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Chapter 1
The Note


What made it worse—so much worse—was the cage. She had locked me last weekend, after a night of teasing kisses and whispered promises, and I had thought it would last only a day or two. But the key had never come back out. Every morning I woke straining against the steel, every night I went to bed aching, throbbing, my frustration twisting tighter. By midweek I was restless and half-mad with arousal, my body begging for a release she refused to even acknowledge.

I went through the motions at work, distracted, half-present, my cock swelling uselessly behind bars whenever I thought of her. By Thursday, I was dreaming in fragments—Lauren’s lips, the whisper of satin, her voice in my ear saying no.

So when I came home Friday evening, I expected more silence, more distance. I was braced for another night of cold sheets and unspoken tension. Instead, I opened the door and smelled vanilla candles. My chest tightened; it wasn’t like her to leave candles burning unless she meant something by it.

I called out, tentative. “Lauren?”

No answer.

I stepped inside, hanging up my jacket, my body already aching with the need for her attention. That was when I saw it. On the coffee table, in her neat handwriting, a single folded note waited for me.

My hands shook as I picked it up. Two words stared back at me in looping script: “Get dressed as Jessica.”

My breath caught. I hadn’t been called that name since last weekend. Jessica—the name she had given me the first night she slipped a pair of silky panties across my thighs and whispered that she wanted more from me. Not Jesse, the man fumbling through work and marriage, but Jessica, the wife’s girl, her soft submissive.

I swallowed hard and looked around. That was when I saw the clothes laid out on the armchair. A satin bra, pale pink with lace trim. Matching panties, delicate and sheer. A short pair of silky pajama shorts, a camisole with thin straps. Even slippers with little bows.

My heart pounded in my chest. She wanted me this way tonight.

I lingered by the chair, staring at the pile of fabric, trembling with a nervous excitement that tangled with shame. Every time she pushed me toward Jessica, it was like stepping off a ledge—terrifying, but irresistible.

Slowly, I reached for the panties. They slid across my fingers, impossibly soft, whisper-thin. My cock stirred, thickening with need and pressing against the walls of my chastity cage. I stripped out of my work clothes with clumsy hands, glancing around the empty room as if someone might catch me, though I knew we were alone.

When I slid the panties up my legs, I almost gasped. The fabric hugged me snugly, cool against my skin, cupping me in a way that felt both humiliating and thrilling. My caged pressed harder against my cage, straining as I tucked it beneath the silk. I adjusted myself, tucking and smoothing, already flushed.

The bra came next. My fingers trembled as I hooked it behind me, the straps biting lightly into my shoulders, the cups resting empty against my chest. It looked absurd and yet, in the mirror, I saw something fragile, something soft. Something she wanted.

The camisole draped over me, skimming the bra, hiding and yet highlighting everything beneath. I slid into the shorts, the satin gliding up my thighs until they kissed the waistband of my panties. The slippers completed the look, bows perched at my toes.

I stood there, dressed as Jessica again, and shivered.

The door creaked behind me. I turned—and froze.

Lauren leaned in the doorway, arms folded, watching me. She must have been there the whole time, silent, letting me fumble and transform for her. Her eyes swept me from head to toe, slow and appraising, and I felt my knees weaken under the weight of her gaze.

She smiled faintly. Not warm. Not cruel. Something in between. “Good girl,” she said softly.

The words melted me. I swallowed, my lips parting, desperate to speak but unable to find words.

Lauren stepped into the room, her heels clicking against the hardwood. She circled me once, slow, deliberate, like a mistress inspecting her prize. Her fingers trailed across my shoulder, down the strap of the camisole, lingering on the bra clasp.

“You missed her, didn’t you?” she whispered.

My voice cracked. “Y-yes.”

“You’ve been sulking all week,” she said. “Pouting like a boy who doesn’t know what he wants. But Jessica knows what she wants.”

Heat burned my cheeks. I lowered my gaze, shame and desire twisting together.

Her hand tilted my chin upward until I met her eyes. They glimmered with something I couldn’t quite read—control, affection, maybe even hunger.

“This weekend,” she said, voice low and firm, “you’re mine. Not as Jesse. As Jessica. Do you understand?”

My breath shuddered out. “Yes, Lauren.”

Her smile widened. “That’s better.”

She pressed a kiss to my lips—soft, claiming—and when she pulled away, I felt my whole body ache to follow.

“Now,” she said, brushing past me, “pour us some wine. Girls’ night begins soon.”

And just like that, she left me standing there trembling in satin, heart racing, knowing the weekend had only just begun.


Chapter 2
Girls Night In


The glass of wine in my hand trembled just enough that I worried Lauren might notice. My nails were still bare, my lips unpainted, but the bra and camisole clung to me, whispering with every movement. I padded across the living room in those bow-tipped slippers, feeling every step like an admission.

Lauren had arranged the couch with blankets and pillows, soft lamplight spilling across the room, and a bottle of cabernet breathing on the coffee table. It looked like the sort of setup she made when her girlfriends came over—except this time the friend was me. Jessica.

She sat already curled into the corner of the couch, her legs tucked under her, a glass in her hand. Her eyes followed me as I set down the bottle opener, poured carefully into two glasses, and handed her one.

“Thank you, sweetheart,” she murmured. She patted the seat beside her, and my chest squeezed.

I slid down next to her, careful not to wrinkle the satin shorts. The fabric glided against the couch cushions in a way that made me hyper-aware of how exposed I was. She clinked her glass against mine.

“To girls’ night,” she said with a smile that was both indulgent and wicked.

I raised mine shyly. “To… girls’ night.”

The first sip burned in my throat, loosening me just enough to breathe. Lauren nestled closer, her arm draping across the back of the couch behind me. I could smell her perfume, warm and floral, wrapping around me.

She picked up the remote. “I thought we’d watch something fun. Something light. No action, no boys saving the day. Just… us.” She flicked through until she found a romantic comedy, one we’d watched together years ago, back when our marriage still felt effortless.

As the movie began, she reached for my hand. Her thumb traced the edge of the bra strap peeking beneath my camisole. “How does it feel?” she asked.

My breath caught. “Strange. Soft. I… I like it.”

Her smile deepened. “You look beautiful, Jessica. You should know that.”

The compliment burrowed deep, sending heat rushing to my cheeks. No one had ever called me beautiful and meant it. Not like this.

We watched the film in silence for a while, though my attention was more on the weight of her arm behind me, the brush of her fingers across my shoulder, the way her presence filled me.

Halfway through, she paused the movie. She set her glass aside, then reached for the small cosmetics bag I hadn’t noticed on the table.

My stomach lurched. “Lauren…?”

She unzipped it, revealing nail polish, files, clippers, lotions. She pulled out a bottle of glossy pink polish and gave me a look that brooked no resistance. “Girls’ night,” she said simply.

I swallowed, setting my glass down with shaking hands. She patted her lap. “Feet up.”

Heat flooded me as I obeyed, lifting one leg, then the other, until my slippered feet rested against her thighs. She slipped the bows off, set them neatly aside, and began filing my nails with the kind of patience that made me melt.

“You’ve been so tense this week,” she said softly. “Pouting, sulking, waiting for me to come to you. But Jessica doesn’t sulk. Jessica serves. And when she serves, she shines. Doesn’t she?”

The rasp of the file filled the silence. My voice was a whisper. “Yes, Lauren.”

She glanced up, eyes sharp. “Yes… what?”

I blushed. “Yes, Lauren. Jessica shines.”

Her smile returned. She opened the polish and painted my toenails with delicate, deliberate strokes. I watched, transfixed, as each nail turned glossy pink, the color almost mocking but undeniably pretty. By the time she finished both feet, my chest ached with a cocktail of humiliation and sweetness.

“There,” she said, admiring her work. “Much better.” She slipped the slippers back on, the bows now perched beneath the pink polish like a secret only she and I knew.

We curled back into the couch, but this time she pulled me close, tucking me against her chest. Her lips brushed my temple. “You’re soft in my arms,” she whispered. “Exactly how I want you.”

I shivered, pressing closer, daring to rest my head on her shoulder.

The movie flickered on, forgotten background to the rhythm of her hand stroking my arm, her fingers occasionally teasing the strap of my camisole. When she kissed me—gentle at first, then deeper—I melted against her, tasting wine and warmth and the woman who owned me.

Her tongue slid past my lips, claiming me in a way that made my cock strain helplessly in the cage she’d locked a week ago. I whimpered, unable to stop myself, and she pulled back with a soft laugh.

“Shhh, Jessica,” she murmured, cupping my cheek. “Girls don’t need cocks to feel good. You’re mine without it.”

My eyes stung. I nodded, breathless, aching, desperate for more.

She kissed me again, slow and lingering, before turning back to the movie, as if kissing her sissy wife in pink satin was the most natural thing in the world.

And for the first time in weeks, I felt seen. Desired. Loved—not as Jesse, but as Jessica.


Chapter 3
Feminine Responsibilities


The first thing I felt when I woke was the soft tug of the bra straps against my shoulders. For a split second I forgot where I was, who I was supposed to be, but the satin camisole brushing my skin reminded me. Jessica.

The second thing I felt was the emptiness between my legs. The cage was still there, locked, cool against my morning warmth. The ache pulsed faintly, a reminder of everything Lauren had withheld from me last night.

I blinked against the morning light spilling through the curtains. The bed beside me was empty. Lauren was already awake. A tray rested on my side of the mattress—neatly folded panties, black this time, sheer with a lacy band. A matching crop top and a tiny black skirt that looked more like something a teenager would wear out clubbing than what a husband wore on a Saturday morning.

On top of the pile sat a note, scrawled in her familiar script: “Your outfit for today. Be ready.”

My heart thudded.

I sat up slowly, staring at the clothes as if they might disappear. The panties slid across my fingers like a dare, the skirt so short it would barely skim the tops of my thighs. The crop top was stretchy, form-fitting, cropped high enough that my belly button would show.

She was pushing me deeper.

I hesitated, breath quickening, but I knew there was no choice. There never was when she set clothes out for me. I slipped off the pajamas, folded them neatly aside, and pulled the black panties up my legs. They hugged me differently than last night’s pink pair—sharper somehow, bolder. I tucked myself carefully, caged bulge pressed tight, and then eased the skirt over my hips. The hem barely covered anything.

When I pulled the crop top over my head, the bra straps peeked through deliberately. I caught sight of myself in the mirror across the room—skirt riding high, stomach bare, hair tousled from sleep. The reflection stole my breath. I looked ridiculous. I looked obscene.

I looked exactly like she wanted me.

The floor creaked behind me, and I spun around. Lauren leaned in the doorway, coffee mug in hand, eyes sweeping over me. She didn’t speak at first—just let the silence stretch until I squirmed. Finally, she set the mug down on the dresser and stepped forward.

“Turn,” she said.

I obeyed, heat burning through me. Her hands skimmed down my sides, tugging the skirt lower only for it to spring back up again. She chuckled. “Perfect.”

Then she tied something around my waist—a soft cotton apron, frilly at the edges, strings knotted tight in the back. She smoothed it down over my hips, patted it into place.

“There,” she murmured, stepping back to admire me. “My little housewife.”

My knees nearly buckled.

Lauren guided me to the kitchen, her palm resting firmly at the small of my back. On the counter, a list was taped:

Dishes

Vacuum

Wipe counters

Laundry

Each task written in her looping hand, each bullet like a command.

I stared. “You want me to…?”

“Yes,” she said simply. “Girls take care of the house. You’ll clean while I work. And you’ll do it in that skirt, so every bend and reach reminds you who you are.”

My face flamed, but I nodded. “Yes, Lauren.”

Her smile was indulgent. She handed me a dish towel. “Good girl.”

The next hour blurred into a rhythm I hadn’t expected. Washing dishes with the hem of my skirt brushing my thighs. Leaning over the counter while the apron strings tightened across my back. Every movement reminded me how exposed I was, how obvious my role had become.

Lauren sat at the table, laptop open, sipping her coffee as she watched me. She didn’t speak much—just the occasional comment.

“Bend from the hips, Jessica. Show me how pretty you look.”

“Slower. Wipe every spot. I don’t want to see half-done work.”

“Smile. You’re serving me, not sulking.”

Each word tightened the knot inside me. Each correction pulled me deeper under her control.

By the time I vacuumed the living room, sweat dampened my crop top, my thighs trembled, and my chest heaved. The cage throbbed painfully with every step, pressing against the lace. But beneath the frustration was something else. Something like peace.

For the first time in weeks, I didn’t feel distant from her. I felt hers.

When I finally brought the basket of clean laundry to the couch, Lauren closed her laptop. She leaned back, arms crossed, watching me fold her blouses with careful fingers.

“You’re learning,” she said softly.

I glanced up, desperate for approval. “Am I… doing well?”

Her smile curved, slow and knowing. “Very well.” She tilted her head, eyes glinting. “You might just be worth keeping around.”

The words pierced me like an arrow. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. All I could do was bow my head and keep folding, the skirt riding up higher every time I leaned forward.

And though she didn’t touch me, didn’t reward me, I knew I had pleased her. And that was enough—for now.


Chapter 4
Obedient and Domestic


The house was spotless by noon, but Lauren hadn’t offered praise beyond a fleeting glance. I lingered in the kitchen doorway, apron still tied snug, hands fidgeting in the folds of the skirt, wondering if she’d call me to her.

Instead, she rose from her chair with the unhurried grace of someone who knew she was in complete control. “Bath,” she said, and walked upstairs without another word.

The command reverberated through me. I scurried after her, the bow of the apron bouncing against my back. In the bathroom, I busied myself with the ritual she liked: the tub filled with steaming water, a drizzle of lavender oil until the scent became thick and heady, candles lit around the rim.

When I turned, she was already there, watching me with quiet amusement. She slipped her clothes from her shoulders, piece by piece, until she stood bare before me. She didn’t cover herself, didn’t hesitate. She let me look—no, made me look—while my cheeks burned with the knowledge that I was still clothed, caged, apron-tied, and hers.

“Hold these,” she said, passing me her blouse, her skirt, her panties, until I cradled them in my arms like relics.

Then she stepped into the water with a sigh that made my heart ache. She leaned back, eyes closing, the steam wrapping around her body like a veil. “Bring me a drink.”

I hurried down the stairs, poured her wine, carried it back with both hands trembling. Kneeling at the edge of the tub, I offered it. She took it lazily, her fingers brushing mine. “Good girl.”

The praise sank into me like warmth on a cold day.

She let me sit there for a while, silent except for the soft lapping of water. Finally, without opening her eyes, she said, “Sponge.”

I leapt to obey. The sponge was rough in my hand, soaked with scented water as I pressed it gently against her back.

“Slower,” she murmured.

I obeyed, dragging the sponge down her spine, across her shoulders, along the curve of her arm. She sighed, a soft sound that melted me.

“Do you enjoy this?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I love it.”

“Then let me hear it in the way you touch me.”

The command was impossible and yet crystal clear. I poured everything into the motions: careful, reverent, almost trembling. Each stroke of the sponge was an act of devotion.

When I reached her lower back, she shifted forward, allowing me access. My breath stuttered. She was so close, so bare, and yet she was untouchable except in service.

“Better,” she said softly.

When I finished, she dismissed me with a glance, and I returned to kneel at the side of the tub. My knees ached against the tile, but I stayed perfectly still. She sipped her wine, eyes half-closed, basking.

Minutes stretched, the silence thick. Finally, she dipped her hand into the water, lifted it, and let droplets fall across my face. I gasped at the sudden coolness.

Her fingers caught my chin, forcing my gaze upward. “You’re aching, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Lauren,” I breathed.

“Poor little girl. Locked and needy while I relax. And yet, doesn’t it feel right?”

My chest tightened. “Y-yes.”

Her smile was slow, dangerous. “That’s because you’re not meant to take. You’re meant to give. To serve. To kneel.”

I shuddered, words failing me.

She released me, letting my chin drop back down. “Stay there. Quiet. I’ll tell you when I’m ready.”

And so I did. I knelt through the rest of her bath, through the sound of water lapping, through her sighs of pleasure. When she finally rose, the water cascading off her body, she didn’t bother to cover herself. She let me watch her beauty, let me ache, while she reached for the towel I held out with shaking hands.

I followed her into the bedroom as she dried herself. She perched on the edge of the bed, uncaring of her nudity, and gestured. “Lotion.”

I fetched the bottle from her vanity, uncapped it, and poured it into my hands. She stretched out her legs. “Do them properly.”

I knelt, rubbing the lotion into her calves, her thighs, her ankles. The muscles flexed beneath my fingers, smooth and strong. She watched me in the mirror, her eyes glinting.

“Higher,” she said when I hesitated.

My breath caught. I smoothed lotion up toward her hips, careful not to linger too near the heat between her thighs. My cage throbbed with the cruelest ache of all.

“Stop.” Her voice cut through the haze. She leaned back, satisfied. “You’ll dress me later. For now, clean up the bathroom. I expect it spotless.”

And with that, she dismissed me like a maid.

I scrubbed the tub, wiped the counters, straightened the towels. All the while, the scent of her lingered in the steam, intoxicating and unbearable.

By the time I returned to her, she was reclined on the bed, robe wrapped loosely around her body, glass of wine in hand. She didn’t look at me when she said, “Fetch me a snack.”

I hurried to the kitchen, assembled cheese and fruit on a plate, returned and set it beside her. Only then did she pat the floor.

“Kneel.”

I sank to my knees at her side. She stroked my hair absently, eyes on the television she’d turned on. The casualness of it—her wine, her robe, her food, me at her feet—made my heart twist.

“Good girl,” she murmured once, like an afterthought.

And that was enough.

For the rest of the evening, I stayed there: kneeling, silent, her pet, her girl. Every ache in my body, every pulse of my locked cock, every humiliation became proof that I belonged exactly where I was.

Not Jesse. Not her equal.

Jessica. Her obedient, domestic girlfriend.


Chapter 5
Serve Your Girlfriend


The living room was warm with the late glow of afternoon, but I still felt cold inside. The kind of cold that comes from being wound tight, denied, used and yet untouched. Every surface sparkled from my cleaning, every candle flickered just the way she liked it. My body was tired, but my need was sharper than ever, humming in my caged cock, fluttering in my chest.

I bent over the coffee table, rag in hand, wiping the last streak from the glass. My skirt rode high, hem skimming the lace edge of my panties. The apron bow tugged at my back each time I stretched.

That was when her voice sliced through the quiet. “Stop.”

My hand froze. The rag dangled between my fingers. I turned my head slowly, pulse racing.

Lauren stood in the doorway, framed by the light from the hall. She didn’t move, didn’t smile. Her eyes burned into me, making my stomach drop.

“Not like that,” she said, her tone smooth, unyielding. “If you’re going to bend for me, you’ll do it properly.”

I straightened at once, rag trembling in my grip.

“From the hips,” she continued, crossing her arms. “Back straight. Skirt high. Show me.”

Heat rushed to my face. I set the rag down carefully, turned, and bent forward again—slowly this time. I pushed my hips back, straightened my spine, lowered until my chest hovered over the table. My skirt slid up, baring the lace of my panties, the curve of my ass.

“Mmm, yes. Much better.”

Her footsteps closed the space between us. I could hear the faint click of her heels, could feel the warmth of her presence. Then her hand landed on me—flat, firm, claiming.

I gasped, jerking against the table.

She squeezed, fingers digging in, testing the give of my flesh. “This is what I wanted to see,” she murmured, low and dangerous.

My knees trembled. My cage ached. She smacked me lightly, the sharp sound ricocheting through the silence. My cry caught in my throat, more whimper than protest.

Her chuckle was low, indulgent. She kneaded the sting away with slow circles. “Pretty little girl. Cleaning in her skirt, bending over for her girlfriend.”

The word crashed into me like a wave. Girlfriend. My chest tightened, my eyes burned.

I wanted to speak, but my throat had locked. All I could do was shiver, bent and trembling under her hand.

She straightened me suddenly, spinning me to face her. My breath stuttered at the closeness, the firmness of her hands on my hips.

Her eyes locked to mine, sharp and shining. “Do you know what I want now, Jessica?”

My voice cracked. “N-no, Lauren.”

Her lips curved into a smile that was both wicked and affectionate. She leaned in and kissed me—hard, hungry, tongue sliding past my lips with command. I melted instantly, clutching her arms, moaning into her mouth.

The kiss stole my breath, stole my balance, left me dizzy.

When she pulled back, her lips were swollen, her eyes fierce. “You’ve served the house.”

Her hands tugged the waistband of my skirt, pulling it down just enough to expose the lace panties beneath.

“Now…” Her breath grazed my ear. “…serve your girlfriend.”

My knees nearly buckled.

She didn’t wait for me to answer. She took my hand, led me down the hall, into the bedroom. The lamp was already on, casting everything in soft golden light. The bedspread was smooth, inviting, the pillows arranged with deliberate care.

She pushed me gently but firmly to my knees beside the bed. Her hand at the back of my neck anchored me there.

“Kneel.”

I obeyed, trembling, breath coming fast. I looked up at her, eyes wide, lips parted.

She opened her robe slowly, deliberately, letting it slide off her shoulders. She stood naked before me, radiant, perfect. My chest tightened at the sight.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

I did. God, I did.

“Do you want this?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice raw.

“Then beg.”

The shame burned hot. But the need was greater.

“Please, Lauren,” I breathed. “Please let me serve you. Please let me taste you. I need it. I need you.”

Her smile spread slowly, satisfaction gleaming in her eyes. She cupped my chin, tilting my head back, studying me like an artist appraising her work.

“Good girl,” she said softly. “Then show me.”

She sat back against the pillows, spreading her thighs with lazy confidence, baring herself to me completely. My cage pulsed, my body screaming with desire, but all I could do was stare, trembling.

“Closer.”

I crawled forward on my knees, hands gripping the bedspread for balance, face level with her heat. The scent of her hit me—warm, sharp, intoxicating.

“Start slow,” she said, her hand threading into my hair. “Kiss me like you mean it.”

I lowered my lips to her inner thigh, kissed softly, reverently. She sighed, tugging my hair gently. I kissed higher, closer, until my lips brushed her folds.

“Good,” she whispered.

I pressed a soft kiss against her, then another, tasting her faint sweetness. My tongue flicked out, tentative.

Her breath caught. “Yes.”

Her fingers tightened in my hair. She pulled me closer, guiding me. “Don’t stop now, Jessica. Open your mouth. Taste me properly.”

I obeyed, parting my lips, tongue sliding between her folds, exploring, savoring. The flavor of her filled me, heady and overwhelming.

She moaned softly, hips shifting against my mouth. “That’s it. Lick your girlfriend. Make me proud.”

The words pushed me deeper. I licked harder, circling, pressing, giving her everything. My hands clutched her thighs, nails biting faintly into her skin.

She gasped, moaned, ground against me. “Good girl. Sweet girl. Don’t you dare stop.”

Her thighs tightened around my head. She guided me ruthlessly, forcing me to keep pace with her rising need. I licked until my jaw ached, until my lips throbbed, until I was drowning in her.

Her moans grew louder, broken, breathless. “Yes… yes… don’t stop, Jessica… you’re mine, all mine⁠—”

When she came, it was with a cry that filled the room. Her thighs clamped around my head, her hips bucked against my mouth, her release flooding over my tongue.

I clung to her, licked through it, desperate to drink every drop, to wring every moan from her.

When she finally loosened her grip, I pulled back, panting, face wet with her arousal. My lips were swollen, my eyes glazed.

I looked up at her, heart pounding, desperate for approval.

She was radiant. Hair mussed, chest heaving, lips parted in a smile that was both exhausted and triumphant. She reached down, cupped my cheek.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “You pleased me.”

The praise broke me. I buried my face against her thigh, sobbing with joy and longing, clutching at her hips like she was my anchor.

She stroked my hair, murmuring softly. “Shhh, Jessica. That’s it. You’re mine. My girl. My weekend girlfriend.”

I trembled, overwhelmed, but beneath the ache of my cage, beneath the humiliation of my satin skirt and panties, I felt something stronger.

I felt loved.

And in that moment, I knew I would serve her forever.


Chapter 6
No Going Back


The room was heavy with the scent of her release. My lips were swollen from service, my jaw ached, and my body screamed behind its cage. The ache wasn’t just physical anymore—it was everywhere, in my chest, in my bones, in the raw edge of my voice when I whispered her name.

Lauren reclined against the pillows, robe fallen loose, skin glowing. Her breathing was steady, sated, while I knelt on the floor at her side, trembling in satin and lace. My skirt clung to my thighs, apron bow skewed, bra strap slipping off my shoulder. I was a picture of disheveled obedience, and she let me sit there, waiting, hoping.

Minutes ticked by, each one another turn of the screw. Finally, the desperation cracked me open. “Please.”

Her hand stilled in my hair. “Please what, Jessica?”

I swallowed hard, heat flooding my face. “Please… let me. Just once. I need it so badly.”

Her laugh was soft, low, indulgent. She tilted my chin up with two fingers, forcing me to meet her eyes. “You think you’ve earned that?”

“I—I served you,” I stammered. “I’ve done everything you asked. Please, Lauren.”

Her lips curved in that infuriating, intoxicating smile. She dragged her nails lightly down my cheek, then beneath my skirt, pressing against the hard bulge of the cage. The touch made me gasp, hips jerking helplessly.

“You’re begging like a boy,” she murmured. “But you’re not my boy anymore. Are you?”

My throat closed. I shook my head desperately. “No. I’m Jessica. Your girl.”

Her eyes glittered. “Exactly.”

She rose from the bed, unhurried, robe falling around her shoulders, hair cascading down her back. I watched, breath caught, as she crossed to the dresser and pulled out the small black lockbox. The sight of it made my stomach lurch.

“You’ve been thinking about this all week,” she said, shaking it so it rattled. “Every night, staring at it. Dreaming about what’s inside.”

I whimpered.

She set it on the bed, turned the dial, snapped it open. My heart pounded as she lifted the tiny silver key into the air, dangling it between her fingers so the light caught.

“You want this?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “God, yes, please.”

She smiled slowly. “Then watch.”

She climbed back onto the bed, kneeling over me. Her hand slid under my skirt, found the lock. The metal clicked as she turned the key.

The cage fell away.

I moaned aloud, cock straining hard and angry from a week of denial. The sensation of freedom was overwhelming, almost painful.

She stroked me once, firm and deliberate. My whole body jolted. She stroked again, slower, her thumb grazing the slick tip. My hips bucked.

“Oh god⁠—”

Her hand stilled. She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “Do you really think you get to come just because I can unlock you?”

I whimpered, trembling, on the edge of breaking. “Please, Lauren. Please⁠—”

She chuckled, cruel and tender all at once. Then, with infuriating calm, she slid the cage back on. The lock clicked shut with a finality that hollowed me out.

The sound shattered me. I collapsed against the pillows, sobbing.

She dangled the key again, inches from my face. “This doesn’t belong to you anymore. It belongs to me.”

Then she dropped it back into the lockbox, snapped it shut, and set it aside.

I gasped, tears streaking my cheeks. “Lauren…”

She straddled my hips, pinning me down, her weight holding me helpless. My cock ached uselessly against the bars of the cage, pressed tight between us.

Her voice was low, commanding. “You’ll never come unless I decide it. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Yes, Lauren.”

She pinned my wrists above my head, hair falling around my face. She kissed me hard, devouring, her tongue claiming my mouth while I writhed beneath her.

When she pulled back, her eyes blazed. “Say it.”

“I’m Jessica,” I whispered, broken.

“And who do you belong to?”

“You. Always you.”

She smiled, satisfied. She ground down against me, her bare heat rubbing cruelly against my caged cock. The friction made me cry out, equal parts pain and ecstasy.

“That’s right,” she said. “My girl. My girlfriend. My sweet little housewife who cleans in skirts and serves on her knees. That’s all you are. That’s all you’ll ever be.”

Lauren straddled my hips, pressing her slick heat against the hard bars of my cage. The first roll of her hips made me cry out, my body jerking upward, the metal digging mercilessly into my swollen flesh.

She smiled down at me, eyes blazing. “Feel that? That’s what you’re good for, Jessica. Not for fucking me. Not for filling me. Just for making me come on your useless, locked cock.”

Her words seared me. She rocked again, grinding her clit against the cage, the pressure and heat unbearable. My own body spasmed beneath her, straining for a release that could never come.

She pinned my wrists above my head, hair falling wild around her face. “Don’t you dare come,” she growled. “You don’t get to. You never get to unless I say so. But you will make me come as many times as I want.”

She ground harder, faster, riding the cruel steel, her wetness slicking across the cage, each movement dragging me closer to the edge. My hips bucked helplessly, tears streaking down my cheeks.

“Look at you,” she gasped, panting, grinding, her clit rubbing directly against the bars. “Crying for me, locked for me, mine forever. Say it.”

“I’m yours!” I sobbed. “Your girl, your girlfriend, always yours!”

Her cry split the air as she shuddered, her orgasm tearing through her. She pressed down hard, grinding furiously against my cage until her thighs trembled and her voice broke on my name. She came on me, over me, using me as nothing more than a toy—her toy.

When her spasms finally eased, she slumped forward, collapsing against me. Her breath was hot against my neck, her body damp with sweat. She kissed me then—forehead, cheeks, lips—soft and tender now, the storm giving way to calm.

“Good girl,” she whispered, stroking my hair, still sitting astride me, her wetness cooling on the steel that imprisoned me. “My weekend girlfriend. My forever girl.”

I clung to her, caged, aching, undone. And in that moment, I knew she was right.

There was no going back.
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