of both,” She leaned in, her cheek against my shoulder. “But how each dream ended was definitely hot.”

I didn’t say anything right away. I didn’t know what to say. There was no denying that the image was sexy, but I didn’t know where she was going with this.

When I didn’t respond, I felt her hand slid along my leg, slow and thoughtful. And the way she looked at me—I couldn’t shake it. Something behind her eyes, playful and wicked and unmistakably hungry.

She tilted her head. “Wouldn’t it be fun to re-enact it? Just us. No pretending.”

“You mean, like... roleplaying?”

“Sure.” She swirled her wine and took another sip. “Call it whatever makes you feel less nervous.”

“I’m not nervous,” I said, a little too quickly.

She grinned, satisfied. “I just think you’d make a very cute girlfriend. And that we could have a lot of fun if you gave it a try.”

I rolled my eyes again. “Okay, now I know you’ve drank too much.”

“Have I?” Her hand moved higher on my leg, her fingers grazing the seam of my pants. “Because I think it would be so sexy.”

I tried to smirk, but there was a heat crawling up my neck. “Sexy how?”

She leaned closer, so close that I could smell the wine on her breath. “You really want to know?”

“I’m not sure yet.”

She giggled, then set her wineglass on the table and turned fully toward me, her body warm and relaxed against mine. “I’ve been fantasizing about it for a while,” she said. “You. In something soft. A silky top. Panties. Glossy lips. Just for me.”

I swallowed deep, a strange sensation flooding my body.

“I’d call you something sweet. Something like… Jessica.” She tested the name on her tongue, slow and sultry. “You’d blush. You’d look at me with those pretty eyes, all shy and needy. And then I’d kiss you. Not like I kiss you now. Not as my husband. But as my girlfriend.”

“You’re serious,” I said quietly.

Her fingers danced just above my knee. “Don’t act like you’re not interested,” she purred. “I know you are. I’ve seen your browser history.”“What are you talking about?”

“Your porn, Jesse.”

My stomach dropped. “Oh my god.”

She laughed. “Don’t worry. I’m not mad. But babe… Lesbian videos. Lesbian seduction. Girls kissing. Girls with toys. Girls making each other beg… That’s how I know that you’re interested.”

“I—I just like watching women,” I stammered, my heart beginning to beat faster.

“Mmhmm.” Her eyes gleamed. “But imagine if you could be one of them. If you could be part of one of those filthy videos instead of just watching them. I think you would really like that. You just don’t know how to admit it.”

“That’s ridiculous.”

“Is it?” She curled up against me, resting her head on my shoulder. “Because I think you’d be beautiful. And I would do some very naughty things with you.”

There was a long silence. The kind that hums under your skin. My heart was beating way too fast. My mouth had gone dry. I couldn’t decide if I was offended, scared, aroused—or all three.

Her voice softened. “It’s just one time. One little game. No pressure. But I want to try it. I want you to try it.”

“And if I say no?”

She leaned up and kissed the side of my neck. “Then I drop it. I’ll love you either way.”

I turned to look at her. The smile she gave me wasn’t a tease anymore. It was warm. Earnest. Hopeful.

And god help me, I nodded.

“Okay,” I said. “Just once.”

Her eyes lit up. “Just once,” she agreed. “For now.”


Chapter 2
The Outfit


Iwoke up groggy, my mouth dry, my head pulsing with that slow, muffled ache that only red wine can deliver. The sheets were twisted around my legs, one arm draped over my forehead, and I could already tell the sun was too bright for how much I’d had to drink the night before.

But even through the fuzz in my brain, I felt it—that lingering edge of something unfinished. Something unspoken but electric

The memory of Lauren’s voice came back in a soft ripple: “Just once… for now.”

I sat up slowly, rubbing my face. She wasn’t in bed.

The sound of humming drifted from the kitchen—light, cheerful, like it was any other weekend morning. But when I swung my legs over the edge of the bed, I noticed something out of place.

A folded bundle of fabric sat neatly on the dresser.

It wasn’t mine.

A silky pair of blush-pink shorts, a delicate cream camisole, and beneath them… a pair of pale lilac panties with lace trim. Feminine. Soft. Carefully chosen. On top, a Post-it in her handwriting:

Wear me. Let’s match.

My heart skipped. I stared for a long moment, frozen, then looked toward the door like I might be able to escape through it. But my feet didn’t move. My body didn’t move. Just my hand, reaching—like it belonged to someone else—grazing the fabric.

It was softer than anything I’d ever worn. And for some reason, just the thought of Lauren picking it out, laying it here for me, made my stomach flutter in a way I couldn’t name.

I swallowed hard.

And then I picked up the panties.

They were trimmed with soft lace along the edges, impossibly delicate. Lighter than they looked. Just holding them made my fingers feel clumsy, too rough, too masculine. They weren’t made for me.

But something about them…

I took a deep breath, my heart pounding, and stepped out of my boxers. My skin was still a little sticky with sleep, but I didn’t care. I raised one leg, then the other, and slid them up.

They clung to me in a way no underwear ever had—tight and snug around the hips, gently cupping my cock, the lace nestling between my ass cheeks like it belonged there. It felt… wrong. But also exhilarating. Soft. Smoothing. Like I’d just been dusted in silk.

My cock twitched against the fabric, straining slightly but dulled by the way the panties held me in.

I took a deep breath and reached for the camisole.

It was cream-colored, light as air, with thin straps and a low neckline trimmed with a hint of scalloped lace. I slipped it over my head and tugged it down over my torso. It hugged my chest and skimmed my stomach, clinging in ways I didn’t expect.

It didn’t just feel like a shirt. It felt feminine.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and nearly looked away. But something made me linger. I should’ve looked ridiculous. But I didn’t. I looked… right. My bare arms. My smooth, pale skin. The soft curve of the camisole against my ribs. The swell of my cock pressed awkwardly against the panties.

My whole body was humming.

The pink shorts came last. They were just long enough to cover the panties, cut loose at the thigh but trimmed with a little bow at the waist. I stepped into them slowly, easing them over my hips, adjusting the waistband so it sat low. They slid up like they’d been made for me.

When I looked down, everything was hidden. No bulge. Just the faint suggestion of shape beneath soft, feminine fabric.

I stood there for a long moment, not breathing. My wife had chosen these clothes for me.

And I’d put them on.

Worse—I liked how they felt.

That was the part I wasn’t ready for. The part that made my stomach twist. I was nervous to walk out of the bedroom, not because I thought she’d laugh, but because I was scared of what it meant if she didn’t.

What if she liked it?

What if I liked it more?

I hovered by the door for another moment, hands flexing at my sides, before finally turning the handle.

When I walked into the kitchen, she was already dressed—matching shorts, a camisole almost identical to mine, her hair loose and wavy around her shoulders. She turned as she heard me and froze mid-stir, spatula in hand, eyes drinking me in from head to toe.

A beat passed.

Then she grinned like Christmas had come early.

“Oh my god,” Lauren breathed. “You actually did it.”

“I’m blaming the wine,” I muttered.

She crossed the room slowly, her hips swaying, her bare feet silent against the floor. “No, Jesse. You’re blaming the way I looked at you last night.”

I flushed. She was right.

“You look so pretty,” she whispered, circling behind me. “Like a sweet little housewife. Or a girlfriend sneaking out in the morning after a very dirty night.”

She trailed her fingers across my shoulders, then down the sides of the camisole. I stood there, paralyzed, turned on, embarrassed—and buzzing. Like I was standing on the edge of something and leaning just far enough forward to fall.

Her hands slipped to my hips. She tugged gently at the shorts. “These are even cuter on you than I hoped.”

“I don’t know how to feel about that.”

“I do.” She stepped in front of me again, biting her lip. “I feel like kissing you.”

And she did.

Her lips brushed mine lightly at first, just a tease. Just enough to make me lean forward, to want more.

She giggled—actually giggled—and pulled back an inch. “Eager already?”

“You’re the one who kissed me,” I murmured.

“Mm. True.” Lauren tilted her head and leaned in again, this time with more heat.

Her mouth pressed against mine, soft and sure, her hands sliding up my sides as she stepped even closer. I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin fabric of her top, the press of her breasts against my chest, the sweet smell of her shampoo curling into my senses.

She kissed me deeper, slower. Her tongue teased the edge of my lip before slipping past, and I moaned into her mouth without meaning to. She responded instantly, a needy sound rising from her throat as her arms wrapped around my waist and pulled me flush against her.

The friction of our bodies, silk against silk, skin against skin—it was dizzying.

I was hard. I knew she could feel it.

But she didn’t pull away.

If anything, she pressed harder, one hand sliding down to cup my ass, gripping it through the shorts with shameless hunger. Her kiss turned feral—biting at my bottom lip, sucking it, then diving back in with open-mouthed urgency. I clung to her, trying not to fall, trying not to give too much away.

But I was gasping when we finally broke apart.

Lauren was flushed, her lips slightly swollen, her eyes wild with arousal. Her hands roamed again, one sliding over my chest, the other skimming my thigh. “God,” she whispered, “I could eat you alive like this.”

“Then why did you stop?”

She didn’t answer. Not right away. Her fingers had just brushed the stubble on my leg.

Lauren froze as if the spell had cracked. I watched her expression shift—just slightly—from lust to thoughtfulness.

“Because you’re not right yet.” She leaned in and kissed me again, softer this time. “But we’ll fix you,” she whispered. “Come with me.”


Chapter 3
The Makeover


Lauren took my hand without another word and led me to the bathroom.

There was a quiet focus to her now. Like she was switching into a different gear—less playful, more intentional. She wasn’t just indulging a fantasy anymore. She was creating something. Shaping it.

Shaping me.

She flicked on the light and grabbed a towel, tossing it over the edge of the tub before turning back with a glint in her eyes.

“Get in,” she said softly. “We’re shaving.”

I blinked. “Wait—really?”

She stepped close, so close I could smell the faint citrus of her lotion, and ran her fingers down my arm. “You said you’d try it, Jesse.”

“I didn’t think that meant… everything.”

She cocked her head. “You can’t be my cute little girlfriend with those hairy legs, baby. Come on. I’ll help.”

I opened my mouth to protest again, but then her hand was slipping under the waistband of my shorts. I gasped.

“Let me,” she whispered.

I let her.

She peeled the shorts and panties down slowly, deliberately, like she was unwrapping a present. I was already hard, and the cool air hit my skin like a jolt. Her eyes flicked down for a second, then back up to meet mine—smirking.

“Cute.” She took a step back and patted the edge of the tub. “Sit.”

The water was warm, almost too warm, but it felt good. My skin was already buzzing with nervous energy. Lauren knelt beside the tub with a can of shaving cream in one hand, a pink disposable razor in the other.

“Pink?” I asked.

“Of course pink,” she said. “What kind of girlfriend do you think you’re becoming?”

I rolled my eyes, but my heart was pounding.

She lathered my calf with cream, her fingers spreading it in soft, sensual circles. Then the razor followed—slow, steady strokes. I expected it to feel clinical, maybe even awkward.

It didn’t.

It felt… intimate.

She was so focused, so gentle. Her hands didn’t tremble. She rinsed the blade in the water, dragged it again, wiped away the foam, moved higher. Every motion was measured and calm. Soothing.

“You’re really good at this,” I said quietly.

She smiled. “Practice. And I’ve waited a long time to do this for you.”

That stopped me cold. I looked down at her, kneeling there with a razor in her hand and that dreamy look on her face.

“You’ve thought about this before?”

She nodded. “So many times. I’d imagine us in the bathroom together. You sitting right there. Looking nervous. Me telling you how pretty your legs are when they’re bare.”

She switched legs.

“And now here you are.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. My throat felt tight. I wasn’t sure if it was fear or something closer to… yearning.

She worked her way up to my thighs, and I tensed slightly as her fingers grazed higher, teasing the edge of my groin.

“Relax,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss the inside of my knee. “I’m not going to hurt you.”

I let out a shaky breath.

Her touch was electric. She wasn’t just shaving me. She was touching me—memorizing me, coaxing me open in slow, careful strokes. When she started on my chest, she climbed into the tub behind me, straddling the ledge so my back rested against her thighs.

She lathered me again. The razor glided down my sternum, past my stomach.

Her breath was warm at my neck.

“God, you’re already softer,” she murmured.

I exhaled shakily.

“Your body’s so beautiful when it’s like this.”

“You’re ridiculous,” I whispered.

“I’m in love,” she corrected.

She left me to rinse while she set up her vanity. When I stepped out, wrapped in a towel, I felt like a stranger in my own skin. Lighter. Silky. Feminine.

It wasn’t just the smoothness. It was what it meant. It was the way Lauren looked at me when I entered the room. Like I wasn’t her husband anymore.

I was becoming something else.

Something she wanted more.

She was already seated in front of the mirror, a little spread of makeup tools and brushes laid out neatly. She patted the stool.

“Sit.”

“You’re really going for it, huh?” I asked.

She met my eyes through the mirror. “So are you, Jesse.”

I sat.

She started slow. Primer. Foundation. Concealer.

Her hands moved with practiced ease, brushing, patting, blending. The scent of powder and soft florals filled the air, mixing with the lingering warmth of the shower. I kept trying not to look at myself, but I couldn’t stop sneaking glances.

I looked… different. Not like a woman. Not exactly. But not like me either. Just... softer. More mysterious.

Her fingers swept highlighter over my cheekbones. A dusting of eyeshadow. A flick of liner.

“Close your eyes.”

I obeyed.

Her thumb gently tugged down my bottom lip. A soft wand pressed against it—gloss. Warm. Slick.

“Okay,” she whispered. “Now open.”

I did.

And I froze.

The reflection in the mirror blinked back at me with long lashes, flushed cheeks, and lips that looked almost kiss-swollen. The blush. The shimmer. The hair damp and tucked behind my ears.

It was me.

And not me.

I couldn’t look away.

Lauren’s hands slid down to rest lightly on my shoulders. Her head tilted, studying me with something like awe.

“You’re already halfway there,” she murmured.

“This is crazy.”

“Crazy pretty,” she said. “You have no idea what this is doing to me.”

I swallowed hard.

She leaned in close, her mouth at my ear.

“Say it.”

“What?”

“Your name. The one I picked for you.”

I hesitated. But I whispered, “Jessica.”

Her breath hitched.

And so did mine.


Chapter 4
The Reveal


Lauren didn’t speak as she guided me back into the bedroom.

She just kept her fingers curled gently around my wrist, walking ahead with quiet purpose like this was something she’d planned, something she’d rehearsed. Like she was just waiting for me to be ready.

I wasn’t. Not really.

But I followed anyway.

She sat me down at the edge of the bed, then opened the drawer of her vanity and pulled something out—a soft pink robe, thin and sheer, trimmed with delicate lace at the cuffs. She held it up and tilted her head, smiling faintly.

“I think you’re ready for this now.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but nothing came out. My heart was thudding. I could still feel the weight of her kiss in my mouth. The heat of her touch on my thighs. And the truth was, I didn’t want to stop.

I wanted to see what she saw.

Lauren slipped the robe over my shoulders, her hands brushing my skin, slow and reverent.

“There,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

Then she stepped back and just… stared.

Her lips parted slightly. Her eyes took me in from head to toe—my smooth legs, my bare chest beneath the camisole, the way the panties hugged my hips, the robe fluttering open just enough to tease.

“Jessica,” she breathed. “You’re beautiful.”

I looked away, heat flooding my cheeks. “You don’t have to say that.”

“I’m not saying it to make you feel better,” she said, stepping closer again. “I’m saying it because it’s true.”

Her hands cupped my face, thumbs brushing along my jaw. She looked at me like I was something rare and precious. Like she couldn’t believe I was really sitting there in front of her, soft and trembling and hers.

“My Jessica.”

The name echoed in my chest.

Jessica.

She smiled. “It suits you. You feel like a Jessica to me. Sweet. Soft. Curious.”

I didn’t say anything.

“A little naughty.”

She leaned in and kissed me again—slower this time, like she was savoring it. Her lips were warm and gentle and full of promise. And when she pulled away, she looked at me with something fierce and raw in her eyes.

“I want to kiss you like you’re her now. Not my husband. Not Jesse.”

I nodded.

She pushed the robe off my shoulders, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric.

Then she climbed into my lap, straddling my thighs, her knees pressing into the mattress on either side of me. Her hands slipped under the camisole, gliding over my bare stomach, then up to my chest. She cupped me through the thin fabric and let out a soft moan.

“God,” she whispered, “this is doing something to me.”

I whimpered.

Her lips found mine again, and this time there was no restraint. She kissed me like she needed it—open-mouthed, hungry, wet. Her hips rolled against me, grinding slowly, teasingly, while her fingers tugged at the waistband of the shorts I still wore.

“Off,” she said.

I obeyed.

She tugged the panties down next, revealing my still-hard cock against the smoothness of my freshly shaved skin.

But she didn’t touch it.

Instead, she kissed her way down my neck, down my chest, across my stomach. Each press of her lips made my skin jump. My hands clenched the blankets beside me.

“Lauren…”

She looked up, eyes glittering.

“I want to taste you,” she said. “But not because you’re a man.”

She kissed the crease of my hip.

“I want to taste you because you’re Jessica. My sweet, soft girlfriend who needs to be emptied before I take away her cock.”

My eyes widened.

“What…?”

But before I could finish the thought, she shifted lower, her hands sliding down my thighs as she kissed her way along the newly shaved skin—soft, reverent, maddeningly slow.

She paused when she reached my cock.

It twitched under her gaze.

She looked up at me, her lips parted, her voice hushed. “This… is the last time I’m going to treat it like it matters.”

I gasped.

“After this,” she said, her fingers curling gently around the shaft, “you won’t need it. But right now, I want to feel it in my mouth. One last time.”

Her breath was warm against the head as she leaned forward. She kissed it—lightly at first, almost chaste. Then again, deeper. Then she opened her mouth and took me in.

Hot.

Wet.

Perfect.

Her lips slid down slowly, her tongue swirling in lazy circles as she sank deeper, inch by inch, until I felt the back of her throat. She moaned softly as she held me there, her throat flexing, eyes fluttering closed like she was savoring a favorite dessert.

My hands gripped the edge of the bed. My breath caught.

“Lauren…”

She didn’t stop. Didn’t flinch. She pulled back a few inches, letting her tongue dance along the underside before plunging down again, this time with more rhythm, more hunger.

She devoured me like she meant it—every movement was slow, fluid, intoxicating. Her hands caressed my hips, my thighs, not guiding me—holding me in place. Claiming me.

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

All I could do was feel.

And it felt so good.

The softness of her lips. The suction that built with each pass. The wet heat of her mouth wrapping around me again and again. I was helpless beneath her, my body trembling, my hips twitching upward no matter how hard I tried to stay still.

She glanced up, and I swear her eyes were smiling.

I whimpered. “God, Lauren⁠—”

She hummed low in her throat, the vibration shooting through me like lightning.

“I’m gonna—fuck—I’m gonna⁠—”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t back off.

She just moaned again and pushed even deeper, taking all of me, sealing her lips around the base and letting her throat tighten just as I came.

I exploded into her mouth with a groan that tore from deep inside me.

And she stayed there.

She took every drop—every pulse, every twitch—without pulling away, without spilling a single thing. I could feel her swallowing, slow and steady, like she was enjoying the warmth of it. Like she was making a point.

When it was over, she finally pulled back, licking her lips casually as if she’d just finished the last sip of wine.

“Mmm,” she said softly, brushing her fingers across her mouth. “Now we can finally continue.”


Chapter 5
The Removal


Iwas still dizzy from her mouth. From her lips, her throat, the way she didn’t even blink before swallowing all of me.

But now… now the tone had changed.

Lauren was calm. Focused. Her hunger was satisfied, but her intent was just beginning.

She sat beside me on the bed, her fingers gliding gently over my soft cock, cradling it like something fragile, temporary. Like something she was saying goodbye to.

“This,” she whispered, “was the last of your manhood. Now it’s time to tuck it away.”

She reached for the velvet pouch on the nightstand and slid it open, her fingers dipping inside like it held a sacred artifact. From it, she drew a pink object—smaller than it looked at first, delicate, almost pretty in its own strange way.

It was unlike anything I had ever seen and its sight sent a chill down my spine.

Lauren looked at me, her eyes soft but certain. “Are you ready, Jessica?”

I hesitated, but then I nodded. Still unsure what was happening, but feeling great about where things had gone so far.

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Her hands moved slowly, reverently, like she was performing some quiet ritual. She held the ring in one hand, guiding my balls through one at a time, adjusting, pausing, checking the fit.

I pushed myself up to see what she was doing and how this device involved my cock.

Then she stroked my soft length gently with her other hand. Not to arouse—just to center me. Her thumb moved in slow circles at the head.

“Just breathe,” she whispered, looking up at me. “It’s not meant to be cruel. It’s meant to be freeing.”

I exhaled shakily.

And then she slid the tube over me.

My cock was still sensitive, slightly twitching, but she guided it inside without resistance. It fit snugly, perfectly. Almost like it belonged there.

I felt my breath catch when she aligned the lock.

A tiny click. A final, delicate snap of it sealing over my manhood, caging it away.

“What is it?” I murmured, staring at the small cage.

“A chastity cage,” Lauren said calmly as she leaned back to admire her work. “Now you’re smooth. Clean. Feminine.”

I looked down again and stared. The pink cage was snug against my skin, hugging everything tightly, tucking me away. Nothing jutted out. Nothing masculine. Just soft, flushed skin and this new symbol of femininity nestled between my thighs.

Lauren leaned down and kissed the cage gently. “God, I love how it looks on you.”

She stood and looked around the floor. I thought we were done—but she found where she’d left my clothes and picked them up. She turned back to me with the panties in her hands.

“I want you back in these,” she said.

I lifted my hips obediently, realizing that there was no point in arguing. I had come so far already and let her do so much to me. That I kind of liked how they felt.

She guided them up over the cage, and oddly, it felt different this time. The lace pulled tighter, the fabric hugging the cage and slipping into my ass in a way that felt more natural than it had this morning.

“Better,” she whispered, pressing her hand between my thighs. “See how nicely it lays when you don’t have that silly thing getting in the way?”

I nodded, blushing hard.

Then she reached for the blush-pink shorts—the same ones I’d put on that morning—and slid them up my legs with a little playful tug. The fabric stretched tight over my now-caged bulge, smoothing everything out. No lump. No shape. Just a soft curve beneath thin fabric.

“There we go,” Lauren murmured. “Now you really look the part.”

She climbed back onto the bed, straddling my legs again. Her hands moved over my thighs, then up my stomach, and finally back down to the front of the shorts.

She rubbed over the cage gently, circular motions at first, then firmer, almost massaging it through the fabric.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “How nice it is to be smooth? Tucked away? All that energy, trapped and buzzing, and you can’t do a thing with it.”

I whimpered. She kept rubbing, dragging her fingers over the outline of the cage.

“Girls don’t need cocks,” she said. “Not to feel good. Not to feel sexy.”

Her hands slid up to my chest, over the camisole, thumbs brushing my nipples through the thin fabric.

“You’re already mine, Jessica. But now you’re starting to feel it, aren’t you?”

I nodded, breathless.

She leaned in and kissed me again—soft at first, then deeper. Her tongue teased mine, her hands roaming, tugging me closer by the waist. I kissed her back hungrily, gasping into her mouth, squirming beneath her as my caged cock twitched helplessly, aching for friction I couldn’t get.

I started grinding back, trying to shift my hips, trying to position myself between her legs.

I wanted to be inside her. I needed to.

But she pulled back with a wicked grin.

“Aw, sweetheart,” she said, feigning concern. “Still holding on to old habits?”

My eyes widened.

She laughed softly. “You’re not a man anymore, remember?” Her hand curled into my hair. “I know a better position for you.”

She gently pushed me backward, then pressed against my shoulder until I laid down fully. Then she straddled my chest, slowly, deliberately, hiking her shorts down and slipping out of them as she moved.

“I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

She pulled her panties aside, and I stared—mesmerized, hungry, desperate.

“Let’s see,” she whispered, lowering herself toward my face, “how good of a girl you can be.”


Chapter 6
The Reward


Lauren straddled my chest like she owned me.

No, not like.

She did.

Her thighs pressed into my ribs as she climbed higher, lifting one leg, then the other, until she was crouched above my face, panties pulled aside, her glistening folds just inches from my lips. I didn’t hesitate.

I couldn’t.

This wasn’t Jesse trying to earn brownie points. This was Jessica, proving she was a good girl.

I leaned in, tongue out, and dragged a slow, firm lick from the bottom of her entrance all the way up to her clit.

Lauren moaned, low and sweet, her hips twitching forward. “Oh fuck, Jessica…”

Hearing her say it—my new name, that soft praise—it did something to me. Something deep. Something permanent.

I kissed her pussy gently, lips parted, tongue dancing as I tasted her. I didn’t just want to make her feel good. I wanted to make her need me.

My tongue circled her clit in tight, teasing swirls, flicking and flattening, then back again. I moved slowly, keeping her just on edge, kissing and licking and teasing until her thighs began to tremble around my face.

“Oh my god…” she gasped, one hand flying to the headboard for balance. “Jessica, baby—yes…”

She rocked against me, small at first, little pulses of her hips seeking rhythm. I gave her what she wanted. I pressed my mouth tighter against her pussy, tongue slick and steady as I lapped her in long, greedy strokes, the kind that made her moan in gasps instead of words.

“Such a good girl,” she panted. “So eager. So fucking sweet.”

Her words were music—encouragement, permission, fuel.

I sucked her clit gently, then harder, then slipped two fingers into her tight, dripping entrance, curling just right. Her whole body jolted.

“Oh fuck, Jess—don’t stop—don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t.

I wanted her to fall apart.

Her legs squeezed around my ears. Her hands gripped my hair, tugging, grounding herself as she rode the edge. I loved the way she squirmed—wild, out of control, completely unguarded. She’d started the day with the power, the plan.

Now she was just a mess on my tongue.

And god, I loved that.

I moaned into her, the vibrations making her cry out. “Yes, yes, fuck—right there⁠—”

I pulled my fingers out and buried my tongue deep, licking into her as she shook above me, soaking my mouth, my chin, my throat. My face was slick, and she was moaning now like she didn’t care who heard.

“Jessica—fuck, you’re—oh my god—you’re so good⁠—”

Her words broke apart into breathless little cries, every syllable shivering out of her as her thighs clenched tighter around my head.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.

Her hips started to jerk, no longer grinding but twitching uncontrollably, like her body didn’t know where to go—just that it needed. My tongue flicked faster, tighter circles, lips sealed around her clit, sucking gently, then harder when her hands yanked at my hair.

“Right there—fuck, don’t stop—oh my god—don’t stop⁠—”

Her voice was breaking, cracking open with the kind of desperation that only comes when you’re right there—when you’re trying to hold on and failing beautifully.

She bucked.

Moaned.

Growled.

And then her whole body arched, back lifting off the bed, thighs shaking violently around my face as she shattered.

She came hard.

Harder than I’d ever seen.

Her body locked up, thighs trembling, voice cracking into high, gasping cries as she came against my face. I kept licking through it, desperate to draw it out, to make her feel everything. Her slick poured over my tongue, her pussy clenching, pulsing, gushing.

She collapsed onto the bed beside me like her bones had melted.

My caged cock pressed tight against my panties. It hurt. I didn’t care.

She was glowing.

For a long time, neither of us spoke.

Just the sound of her breathing—fast and heavy and awestruck—filling the room. Her chest rose and fell in slow, uneven waves. Her eyes were closed, but her lips were parted, the softest smile tugging at the corners.

Eventually, she turned to look at me. And god, the way she looked at me. Not like her husband. Not even like her plaything.

But like someone she’d been waiting for.

Her fingers curled around mine and brought my hand to her lips. She kissed my knuckles, then smiled. “You were amazing.”

I blushed, heart racing. “I just wanted to do it right.”

“You did.” She reached up and cupped my cheek, thumb stroking just beneath my eye. “You did it perfectly.”

Her gaze softened, but there was something intense behind it now. A kind of reverence. A decision, maybe. Something more than arousal. More than satisfaction.

She kissed me—slow, deep, messy. She moaned into my mouth like she could still taste herself on me, and I kissed her back like I never wanted to stop.

When she pulled back, her voice was barely above a whisper. “I can’t lose Jessica.”

I blinked. “What?”

“I mean it.” Her fingers toyed with the strap of my camisole. “I think she’s here to stay.”

Before I could respond, she rolled to the far side of the bed and reached into the drawer. Not the nightstand. The drawer beneath it.

From inside, she pulled out a small black lockbox. Sleek. Solid. Secure.

My chest tightened.

Lauren sat back against the headboard, holding the box in her lap. She looked at me with that same warm, decisive expression I’d seen earlier in the bathroom. Like she knew exactly what she was doing.

Then she reached over and picked up a small silver key from her nightstand, holding it up briefly to let it shimmer in the overhead light. I hadn’t seen it before, but I instantly knew what it was.

The key to my cage. The key to Jesse.

She kissed it gently, then dropped it into the box.

I flinched, my eyes widening as I realized what was happening.

Lauren closed the lid. Turned the lock. Spun the dial. And it was gone.

She didn’t say anything at first. Just exhaled. Calm. Complete.

Then she looked at me with a slow, satisfied smile.

“Jessica,” she whispered, “you’re not just my fantasy anymore.”
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