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Chapter 1
The Drawer


Icame home the way I always did. Keys tossed into the ceramic bowl by the door, shoes left in a half-kicked heap on the mat, a muttered sigh of relief as the workday slid off my shoulders. The house was quiet, warmly lit in the way Lauren always liked it—lamps glowing gold against the twilight pressing in through the windows, candles flickering faintly on the mantel.

I didn’t think much of it. Routine was comfort, after all.

It wasn’t until I went upstairs and tugged open the dresser that the first ripple disturbed that steady surface.

At first, I thought I had the wrong drawer. My boxers were always stacked in two neat piles—dark colors to the left, light colors to the right. I’d built the habit back in college, an attempt at order in my otherwise chaotic life, and Lauren had always teased me about it. “You organize your underwear but forget garbage day,” she’d say, shaking her head. But the drawer was different now.

No cotton. No boxers. Instead, a neat row of folded fabric in soft pastels and delicate lace greeted me. Lavender. Peach. Blush pink. My first instinct was that I had, in fact, pulled open Lauren’s drawer instead of mine. But no—hers was across the room, built into her vanity chest. This was mine. My drawer.

And the things inside… Panties. Lacy, silky, undeniably feminine panties, stacked in precise order, as though each one had been measured and placed with deliberate care.

For a moment I froze, staring down at them, my hand gripping the edge of the dresser as though steadying myself against some unseen tilt of the floor. My heart began to race, a sudden thud-thud-thud in my chest, hot and insistent. My mouth went dry.

“Lauren?” My voice cracked a little, sounding smaller than I’d intended.

She appeared in the doorway a moment later, casual as anything. Her hair was loose, falling in chestnut waves around her shoulders, and she wore one of those soft oversized sweaters that slipped off one shoulder. She had a glass of wine in her hand, a faint smile playing at the corners of her lips.

“Yes, love?” she asked, stepping into the room as if nothing at all was unusual.

I gestured helplessly at the drawer. “What… what is this?”

Her eyes flicked down to the panties, then back up to me, and her smile widened just a touch. She took a slow sip of wine before answering, her gaze never leaving mine.

“That,” she said softly, “is your new standard.”

I blinked. “My—what?”

She set the glass on the dresser, just beside the drawer, and leaned against it with an air of complete calm. “Your new underwear. The old boxers were boring, don’t you think? Stiff cotton, shapeless… hardly flattering. I thought you’d look much prettier in these.”

Her tone was so casual, so matter-of-fact, that it disarmed me more than if she’d shouted.

“Lauren,” I stammered, “these are—these are yours. They’re women’s.”

“They’re yours now,” she corrected gently, as if I’d simply misnamed something obvious.

The heat in my chest spread lower, settling into my stomach, then further still. I hated that I felt it—an unmistakable ache of arousal, a stir behind the zipper of my slacks. Shock and desire braided together until I couldn’t separate one from the other.

I swallowed hard. “You… you can’t be serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious.” She leaned closer, her voice soft but firm, velvet lined with steel. “From now on, you’ll wear panties. Every day. It helps me remember who you really are.”

My throat tightened. The words landed like a pebble dropped into deep water—small, simple, but spreading out in endless ripples. Who I really was.

“Lauren,” I whispered, torn between protest and surrender, “I… I can’t just…”

She reached into the drawer, fingers skimming lightly over the delicate fabrics, and pulled out a pair. They were pale pink, satin with a tiny bow at the waistband. She held them up, letting the lamplight catch the sheen, and then stepped closer.

“Try them,” she said.

My pulse hammered. I wanted to argue, to laugh it off, to push back against the absurdity of it—but the truth was I couldn’t. Not when she was looking at me that way, eyes steady, lips curved in that knowing smile. Not when a deeper part of me, a part I barely dared to name, ached to obey.

“Lauren…” My voice broke, and I looked down, ashamed of the way my body betrayed me, the way the bulge in my pants pressed insistently against the fabric.

She noticed, of course. She always did. Her smile softened, and she brushed the panties against my cheek like a whisper. “See? You’re already responding. Just like I knew you would.”

Heat flooded me. My hands trembled as I reached for the waistband of my pants. Every motion felt surreal, as though I were watching myself from outside my body. Pants unbuttoned. Zipper lowered. Fabric sliding down my hips. I stood there in nothing but a plain pair of boxers, suddenly aware of how drab they looked, how clumsy compared to the delicate satin in Lauren’s hand.

She tilted her head. “Take them off.”

I obeyed. My boxers pooled at my ankles, and I stepped out of them, exposed and uncertain.

She pressed the panties into my hand. The fabric was impossibly soft, lighter than air, a far cry from the coarse cotton I’d always known. My heart pounded as I stepped into them, pulling them up my thighs, over my hips. They hugged me differently, snug in places I wasn’t used to, caressing me in ways that made my breath hitch.

Lauren’s eyes lit up as she looked me over. “Perfect,” she murmured. “Absolutely perfect.”

I flushed deep crimson, caught between humiliation and a strange, guilty pride.

“They’ll be easier to keep clean, too,” she went on, as though this were a purely practical decision. “And prettier under your clothes. Every time you sit in a meeting or stand in line at the grocery store, you’ll know what’s against your skin. And so will I.”

My knees felt weak. My mouth opened, closed, no words forming.

She stepped closer, her hand sliding across my chest, then down to rest lightly on the front of the panties. I gasped, hips jerking before I could stop myself.

“See?” she whispered. “You were meant for this.”

The touch lingered only a moment before she withdrew, leaving me throbbing and aching, desperate for more. She retrieved her glass of wine, sipped, and turned toward the door.

“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” she said casually, as though nothing at all had happened. “Be sure you’re dressed properly.”

And with that, she left me standing there in the soft pink satin, trembling with a cocktail of shame, confusion, and a pleasure I couldn’t deny.

I looked down at myself, at the delicate bow sitting against my lower belly, and a shiver ran through me.

This was how it began.


Chapter 2
Nightly Routine


Ithought maybe the panties had been a one-off. A playful whim, a little act of mischief that Lauren would laugh about later. She had always had that streak in her—teasing, playful, daring me to follow her lead. Maybe she’d poured that wine, folded those delicate little things into my drawer, and waited to see if I’d play along.

But when bedtime came, it was clear that this wasn’t whim. It was a new expectation.

Lauren leaned against the bathroom doorframe, arms folded, watching me as I brushed my teeth. I could feel her eyes on me in the mirror—cool, steady, not hostile, but not casual either. Evaluating. When I spat and rinsed, she handed me something without a word.

A pink razor.

I stared at it. “What’s this?”

Her lips curved faintly. “Your grooming. From now on, every night after dinner, you’ll shave. Face, chest, underarms, and legs. Smooth is how I want you. Smooth is how you’ll be.”

The razor felt oddly heavy in my hand. I glanced at the can of foam she’d set beside it. My chest tightened. “Lauren, I⁠—”

Her eyebrow lifted. Just a small movement, but it silenced me.

“If you want me to touch you—at all—then I expect you to be smooth. Everywhere.”

The expectation hung there, as palpable as gravity.

I turned back to the sink, foam hissing out of the can, covering my cheeks and chin. I shaved in silence, aware of her presence behind me, aware of how my skin grew pink and bare under the blade. When I rinsed, she stepped closer, trailing her fingers along my jawline.

“Mmm. Better already.”

Her approval made my pulse quicken.

“Shirt off,” she said softly.

My heart thudded. I obeyed. She shook the can again, sprayed foam onto my chest, and with a slow smile, pressed the razor into my hand. “Every inch. Nice and clean.”

It felt absurd. Ridiculous. Yet as I dragged the blade down my chest, revealing pale smooth skin beneath the dark stubble, I couldn’t ignore the way my body reacted. The cool glide of the razor, the faint sting, the intimacy of knowing she was watching—it stirred something deep, something trembling and submissive.

By the time I finished, my chest was bare, my underarms stripped smooth. She ran her hands across me, exploring, approving. “Much prettier,” she murmured.

I shivered.

Then she placed a bottle of lotion in my hands. Vanilla and lavender scented, the kind she used after showers. “Moisturize. Every night. It keeps your skin soft. I don’t want stubble, Jesse. I want silk.”

Her voice was calm, but I could hear the command threaded through it. Not a suggestion. Not a request.

I squeezed lotion into my palms, rubbing it across my chest, my arms, my legs. The scent rose around me, filling the bathroom with sweetness. I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror—bare, smooth, smelling faintly like her.

Not myself. Or maybe too much myself.

When I finished, she kissed my cheek and took my hand. “Good girl. Now, pajamas.”

She led me back into the bedroom, where a neatly folded set of silky pajamas lay across the bed. Pale blue with white piping, delicate and glossy in the lamplight. They looked impossibly soft, like something out of an old Hollywood film.

My throat tightened. “Lauren…”

“On,” she said simply.

The fabric whispered against my skin as I slipped into them. Smooth, slippery, hugging me in ways my old flannels never had. They clung, caressed, made me feel smaller somehow, more delicate.

When I turned to face her, she smiled warmly. “Perfect.”

Then she circled me slowly, like an artist admiring her sculpture. Her eyes lingered on the seams, the way the shirt framed my chest, the way the pants skimmed my hips. She adjusted the collar, smoothed the fabric down my arm, tugged gently at the waistband.

“Every night, after dinner,” she said. “Shower. Shave. Lotion. Pajamas. Then you’ll present yourself to me for inspection.”

“Inspection?” My voice cracked.

She sat on the edge of the bed, patting her lap. “Come here.”

Hesitant, I obeyed. She drew me close, tilting my chin this way and that, running her fingers across my jaw, down my neck, over my arms and chest. She inspected the smoothness of my skin, the neatness of the shave, the scent of the lotion. Then she leaned in, inhaling at my throat.

“Lovely,” she whispered. “Exactly how I want you.”

Heat rushed through me, a flush that left me dizzy. She pressed a kiss to my bare chest, then leaned back with a satisfied smile. “From now on, this is us. This is who you are.”

I swallowed hard, the words catching in my throat. Who I was.

As I slid under the covers beside her that night, the satin clinging to my skin, her hand found mine. She squeezed gently, not demanding, not cruel, but certain.

And for the first time, I wondered if Jesse—the man I thought I was—was already being replaced.


Chapter 3
Cock Tease Control


The panties and the nightly routine had already begun to settle into something like normalcy. Strange how quickly that happened. A week earlier I’d have laughed at the idea of shaving my chest smooth every evening, of slipping into satin pajamas instead of cotton, of opening my drawer to find nothing but lace and silk. And yet now, each night, I did as Lauren instructed. Shower. Shave. Lotion. Pajamas. Present myself.

What unsettled me wasn’t the acts themselves. It was the way the acts calmed me. Ritual carried its own gravity, and Lauren knew it. I found myself craving the sound of her voice as she inspected me, the feel of her fingertips gliding across my bare skin. Her quiet “good girl” filled me with warmth I couldn’t explain.

But desire had been building too. Desire that grew sharper each night when I crawled into bed beside her, soft and smooth, my body humming with a restless ache. The panties cupped me tightly, the cage she’d locked me in over a week earlier keeping me throbbing, trapped, desperate. She’d decided on the cage the same way she’d decided on the panties—casually, calmly, as if it had always been inevitable.

“You don’t need access to that anymore,” she’d said, slipping the lock shut. “It’s mine now. All of it.”

And just like that, I’d lost the last freedom I hadn’t realized I’d been clinging to.

So when, one night, she rolled against me in the dark, her body warm and lush under the sheets, I thought maybe—just maybe—she would give me some release.

Her lips brushed my throat, her hand trailing across my chest, down my stomach, until it rested just above the cage. I gasped, hips arching involuntarily, my need clawing at me.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “So eager.”

“Please,” I whispered. “God, Lauren, please.”

Her laugh was low, soft, dangerous. “Begging already, and I’ve barely touched you.”

Her hand pressed down, grinding the cage against my skin, and I whimpered. She shifted, straddling my thigh, her nightgown riding up to reveal the heat of her against me. I could feel the slickness of her arousal as she rocked slowly, rubbing herself against me with deliberate cruelty.

“Do you feel that?” she whispered in my ear. “That’s mine. All mine. And you? You can’t have any of it. Not unless I say so.”

I shuddered, the cage biting into me, the ache unbearable. “Please, Lauren—just once—just let me⁠—”

She silenced me with a kiss, hard and claiming, her tongue sliding against mine. Then she pulled back, eyes gleaming in the dim light. “No. You don’t get to finish. You don’t get to choose. From now on, every bit of your arousal belongs to me. You’ll beg for edges. You’ll beg just to hump against me. And you’ll stop the moment I tell you to.”

The words hit harder than any denial I’d ever felt. She wasn’t just teasing me. She was rewriting the rules.

“Show me,” she said softly.

I froze. “What?”

Her smile widened. “Show me how good you can be. Grind that pretty little cage against me. Nice and slow.”

Heat rushed through me, shame and hunger tangling together until I could barely breathe. But I obeyed. I rolled my hips, pressing the cage against her thigh, sliding along her slick folds. The friction was exquisite and maddening, the bars of the cage pressing mercilessly against my swollen flesh.

She moaned softly, tilting her head back, her hands gripping my shoulders. “That’s it. That’s all you get. Grinding like my desperate little sissy.”

The word pierced me, sharp and undeniable. Sissy. She’d never said it aloud before. Hearing it from her lips made me groan, humiliated and aroused beyond reason.

“That’s who you are now,” she whispered, rocking harder against me. “My sissy. Not my husband, not my man. My soft, obedient little girl. Grinding in panties while I decide if you even deserve an edge.”

I gasped, hips bucking, but she slapped my chest lightly, a warning.

“Slow. Controlled. You don’t move unless I say.”

I forced myself to match her pace, every muscle trembling with the effort of restraint. The cage throbbed, wet with precum leaking and smeared across the satin between us. My breath came in ragged gasps, tears stinging my eyes from the sheer, unbearable tension.

When I thought I couldn’t take another second, she pressed down harder, grinding her clit against the metal bars, and cried out, shuddering with release. Her nails dug into my skin as she rode out her orgasm, her voice breaking into little moans that sent fire shooting through my veins.

I teetered on the edge, right there, so close, so impossibly close⁠—

And then she pulled away.

I sobbed, an actual broken sound tearing from my throat as the friction stopped, leaving me throbbing, aching, desperate.

“Lauren—please, I’m begging—just let me finish—just once⁠—”

She cupped my face, her eyes blazing with a mix of tenderness and power. “No. You’ll learn. Your pleasure is mine now. Every second of it. And you’ll thank me for keeping it.”

I whimpered, shaking, the need unbearable. But deep inside, something shifted. Something surrendered.

“Yes, Lauren,” I whispered. “Yes.”

She kissed me softly, lovingly, her hands cradling my face. “Good girl. Always mine. Always.”

And with those words, she rolled over, pulling the covers around her, leaving me trembling, aching, throbbing in my cage.

I lay awake for hours, every nerve alive, every inch of me burning with denial. But beneath it all, a truth I could no longer ignore pulsed quietly:

I belonged to her.


Chapter 4
The Guilt


The morning after was the hardest. I woke in the satin pajamas she had chosen, my skin smooth beneath them, my body trapped and throbbing in the cage she had locked around me. My mouth was dry, my head clouded, not from alcohol but from the restless hours I had spent awake.

Every time I closed my eyes, I replayed the night before—her grinding against me, her orgasm soaking into my panties, her hand in my hair as she whispered the words that left me raw and trembling: You don’t get to finish. Not ever. Unless I say.

I had begged. God, I had begged. And she had refused me, not with cruelty, but with that calm certainty that left no room for argument.

And I had accepted it.

That was the part that gnawed at me, clawed at my insides until I wanted to crawl out of my own skin.

What kind of man lets his wife put him in panties? Shave him smooth? Lock him in a cage and grind against him like some toy?

The guilt hit me hardest when I caught my reflection in the bathroom mirror. The satin clung to me, whispering with every move. My skin looked paler, smoother, softer. The faint scent of lavender lotion lingered, sweet and unmistakably feminine. I didn’t look like myself anymore.

I didn’t sound like myself either when I whispered, “What am I doing?”

By the time I came downstairs, Lauren was already at the table, sipping her coffee, scrolling on her phone. She glanced up, and her lips curved into that knowing smile.

“Morning, Jessica.”

The name hit me like a jolt of electricity. She’d said it before, in passing, a tease more than anything. But this time there was no laughter behind it. Just certainty.

“Don’t,” I muttered weakly, sliding into the chair across from her.

Her eyebrow arched. “Don’t what?”

“Don’t call me that.”

She set down her coffee and leaned forward, folding her hands. “Why not? You looked beautiful last night. Obedient. Soft. Everything I wanted. That’s Jessica, not Jesse.”

My stomach flipped. “Lauren, this is… it’s going too far. I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

Her gaze softened, but she didn’t relent. “You’re exactly who you’re meant to be. You just haven’t accepted it yet.”

I swallowed hard, shame tightening my throat. “It feels wrong. I’m supposed to be your husband. Your man. Not⁠—”

“Not my girl?” she finished gently.

The words landed with a weight that silenced me.

She rose from her chair and came around behind me, her hands sliding down my shoulders, her lips brushing my ear. “Do you think less of yourself because you obey me? Because you submit? You shouldn’t. It takes strength to let go. Real strength. And I love you more for it.”

Tears stung my eyes before I could stop them. I hated that I needed her reassurance, hated that my body still ached for her approval even as my mind screamed for escape.

“Come upstairs,” she whispered.

I followed, helpless to resist.

When we reached the bedroom, she walked straight to my dresser and pulled open the drawer again. The sight made me stagger back.

It wasn’t just panties anymore. The drawer was full. Stockings folded neatly on the left. Bras in delicate lace stacked in rows. Slips and camisoles, sheer and silky, layered like treasures. The softest blushes, the deepest blacks, the richest reds. A wardrobe of femininity, waiting for me.

My breath caught. “Lauren…”

She turned, her eyes glowing. “Jessica.”

“No, please⁠—”

“Yes.” She took a pale blue bra from the drawer, held it up between us. “This is yours. All of it is yours. I’ve been replacing Jesse piece by piece. And soon there won’t be anything left of him.”

The words should have terrified me. And they did. But beneath the fear was a shiver of arousal so intense I thought my knees might buckle.

She stepped closer, pressing the bra into my hands. “You feel guilty because you think you’re losing yourself. But what you’re really doing is finding yourself. Jesse was never enough. Jessica is.”

I stared down at the bra, the lace trembling in my hands. My voice cracked. “I don’t know if I can…”

Her finger touched my lips, silencing me. “You don’t have to know. You just have to trust me. I’ll guide you. I’ll love you. I’ll make you more beautiful than you’ve ever imagined.”

Tears slid down my cheeks, and I didn’t even try to hide them. She kissed them away, slow and tender, then led me to the mirror. Standing behind me, she draped the bra against my chest, her arms encircling me, her voice a low whisper. “Look at you. Look how perfect you are already. Smooth, soft, ready. Tell me you don’t feel it.”

My reflection stared back—satin pajamas, bare skin, bra pressed to my chest by her hands. My lips parted, trembling. “I… I feel it.”

Her smile bloomed, radiant. “That’s my good girl.”

And just like that, the guilt eased. Not gone, but softened, blurred by her love, her certainty.

I was still afraid. But I was also hers.


Chapter 5
Breaking Him Beautifully


It began with paper. When Lauren called me into the living room after dinner, I expected the usual: a glass of wine in her hand, the soft glow of the lamps, the faint murmur of whatever show she was half-watching. Instead, she gestured toward the coffee table.

Laid out neatly was a chart. At first glance, it looked harmless enough. Rows, columns, tidy handwriting. But as I leaned over, my stomach tightened.

Monday: Dishes. Vacuum. Laundry.

Tuesday: Bathrooms. Ironing. Kitchen floor.

Wednesday: Dusting. Windows. Bedsheets.

It continued all the way through the week. Every day had its list. Every chore had its place.

I looked up at her slowly. “What is this?”

She smiled, serene, as though explaining a recipe. “Structure. For you. For Jessica.”

I swallowed. “But… we already split chores.”

“That was before,” she corrected softly. “This isn’t about splitting. This is about service. Your service. Every day, you’ll complete what’s on this chart. Not quickly. Not half-done. Thoroughly. Beautifully. And you’ll do it as Jessica.”

My heart hammered. “Lauren…”

Her voice was calm, unyielding. “Panties. Pajamas. Plugged.”

The last word stopped me cold. My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

She reached beside her chair, lifted something small and gleaming. Black silicone, delicate in shape, but heavy in implication. A plug. A vibrator, judging by the faint hum when she tapped the base.

The room seemed to tilt.

“You’ll wear this,” she said matter-of-factly. “While you clean. It will keep you focused. It will remind you what you are: my girl. Every bend, every scrub, every sweep—you’ll feel it. You’ll serve me with it buzzing inside you, soft and helpless.”

“Lauren, I⁠—”

“Take your pajamas off.”

Her tone cut clean through my protest. My hands shook as I obeyed, peeling the satin away, leaving me in nothing but panties and the cage pressing tight against my skin. I felt stripped not just of fabric but of dignity, of pretense.

She stood, applying lube to the toy with slow precision. The shine of it caught the light, and I shivered.

“Bend over,” she murmured.

The words left no room. Trembling, I leaned over the arm of the couch. My chest pressed to the cushion, my ass exposed, my breath coming fast and shallow.

The first press of silicone made me gasp, my body instinctively clenching.

“Shhh,” she whispered, one hand steady on my hip. “Let it in. Let it happen.”

I whimpered as the toy slid deeper, stretching me, filling me, until the base settled snugly against me. Then she pressed the control.

The vibration bloomed inside me, low and insistent, a hum that rattled every nerve.

“Good girl,” she purred. “Stand up.”

I obeyed, legs trembling. The sensation didn’t fade. It pulsed, constant, reminding me with every breath that I was filled, claimed, controlled.

“Start with the dishes,” she said simply.

The kitchen sink gleamed under the bright light. I stared at the stack of plates as though they were mountains to climb. My body shook as I reached for the sponge, the plug buzzing inside me.

Every motion felt obscene. Bending forward to rinse. Stretching up to stack. The vibration shifted with each move, stealing my breath. My cage throbbed, leaking against the satin.

From behind me, I felt her gaze. Calm, patient, and watching. Always watching.

“Slower,” she instructed. “Graceful. Don’t rush. Chores aren’t about finishing. They’re about devotion. Show me devotion.”

I tried. God, I tried. My hands moved carefully, delicately, as though each plate were precious. The sponge slid over porcelain, bubbles bursting against my fingers, water running warm and steady. The hum inside me blurred thought into sensation.

When I finished, I turned, panting, trembling. She rose, gliding toward me, her hand trailing down my bare back, resting on the base of the toy.

I cried out as she pressed. The vibration deepened, sending shockwaves through me.

“You’re helpless like this,” she whispered, lips grazing my ear. “And that’s beautiful. You’ll learn to love it. To crave it.”

I whimpered, nodding desperately.

“Laundry,” she said next.

I carried the basket to the machine, the weight awkward as I bent, the plug pressing, pulsing. Each sock folded felt like a trial. Each shirt smoothed, an exercise in restraint. My thighs clenched with every bend. My breath caught with every vibration.

Lauren perched on the edge of the table, sipping wine, her eyes never leaving me. “Do you feel it yet?” she asked softly.

“Yes,” I gasped.

“What do you feel?”

“Like I’m yours,” I whispered. The word slipped out before I could stop it.

Her smile was radiant. “Good girl.”

When the chores were done, she guided me back to the living room. She sat on the couch, spreading her legs slightly, her skirt lifting just enough.

“On your knees,” she commanded.

I dropped instantly, the vibration making my whole body quake.

She guided me between her thighs, the scent of her arousal hitting me like a wave. “Lick.”

I obeyed, tongue trembling, tracing her folds, drinking in her taste. The hum inside me synced with the rhythm of her hips as she ground against me, her moans filling the room.

The plug, the cage, the humiliation, the service—it all blurred together until I was nothing but need, nothing but obedience.

She climaxed hard, clutching my hair, holding me against her as she cried out. I sobbed into her, my own body shaking on the brink of something I wasn’t allowed to reach.

When she finally released me, collapsing back against the couch, her hand stroked my hair. “See?” she murmured. “You’re breaking. But breaking beautifully. Every chore, every lick, every tremble—it makes you more Jessica. And less Jesse.”

Tears ran hot down my cheeks. I nodded, voice breaking. “Yes. Yes, Lauren.”

Her smile was soft, tender, yet unyielding. “Good girl. This is your new normal. Plugged. Feminine. Desperate. Serving. Always.”

In that moment, I understood. I was no longer being broken apart.

I was being remade.


Chapter 6
Goodbye, Jesse


Friday night felt different before it even began. I sensed it in the way Lauren moved through the house—quiet but purposeful, her steps carrying a weight of intention. She didn’t pour her wine until later. She didn’t glance at her phone while I cleaned. She watched me, but not with the usual casual amusement.

Her gaze lingered, thoughtful, almost reverent, as though she were seeing through me rather than at me. By the time she called me upstairs, my stomach was in knots.

The bedroom was transformed. Candles lined the dresser, flickered in the windowsill, glowed from the nightstands. Their light shimmered against the mirror, throwing golden shadows across the walls. Lavender hung in the air, a faint, calming sweetness, threaded with something heavier—smoke from incense curling lazily in the corner.

And on the bed, folded carefully in white tissue paper, lay something waiting for me.

Lauren stood beside it, her hair loose around her shoulders, lips painted a deep crimson that made her look both untouchable and inviting. She wore a black silk robe tied loosely at her waist, and in the candlelight she looked like both a priestess and a queen.

“Come here, Jessica.”

The name no longer wavered on her tongue. No tease, no hesitation—just certainty.

My throat tightened. I crossed the room slowly, satin pajamas whispering against my thighs, my heart pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it.

She touched my cheek lightly, smiling. Then she gestured to the bed. “Open it.”

My hands shook as I reached for the tissue paper. I peeled it back, layer by layer, until the truth revealed itself: A slip. Ivory silk, delicate as breath. The straps thin, the cut elegant, the fabric shimmering like water under candlelight. Across the bodice, stitched in looping crimson thread, was a single word: Jessica.

The sight punched the air from my lungs. My knees went weak.

Lauren lifted it gently, letting it fall open. The embroidery caught the glow of the candles, the name radiant, undeniable.

“This is yours,” she whispered. “Only yours. A name made flesh. A garment made truth.”

Tears burned hot in my eyes. “Lauren… please… I don’t know if I⁠—”

She placed her finger over my lips, silencing me. “No more Jesse. Not tonight. Not ever again.”

The words were soft, but they carried the weight of finality. Something inside me cracked wide open. All the doubt, the guilt, the frantic whisper that I was losing myself—it collapsed under the gentle certainty of her voice.

She held the slip open before me. “Arms up.”

I obeyed, trembling. She slid the slip down over me slowly, reverently, as though clothing me for some sacred rite. The silk kissed my shoulders, whispered down my chest, skimmed over my hips. It clung in places, flowed in others, and when it settled against my thighs, it felt like it belonged there.

I turned toward the mirror and the reflection made me stagger. My skin smooth, pale, glowing in the candlelight. My body softened by satin. The crimson name stitched across my chest. I didn’t look like Jesse anymore. I didn’t look like a man at all.

I looked like Jessica.

Tears blurred my vision. “I don’t know who I am anymore,” I whispered.

Lauren came behind me, sliding her arms around my waist, resting her chin on my shoulder. Our reflections stared back at us: me trembling in silk, her calm and radiant, holding me.

“You don’t have to fight anymore,” she murmured. “You don’t have to pretend. I don’t want Jesse back. Ever. I only want you. My Jessica. My beautiful girl.”

The tears spilled free. I clutched at the slip as though it were all that held me together. “But what if—what if I fail you? What if I can’t⁠—”

Her lips brushed my ear, her breath warm. “You won’t. You already haven’t. Every day this week, you’ve obeyed. Every night, you’ve served me. You’ve knelt, plugged and trembling, licking me until I cried out. You’ve cleaned my house with grace. You’ve given yourself over. And each time, you’ve been Jessica, not Jesse. Don’t you see? You’ve already left him behind.”

I sobbed, shaking. “I… I don’t want to lose you.”

She turned me gently in her arms, cupping my face with both hands, her eyes shining. “You’re not losing me. You’re giving me everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m giving you everything you never dared to ask for. Love. Belonging. Truth.”

Then she kissed me. Deep, slow, claiming. Her tongue slid against mine, her lips warm and soft, her hands firm against my cheeks. When she pulled back, I was breathless, undone.

“Say it,” she whispered.

I shook my head weakly, tears still streaming.

“Say it,” she urged, her thumb brushing the embroidered name across my chest.

I looked into her eyes, the silk clinging to me, the candles flickering, and I broke.

“I’m Jessica,” I whispered. “And I’m yours.”

Her smile bloomed, radiant. “Good girl.”

She kissed me again, then guided me back to the bed. She laid me down carefully among the pillows, the slip sliding higher up my thighs as I trembled beneath her. She climbed astride me, her robe parting, revealing the heat of her body.

I whimpered, the embroidery pressing into me, every brush of silk against my skin a reminder of my new self.

She ground down against my caged arousal, her slickness smearing across the satin, her moans filling the room. “Do you feel that, Jessica? My pleasure. My need. And your denial, locked away, forever mine.”

I gasped, sobbing, the ache unbearable. “Yes, Lauren—please⁠—”

She pressed her finger to my lips again. “No more Jesse. Only Jessica. Only my girl, trembling in her slip while I ride her to heaven.”

She moved harder, faster, her cries rising, her nails digging into my chest where the embroidery burned my name into me. I thrashed beneath her, not in resistance but in desperate devotion, every ounce of me focused on her, on serving her, on surrendering.

When she came, it was fierce and beautiful. Her thighs clamped around me, her head thrown back, her voice breaking into raw cries that filled the candlelit room. She ground down against me until her release soaked the slip, until I was drenched in her scent, her pleasure.

I sobbed beneath her, untouched, denied, but filled with something deeper than any climax could offer.

Belonging.

When she finally collapsed against me, panting, she pressed soft kisses along my cheek, my jaw, my lips.

“My Jessica,” she whispered against my mouth. “Forever.”

And for the first time, I didn’t protest. I couldn’t. Because she was right. Jesse was gone.

And Jessica had been born.
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It was all so simple, our lives, our relationship, everything. At least it was until this fateful night. What started as prying eyes, a husband longing for his wife, quickly became something more, something that would change our lives forever—and it all began with a chastity cage.
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Never did I expect that this was just the beginning.
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