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Chapter 1
Preparation


Icame home expecting another quiet evening—an inspection, maybe, a bit of teasing, the comfort of routine. Instead, Lauren was waiting for me at the kitchen table with a smile that made my stomach flutter and my knees weaken. It was the smile that told me she had already decided something, that my role was not to argue, not to question, but to obey and discover.

She had laid out an assortment of clothes on the table, carefully arranged like an exhibit. Tight jeans folded neatly. A soft, blush-pink bra, the cups delicate and feminine. A light top with ruffled sleeves. And next to all of it, the wig—long, chestnut brown, brushed until it gleamed. My heart lurched. This wasn’t just for the bedroom. This was… more.

Lauren looked up at me, her chin propped in one hand, her eyes sparkling with that mix of warmth and command that never failed to unravel me. “Jessica,” she said softly, deliberately. “It’s time.”

I swallowed, my mouth dry. “Time for what?”

She gestured to the clothes with a casual sweep of her hand, as though she were pointing out dinner. “Time to go out. Not far, not for long. But out. In public. As my girl.”

The air rushed from my lungs as if she had struck me. My body went rigid, panic and arousal colliding in a rush that left me lightheaded. “Out?” I echoed, my voice breaking into a squeak. I stared at the clothes as though they might bite. “You mean… dressed? Like this?”

Lauren’s smile widened, slow and knowing. “Of course, like this. Did you think I was grooming you every night, teaching you posture and manners, just to keep you hidden forever? No, sweetheart. You’re ready. You’ve been ready. And I want to show you off.”

My legs trembled. I pulled out a chair and sat heavily, trying to catch my breath. The idea filled me with dread, with shame, with longing. I wanted it so badly it hurt. And yet the thought of being seen—of someone knowing, of someone laughing—made me want to crawl into myself and disappear.

Lauren rose, circled the table, and came to stand behind me. Her hands settled on my shoulders, warm and firm. She bent to whisper against my ear. “Don’t be afraid. I’ll be with you every step. And if you’re good—if you’re perfect for me—I’ll give you a reward you can’t even imagine.”

That word—reward—snapped through me like a spark. Weeks in chastity had left me raw, my body constantly humming with need. I would have done anything for the promise of release, even if I didn’t yet know what she meant.

Her fingers trailed down my arms, coaxing me to stand. “Come. Let’s start with posture. A girl doesn’t slouch like that.”

She guided me to the hallway mirror, the one she had used countless times before to train me. I stood there in my work clothes, plain and drab, while the reflection of the laid-out outfit hovered in the corner of my eye.

“Shoulders back,” she murmured, adjusting me with gentle nudges. “Neck long. Chin soft. That’s it.”

I obeyed, feeling ridiculous and exposed, even though it was only her gaze on me. She moved behind me, pressing her palms into the small of my back until I arched just enough. “Better. Now the hips. A little sway when you walk. Try it.”

I took a few tentative steps across the hall. My arms felt awkward, my steps forced.

Lauren laughed softly—not mocking, but indulgent. “Too stiff, sweetheart. Pretend you’re floating. Imagine your thighs brushing, your steps smaller. Watch.”

She stepped beside me, her movements fluid, her body loose and confident. Even in her jeans and sweater, she looked effortlessly graceful. “See? Like this.”

I tried again, mimicking her rhythm. It felt absurd, but when she clapped lightly and said, “Yes, that’s my girl,” something inside me warmed. Praise was its own kind of leash, tugging me forward.

We practiced for what felt like hours. Posture, steps, how to hold my purse, where to rest my hands when standing. She corrected me with gentle touches, each adjustment an intimate claim. When I faltered, she teased me with wicked little grins. When I improved, she stroked my cheek and murmured praise that made me glow.

Finally, she turned back to the table and picked up the bra. “Now. Clothes.”

I hesitated, but her raised eyebrow silenced me. I stripped down slowly, skin prickling with anticipation. Sliding into the bra felt like slipping into a new skin, soft and foreign and perfect. The jeans hugged me tighter than anything I owned, shaping me in ways that made me both nervous and thrilled. The top was light and girlish, its sleeves fluttering as I moved.

Lauren brushed the wig out one more time before settling it on my head, arranging the strands with a care that made me tremble. She stepped back to admire me. “Beautiful,” she whispered.

Then came the makeup—light, barely there, but enough to soften my features. A touch of foundation, a hint of gloss, the faintest sweep of mascara. She worked with practiced patience, tilting my chin, instructing me to look up, to part my lips. Every touch was intimate, every stroke of the brush a reminder of how completely I belonged to her.

When she was done, she guided me back to the mirror. I gasped.

Jessica stared back at me. Not perfectly polished, not unrecognizable, but undeniably softer, undeniably feminine. My breath caught in my throat.

Lauren slid her arms around me from behind, resting her chin on my shoulder. “See? You were always here. We’ve just coaxed you out.”

My eyes burned. I leaned into her, overwhelmed. “What if someone laughs? What if they know?”

She kissed my cheek, her lips warm and certain. “Then let them. You’ll be with me. You’ll be mine. And you’ll be perfect. That’s all that matters.”

Her hands slid lower, resting possessively at my waist. “And remember, Jessica—good girls earn rewards. If you’re flawless tomorrow, if you carry yourself exactly as I’ve taught you, I’ll give you something you’ve been aching for. But only if you’re perfect.”

The word coiled inside me, a mix of terror and longing. Perfect.

I whispered, barely able to speak. “Yes, Lauren.”

She smiled against my skin. “That’s my girl.”


Chapter 2
The First Steps


The next morning, I woke before the alarm, already restless. My body was stiff with nerves, my thoughts tangled in fear and anticipation. I lay there listening to Lauren’s slow, steady breathing beside me, wondering if she would forget, if maybe she would laugh and tell me it had all been a game. But when she rolled toward me, stretching luxuriously, her eyes opened with that same knowing calm.

“Good morning, Jessica,” she said. No hesitation. No chance to escape back into Jesse.

I swallowed. “Good morning, Lauren.”

Her hand slid down my chest, pausing at the locked cage. She pressed gently, reminding me of the ache she controlled. “Today’s the day.”

The words made my stomach flip. Every muscle in my body wanted to say no, to beg off, to plead that I wasn’t ready. But my mouth opened and out came a soft, obedient: “Yes, Lauren.”

She kissed me, slow and indulgent, before pulling away. “Up. Shower. Shave everything. I’ll lay out what you’re wearing.”

I obeyed without argument, padding to the bathroom with trembling legs. Under the hot spray of the shower, razor in hand, I stripped myself smooth. Every stroke was a ritual reminder of who I had become, who I was becoming. My skin glowed pink by the time I stepped out and toweled off, and the cage sat heavy between my thighs, a constant pulse of need.

When I returned to the bedroom, the clothes were waiting. Not just one outfit, but options. A sundress in pale blue with a cardigan. A pair of snug jeans with a soft cream blouse. Even a short skirt with tights folded neatly beside it. Lauren sat on the edge of the bed watching me, her expression unreadable, like a queen considering her subject.

“Which one feels right for you?” she asked.

The question startled me. She wasn’t simply dressing me like a doll; she wanted me to choose. I stood there frozen, looking between them. The dress terrified me most. The skirt felt almost impossible. The jeans… maybe. Jeans were at least familiar, even if these hugged my hips differently than anything I owned.

“I… I think the jeans,” I whispered.

She nodded once, approving. “Good girl. Start there.”

Sliding into them was an exercise in self-consciousness. The denim clung to me, shaping me in ways I wasn’t used to. The blouse was soft, flowing, the neckline low enough to make me acutely aware of the bra beneath. When she fitted the wig over my head and brushed it smooth, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and nearly buckled. Jessica looked back. Nervous. Fragile. But real.

Lauren stepped close, lipstick in hand. “Part your lips.”

The color was subtle, just enough to tint me, but when she finished, I looked undeniably feminine. She tucked a strand of hair behind my ear, then kissed the corner of my mouth. “Beautiful. Now, posture.”

We practiced again—shoulders, hips, steps—until she was satisfied. By the time she handed me a small crossbody purse and jingled the car keys, I was shaking with nerves.

The drive was silent at first. I stared out the window, every passing car a potential threat. My palms sweated against the leather strap of the purse in my lap.

Lauren reached over, resting her hand lightly on my thigh. “Breathe, sweetheart. We’re starting simple. A quiet town, a little shopping. No one is going to stare the way you think. And if they do?” She squeezed gently. “Let them. They’ll only see what I want them to see: my girl.”

Her certainty was a balm, but it didn’t stop my heart from racing as we pulled into a small row of boutiques. The parking lot was half-empty, the morning still. Lauren cut the engine and turned to me.

“Ready?”

I shook my head before I could stop myself. “I—I don’t know if I can.”

She leaned in, her voice velvet and steel. “You can. And you will. Because I said so. Because I believe in you. And because if you walk in there on my arm and behave perfectly, I’ll consider you one step closer to your reward.”

That word again. Reward. My cage throbbed at the thought. I clenched my thighs together, nodded once. “Yes, Lauren.”

The moment we stepped out of the car, the world felt different. The air was too sharp, the sun too bright. My wig itched against my scalp, the denim clung too tight. Every sound seemed amplified—the click of my shoes, the rustle of my blouse, the slam of the car door.

Lauren looped her arm through mine, her body warm against me. “Float,” she murmured. “Remember? Small steps. Sway.”

I obeyed, moving beside her toward the first boutique. Each step was torture and bliss, shame and pride mingled together. The bell above the door jingled as we entered, and the saleswoman behind the counter glanced up with a polite smile. My stomach knotted—but she didn’t blink twice.

“Welcome,” she said. “Let me know if you need any help.”

That was it. No laughter, no sneer. Just normal.

Lauren squeezed my arm. “See?” she whispered.

We wandered through racks of blouses and skirts, Lauren pulling items out and holding them against me with a critical eye. “This would look perfect with your figure,” she teased, and I flushed scarlet.

Eventually, she steered me toward the changing rooms. “Together,” she said firmly when the attendant gestured toward two separate stalls. She took my hand, guiding me into one cubicle.

The small space smelled of cedar and fabric softener. The mirror covered one wall. Lauren hung the blouses and skirts on the hook, then turned to me. “Strip.”

My breath hitched. “Here?”

She smiled. “Yes, here. Right now. Unless you’d rather earn punishment instead of a reward.”

I obeyed, shedding the blouse and jeans, standing there in bra and panties while she watched. She guided me into a soft skirt, a blouse with buttons down the front. When I turned to the mirror, I gasped again. The skirt swirled around my thighs, the blouse clung just enough to shape me.

Lauren pressed close behind me, her hands sliding over my waist, her lips brushing my ear. “Look at you. Look at my girl.”

I met her gaze in the reflection. She kissed the back of my neck, her eyes locked on mine in the mirror. Then her lips found mine, slow and commanding, until my knees threatened to give way.

When she pulled back, I was breathless. “Lauren…”

“Shh.” She stroked my cheek. “Good girls don’t talk back. They smile. They obey. And they remember they’re never alone.”

Her words anchored me. In that cramped little room, staring into the mirror, I saw myself clearly. Not Jesse in drag. Jessica.

When we left the store with two shopping bags, my steps felt lighter. Not easy, not confident yet, but possible.


Chapter 3
Pushing It Further


By the time we left the boutique, my arms ached with the weight of the bags Lauren insisted I carry. Each one was stuffed with the spoils of our morning—skirts, blouses, even a dress I hadn’t dared imagine myself in but that Lauren had purchased without hesitation.

She walked a step ahead, her stride easy, her head high, as though she were strolling with her girlfriend through town. And perhaps she was. The thought made my stomach churn and my cage throb all at once.

“Hold your shoulders back,” she reminded me as we crossed the street. “Smile. A girl proud of her new clothes doesn’t skulk.”

I forced myself to straighten, though every instinct screamed at me to shrink, to disappear. My voice wavered as I whispered, “What if someone looks?”

“Then let them,” she said simply, glancing back at me with a smirk. “They’ll only see what I want them to: a shy but pretty young woman on a date. Now hush. We’re going to lunch.”

Lunch. The word hit me like a slap. Shopping was one thing—I could hide in racks of clothes, melt into the background. But sitting at a table, speaking, being served? My chest tightened.

Lauren led me into a small café, the kind with chalkboard menus and sunlit windows. The smell of coffee and bread wrapped around us as we entered. I wanted to turn and flee, but her hand closed over mine, firm and reassuring, guiding me forward.

The hostess smiled. “Table for two?”

“Yes,” Lauren said smoothly, her voice confident, her grip on me unyielding. She gave my hand a subtle squeeze, reminding me of my role.

We were led to a table by the window. The menus were simple, scrawled with chalk above the counter, but my eyes refused to focus. All I could see was the waitress coming toward us with a pad in hand, ready to take our order.

Lauren leaned across the table, her expression calm but commanding. “You’ll order for yourself. Soft voice. Remember the practice. Think Jessica.”

I froze. My throat locked.

“Jessica.” Her tone was firmer now, though not loud enough for anyone else to hear. “You will speak. Or you’ll regret it later.”

The waitress smiled at us. “What can I get for you ladies today?”

Ladies. The word sliced through me like lightning. My heart stuttered. Lauren ordered first, calm and clear, then looked at me expectantly.

I forced air into my lungs. “I-I’ll have… the quiche,” I whispered, my voice softer, higher than my own. My cheeks burned.

The waitress nodded as though nothing were strange. “Of course. Anything to drink?”

“Tea, please,” I managed, eyes fixed on the table.

“Lovely. I’ll bring that right out.” She left us with a smile, no hesitation, no frown, no cruel laugh. Just normal.

When she was gone, Lauren’s hand reached across the table, curling around mine. “Perfect,” she murmured, her thumb stroking my knuckles. “My brave girl.”

I blinked rapidly, fighting tears. The praise warmed me more than any food could have.

We ate slowly, the conversation quiet, but every word I spoke was another test, another moment of exposure. And every time Lauren’s eyes softened, every time her lips curved with approval, I felt another lock click into place inside me, securing me to this path.

When the check came, Lauren slid it across to me. “A girlfriend treats sometimes, doesn’t she?”

My chest tightened, but I fumbled through the wallet she’d placed in my purse, pulling out cash with trembling fingers. The waitress took it without hesitation, thanked me, and moved on.

When we stepped outside again, the sunlight seemed sharper, the air cooler. I was trembling with nerves, but there was a strange exhilaration underneath, a pride I couldn’t quite suppress.

“See?” Lauren said as we walked toward the car. “Not so hard. You carried yourself beautifully. And do you know what else?”

I looked at her, still shaken. “What?”

“You turned heads. Not because they saw through you, but because they saw a pretty girl on the arm of another. They were jealous.”

The words made me flush hot all over. I ducked my head, but her hand tipped my chin back up. “No hiding,” she whispered. “Not anymore.”

The drive home was quiet at first, filled only with the hum of the tires on asphalt. I was lost in my thoughts, replaying every moment, every word, every glance in the café. The humiliation I had feared hadn’t come. Instead, there had been something else—acceptance, even recognition.

Halfway home, Lauren’s hand slid onto my thigh. My breath hitched. She stroked slowly upward, her fingers brushing against the denim stretched tight over my cage. “So proud of you,” she murmured. “My good girl.”

I whimpered, hips jerking at the contact.

Her fingers pressed firmer, rubbing the outline of the metal through the fabric. “You’re throbbing. So needy. So desperate.”

“Yes,” I gasped, unable to deny it.

She chuckled low. “Did you think you’d be rewarded already? No, sweetheart. You’re not ready. Not yet. But soon.”

Her touch grew more insistent, circling the bulge of the cage, pressing against the swollen flesh trapped inside. I writhed, biting back a cry. Every nerve screamed, every pulse begged for release.

And then, just as I felt the edge cresting, just as I teetered on the brink, she pulled her hand away.

The sudden absence left me shaking. “Please—” I started, but her sharp glance silenced me.

“Not yet,” she repeated, her tone final. She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear. “Only when I decide. Only when you’ve proven yourself worthy. And when I finally allow it, you’ll know what it means to come as my girl.”

I closed my eyes, trembling, undone. The rest of the drive blurred past in silence, her hand resting on mine as though nothing had happened, as though she hadn’t just unraveled me and left me aching.

When we pulled into the driveway, I knew I was lost. There was no going back, no undoing what she had begun. I was hers—helpless, desperate, waiting for whatever came next.

And I wanted it more than I had ever wanted anything.


Chapter 4
Breaking Night


The house was quiet when we came in, the evening shadows already long across the living room floor. I carried the shopping bags inside like a dutiful wife returning from a day out, my arms still trembling from the weight of them.

Lauren locked the door behind us, and I heard the click of the deadbolt with a shiver that sank all the way to my cage. We were sealed in. No more public eyes, no more masks. Just me and her, and whatever she intended to do with me.

She took the bags from my hands and set them neatly on the couch. “Later,” she said. Her voice was calm, but it carried a promise I could feel in my bones. “Right now, we have something else to attend to.”

I followed her down the hallway, each step heavier than the last. In the bedroom, she flicked on the lamp. The soft golden light revealed what she had prepared: lingerie draped across the bedspread, delicate and lacy, pale pink with satin ribbons. Beside it lay the plug, gleaming, and coils of soft rope. My breath caught at the sight.

“Undress,” she ordered.

My fingers fumbled at the buttons of the blouse, my pulse hammering. Piece by piece I peeled myself out of the feminine clothes she had chosen for my outing, until I stood in just my bra and panties. She circled me slowly, eyes roaming over me like a collector admiring her prize.

“Pretty,” she murmured, reaching out to adjust the strap of my bra. “But not enough.” She lifted the lingerie from the bed and held it out. “Put it on.”

The fabric whispered against my skin as I slipped into it, the lace hugging me tight, the ribbons trailing against my thighs. It was soft, fragile, utterly feminine. I felt transformed, not into someone bold, but into someone helpless and kept—exactly as she wanted me.

She pressed the plug into my hand. “Prepare yourself.”

My cheeks burned as I obeyed, turning, bending, sliding the toy into place with a gasp. The fullness left me trembling. When I straightened again, she was waiting with the rope.

“Hands,” she said simply.

I lifted my arms, offering them without protest. She bound my wrists together with steady precision, then tied them to the headboard, pulling them just taut enough to remind me I was caught, owned, hers.

When she stepped back to admire her work, my body ached with need. My cage pressed against the satin, swollen and desperate. The plug filled me, every muscle tight with restraint.

Lauren leaned over me, her lips brushing mine. “You’ve done so well today, Jessica,” she whispered. “But the night isn’t over.”

Her hand slid down, cupping me through the cage. I moaned, jerking helplessly against the restraints. She chuckled softly. “So eager. So needy. Do you think I’m going to give you what you want now? After all that teasing?”

“Yes,” I gasped before I could stop myself. “Please, Lauren. I need⁠—”

Her finger pressed against my lips. “Shh. Good girls don’t beg like men. They wait. They whimper. They let their Mistress decide.”

Tears pricked my eyes. “Yes, Lauren.”

She rewarded me with a slow stroke of her fingers over my cage, the vibration of the metal sending shocks through my body. She teased me like that for what felt like hours—fingers brushing, pulling away, returning just as the edge built too high. Each time I thought she might let me go, she denied me, whispering against my ear, “Not yet, Jessica. Not yet.”

The room blurred with heat and want. My body shook with tension, the satin damp with sweat and arousal. Bound, plugged, caged, I was nothing but need. And still she held me there, patient and cruel in her love.

Finally, she bent low, her lips at my ear. “Do you know what’s coming, sweetheart?”

I moaned, eyes wet, voice hoarse. “No… yes… please tell me.”

Her laugh was low, rich, full of promise. “You’re going to be taken. Pegged. Made mine in every way. And when I do, you’ll come for me like the good girl you’ve become.”

My whole body convulsed at the words. The reality of it settled deep, heavier than the rope, deeper than the plug. Pegged. Owned. Claimed.

I sobbed openly, pulling at the restraints. “Please. Please, Lauren. I need it. I’ll be good. I’ll be perfect. Just… please.”

She kissed my forehead, my cheeks, my trembling lips. “That’s right,” she whispered. “Beg like my girl. Show me how much you want it.”

And I did. I begged, voice breaking, body writhing, tears slipping hot down my cheeks. I begged not like a man desperate for release, but like the girl she had made me, fragile and open, aching for her touch.

When at last she pulled away, her eyes burned with satisfaction. She stroked my hair back, soothing me even as she left me shaking with denial. “Good girl,” she murmured. “Tomorrow night, I’ll give you what you’ve been waiting for. Tonight, you’ll sleep plugged, bound, aching. And you’ll dream of being taken.”

She kissed me once more, then turned off the lamp, leaving me in darkness, trembling, the rope biting gently into my wrists, the plug heavy inside me, the cage an unyielding prison.

And through the torment, through the ache, one truth settled deep in my chest: I wanted it. All of it. I wanted to be hers, fully, finally.

Tomorrow, I knew, would break me.

And I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 5
Taken and Made


Idon’t know how long I lay in that half-dreaming state after Lauren untied me in the morning. Long enough for my wrists to bear the faint marks of rope, long enough for my body to ache with need, long enough for my thoughts to spiral into a haze of dread and desire. I’d showered, shaved again, dried myself off carefully, and when I padded back into the bedroom with the towel around my waist, she was waiting for me.

And waiting for me was it.

The harness was already arranged on the bed, black leather gleaming with oil, the dildo rising proudly from the center strap, already glossed with lube that caught the light. It was thick, unyielding, not enormous but certainly larger than any plug I had taken before. Seeing it laid out like that sent a jolt through me, straight down to the locked cage that pulsed against my thigh.

Lauren sat beside it, cross-legged, her posture casual but her eyes sharp. She was brushing her hair back from her face, calm as a queen preparing for court. She smiled as I entered, the kind of smile that made my heart race.

“Come here, Jessica.”

The towel nearly slipped from my shaking hands as I crossed to her. I sank to my knees at the edge of the bed without thinking, like a subject before her ruler. She reached out and touched my cheek, her thumb brushing my skin with a gentleness that contrasted with the dark promise glittering in her eyes.

“You’ve been waiting for this,” she said softly. “Begging for it without words. Do you know what today is?”

My throat was dry. “Today you… take me.”

Her smile deepened. “That’s right. Today I’ll make you mine in a way you can never take back. Today, you’ll come as a girl.”

My cage throbbed painfully at the words. Tears pricked my eyes already, and she hadn’t even touched me yet.

“Up on the bed,” she said, and her voice was no longer soft. It was command.

I obeyed instantly, climbing onto the bed and lying back against the pillows. My body trembled, every nerve raw. She rose and stood, picking up the harness. The leather whispered as she drew it up her legs, buckling the straps around her waist and thighs with slow, deliberate movements. She never took her eyes off me. With every click of a buckle, my chest grew tighter, my breathing more ragged.

When she was finished, she ran her hand along the shaft, spreading the lube evenly, making it glisten. She tested its weight in her palm, then looked at me, smirking. “Nervous?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Good. Nervous means you know what this means.” She crawled onto the bed, straddling me, her weight pressing me into the mattress. She cupped my face, kissed me once, then pulled back, her expression stern. “Last chance to tell me no.”

The thought didn’t even form in my mouth. “Please,” I begged. “Please, Lauren. Take me.”

Her eyes softened with satisfaction. “Good girl.”

She slid down my body, nudging my legs apart, arranging me with care. Her fingers stroked over my cage, squeezing, making me gasp. Then they trailed lower, circling, teasing at the rim of me. I shuddered, helpless under her touch.

“Relax,” she murmured. “Breathe for me. Open for me.”

She pressed the tip against me. My body resisted at first, tight, trembling, but she held me steady with her hand on my hip. “Let me in, Jessica. Don’t fight me. Surrender.”

I whimpered, clutching the sheets, forcing myself to inhale deeply. Slowly, agonizingly, the toy began to slide in. My body stretched around it, burning and aching, until the tip slipped past the threshold. I cried out, half pain, half wonder.

“That’s it,” she soothed, leaning over me. “You’re taking me. You’re doing so well.”

Inch by inch, she pressed deeper, pausing every time my breath hitched, stroking my thigh until I relaxed again. The fullness grew unbearable, but with every second it became less pain and more… rightness. By the time she was fully seated inside me, I was gasping, my eyes wide, tears streaking down my cheeks.

“Look at you,” she whispered, brushing my hair back. “So beautiful. So mine.”

She pulled back slowly, then pushed in again, starting a rhythm. Gentle at first, letting me adjust, coaxing my body to yield. My cage throbbed with every motion, pressed tight between us, the metal cool against her stomach.

My moans spilled out, soft and broken. “Lauren…”

“Shh,” she hushed me, her pace quickening slightly. “Just feel. Just let me take you.”

She kissed me then, long and deep, her tongue claiming mine as surely as her body claimed me below. The rhythm of her thrusts grew steadier, stronger, the friction sending shocks through me. I writhed under her, bound by nothing but her will, and yet I was utterly caught.

Her hand slid down between us, cupping my cage. She squeezed, rubbed, circled, each movement timed with her thrusts. I sobbed, hips jerking, desperate for release I couldn’t find.

“Please,” I gasped against her mouth. “Please, Lauren, I need⁠—”

She bit my lower lip, hard enough to sting. “Not yet,” she growled.

The denial shattered me. I clung to her shoulders, nails digging into her skin as she fucked me harder, deeper, filling me until I could think of nothing else. My body shook violently, the tears streaming freely now.

“You’re mine,” she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. “Every moan, every tear, every twitch of your little cock in that cage—it all belongs to me. Say it.”

“I’m yours!” I sobbed. “I’m your girl, your Jessica, please⁠—”

She kissed my ear, my cheek, my mouth, all while pounding into me with a rhythm that left me delirious. The pressure built, unbearable, a constant crest just out of reach. I was breaking apart, undone, dangling over the edge she held me above.

And then her voice dropped, low and commanding, a whip-crack against my skin. “Now, Jessica. Come for me.”

The words detonated inside me. My body convulsed, the orgasm ripping through me like nothing I had ever known. It wasn’t sharp, it wasn’t explosive. It was wave after wave, rolling, endless, flooding every nerve. My cage held me tight, denying the spurting climax I’d once known, but it didn’t matter. The release was everywhere else—my chest, my belly, my throat, my tears. I sobbed as it consumed me, clinging to her as though I might drown.

Lauren held me through it, her hips still moving, drawing out every shudder, every gasp. She stroked my hair, kissed my tears, whispered over and over, “That’s it, my good girl. That’s it. Let it go.”

The orgasm went on and on, a slow unraveling, a surrender of everything I had been. When it finally ebbed, I was left shaking in her arms, limp and spent, my face wet with tears, my body glowing with exhaustion.

She eased out of me gently, laying the harness aside, then gathered me close. Her hand stroked my cheek, her lips brushed my hair. “There,” she whispered. “Now you know. Now you’re mine completely.”

And I wept, not with sorrow, but with the overwhelming joy of being owned, being remade, being exactly what she wanted me to be.


Chapter 6
Afterglow


The room was dim and hushed when it was over, the lamp’s golden light wrapping the bed in a soft halo. My body was still trembling, my breath coming in shallow bursts. I could feel the faint ache of where she’d filled me, the soreness of muscles stretched and claimed, the heavy throb of my cage pulsing in its own spent rhythm. But beneath it all was a quiet that had never lived in me before, a stillness that spread through my chest, warm and whole.

Lauren leaned over me, brushing damp hair from my forehead, pressing a kiss there. “You did so well, Jessica,” she whispered.

Tears slipped from the corners of my eyes. “Thank you, Lauren.” The words sounded small, fragile. But they carried every ounce of my gratitude, every thread of surrender.

Her hand slid down my chest, resting over the cage. She clicked the key into the lock, and for a moment my heart stuttered. I wasn’t sure she would ever open it again. But the lock clicked, and the pressure released, the device falling away. I gasped at the sudden freedom, at the tender weight of myself in her palm as she stroked me softly.

“Look at you,” she murmured, her thumb circling lazily over the head, coaxing gentle aftershocks that made me whimper. “So raw, so undone. My sweet girl.”

I melted under her touch, too spent to resist, too grateful to care. Each stroke wasn’t about arousal anymore but about belonging. She was reminding me that even here, even unlocked, I was hers.

When my breathing steadied, she pulled me into her arms, tucking my head beneath her chin. The smell of her skin, warm and faintly floral, filled me with safety. I curled against her, small and pliant, the lingerie clinging damp to my body.

“I’ve never felt like that,” I whispered into her chest. “It wasn’t… it wasn’t like before. It wasn’t just release. It was…” I trailed off, searching for words.

Her hand stroked my hair. “It was surrender. The way a good girl comes. From the inside out. Not an explosion, but a letting go.”

I nodded, tears spilling again. “Yes. That’s exactly what it was.”

We lay in silence for a while, her hand drifting up and down my back, her breathing steady. My body ached, but it was a sweet ache, the kind that made me want to stay in it forever.

“Jessica,” she said finally, her voice soft but certain. “Do you think you could ever go back? Back to Jesse, back to pretending?”

The question pierced me, but there was no hesitation in my answer. I lifted my head to look at her, my vision still blurred with tears. “No. I’m your girl now. Always.”

Her eyes softened, and she kissed me, slow and deep, sealing the truth between us.

When she pulled back, a smile curved her lips, sly but tender. “Then from now on… there’s no holding back. You’re Jessica in every way.”

The words sent a fresh shiver through me, not of fear this time but of anticipation. I wondered what else there could be. What more she could do to me. For me.

“And it starts with this,” she added as she reached into her bedside drawer.

Her hand returned to my cock with a familiar touch. I could feel her slipping a chastity cage over it, securing it behind my balls. I looked down just as she secured the top, pressing it down until it clicked into the ring.

I gasped at the sight, the head of the cage no longer having a phallic resemblance. Instead it was nearly flat, just a small rounding to the sides and a diamond shaped slit in the front.

Lauren turned the key in the lock and pulled it away, securing it in place before giving the slit a little flick and smiling. “Now my good girl has a proper little clit. And no more bulges to bother with.”

My breath caught. I stared down at it, hardly recognizing my own body. It looked so small, so delicate, tucked away, no longer the proud thing it once was. A lump rose in my throat. Shame should have followed, but instead a strange warmth spread through me, a trembling relief. It felt right.

Lauren’s fingers brushed the new cage again, gentler this time, stroking as if to soothe me. “Do you see? There’s nothing left to hide behind. No confusion, no question. You’re Jessica now, through and through.”

Tears welled in my eyes. “Yes,” I whispered. My voice cracked on the word. “I’m your Jessica.”

She leaned down and kissed me, slow and claiming, her hand still resting between my thighs as if to anchor me in this new truth. When she pulled back, her eyes glowed with pride. “That’s my girl. From tonight on, the world won’t see Jesse anymore. Only her.”

A sob broke free, half despair, half joy. I clutched at her, my chest heaving as the weight of it all crashed through me—the fear, the surrender, the strange sweetness of being remade in her image.

Lauren gathered me into her arms, cradling me against her chest. She stroked my hair, her lips at my temple. “No more halves. No more hiding. You’re mine, and you’re perfect.”

The words washed over me, and I sank into them, into her warmth, into the quiet certainty of her possession.

I buried my face against her, heart full, body spent, soul remade. And for the first time, I felt not like I was hiding in her shadow, but like I belonged fully in her light.
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