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Chapter 1
Her Turn


The first time Lauren laid everything out, I thought it was a joke. Not that she was the type to joke about my training—she rarely did—but because of how ordinary the object looked, set so neatly on the soft towel across the bed. A dildo that was both smooth and intimidating in its simplicity, the kind of toy I’d seen in porn but never touched in real life. My throat closed the second I realized it wasn’t for her use, not tonight. It was for mine.

I lingered in the doorway too long, frozen, caught between dread and curiosity. Lauren had changed into one of her loose silk robes, the one that clung to her shoulders and gaped just enough at the chest to tease me with the sight of bare skin beneath. Her hair was down, loose and shining, and she leaned against the headboard like a queen surveying her throne room. The contrast between her elegance and the humiliating thing she’d set out for me only heightened my sense of imbalance. I didn’t know where to put my eyes.

“Come here, Jessica.” Her voice was calm, but the command left no room for argument.

I crossed the room slowly, my caged cock already stirring inside the soft confinement of lace panties. She always picked something delicate for me to wear before these lessons, as though reminding me in advance who I was becoming: not her husband, not her equal, but her girl. Tonight it was pale pink, trimmed in white ribbon. The bra hugged my chest, soft cups shaping nothing into the suggestion of something. The panties clung to me, hiding the cage beneath, feminine enough that I hated how pretty I felt.

My knees nearly buckled when she patted the bedspread in front of her. I obeyed, sitting at the edge, my eyes fixed on the toy.

Lauren’s smile was warm, almost indulgent. “Do you know what this is for?”

I swallowed hard. “For… for me?”

She laughed, low and rich. “Yes, sweetheart. For you. But not in the way you think.” She leaned forward, brushing a strand of hair from my face, her fingers lingering along my cheek. “A good girl doesn’t just look pretty. She knows how to please men. Properly. With her lips, her tongue, her throat. Tonight, we begin your training.”

The words struck me like a bell. Please men. Properly. I had gone down on Lauren plenty of times over the years—we’d been married long enough that I thought I knew what I was doing. But this wasn’t the same. This wasn’t husband and wife fumbling in passion. This was a training session. A lesson. A reshaping of me into someone else entirely.

“I… I don’t know if I can,” I whispered.

Her hand slid into my hair, gripping gently at the roots. The sudden firmness sent a thrill down my spine. “Of course you can. You’ll do it for me. And you’ll learn to love it.”

I nodded because I had no choice. I nodded because the thought of disappointing her terrified me more than anything.

Lauren picked up the dildo and set it upright on the towel so it stood there, mocking me, waiting. Then she leaned back, drawing her robe around her as if settling in to watch a performance.

“On your knees,” she said.

I slid to the floor, the carpet soft beneath me. My chest rose and fell too fast, my hands fidgeting at my sides. I wanted to hide, to disappear, but Lauren’s gaze held me there. She looked serene, patient, endlessly in control.

“Open your mouth, Jessica.”

My lips parted. My tongue felt heavy, clumsy. I leaned forward until the tip of the toy brushed against me.

“Wider.” Her voice sharpened, and I obeyed instantly.

The silicone pushed past my lips, cold and foreign. My cheeks burned with humiliation. Lauren adjusted her grip in my hair, guiding me down inch by inch. The toy filled my mouth, stretched it. I gagged far sooner than I wanted, pulling back with a cough, my eyes watering.

“Shh.” She stroked my head, soothing and firm at once. “That’s why we practice. No one expects perfection the first time.” She tipped my chin up, forcing me to meet her gaze. “You’ll get better. I’ll make sure of it.”

Her confidence, her unshakable certainty, was both terrifying and comforting. If she believed I could do this, maybe I could.

“Again,” she said.

I took a breath and leaned forward once more. The toy slid deeper this time before I gagged again. Lauren murmured praise, her voice a balm against my shame. “Good girl. That’s better. Relax your throat. Think of me.”

The words flooded me with warmth. Think of her. Not of what I was doing, not of how humiliating it felt, but of her. I focused on the softness of her robe brushing my face, the scent of her perfume lingering in the air, the steady rhythm of her breathing.

I tried again, letting the toy slip farther in. My throat convulsed, my eyes stung, but I didn’t pull back. Not until Lauren tugged gently on my hair, easing me away.

She kissed my forehead, her lips soft against my damp skin. “You’re trying so hard. I’m proud of you.”

Tears pricked my eyes at the simple praise. It meant everything.

We repeated the cycle over and over: her guiding me down, me gagging, her soothing me, praising me, urging me forward. Each time I managed a little deeper, a little longer. Each time my humiliation mixed more thoroughly with something else—something like pride, though twisted and raw.

At one point, she pressed her thigh against my shoulder and whispered, “Imagine this is me. Imagine my pussy filling your mouth, my taste coating your tongue. That’s what you’re learning for.”

The thought sent a bolt of arousal straight through me, my cage straining painfully against the panties. My shame deepened, but my obedience grew too. I wanted it to be her. I wanted to be good enough for her.

When she finally told me to stop, my jaw ached, my throat was raw, and my knees throbbed from kneeling too long. But my heart soared with a strange, desperate joy.

Lauren pulled me up into her lap, cradling me against her chest. She kissed my temple, stroked my hair, whispered into my ear. “This is only the beginning, Jessica. You’re going to be so good for me. You’re going to make me so proud.”

And in that moment, despite the ache in my throat and the burning in my chest, I believed her.


Chapter 2
The Lesson Continues


Lauren didn’t treat that first night as a novelty. She treated it as the beginning of something permanent.

The next evening, when I slipped into bed with her—hopeful, maybe even daring to imagine she might want to simply cuddle, to let me rest—she gave me a look that made my stomach sink and flutter all at once. That look of hers, a blend of affection and command, the one that told me resistance was pointless.

“You know what to do,” she said simply, her tone calm but unyielding.

From the drawer at her bedside table, she produced the towel and the dildo. Seeing them again so soon sent a shock through me. My throat still ached faintly from the night before; my jaw tightened reflexively, as if remembering the stretch.

Lauren laid the towel carefully across the comforter, smoothing it with her hand like a ritual. She set the toy on top. She didn’t even glance at me as she did it, as if she assumed my compliance the way one assumes the sun will rise.

And she was right.

The first protest bubbled in my throat: But I’m sore… can’t we skip tonight? I imagined saying it, imagined the disappointment it would bring to her face, and I swallowed the words back down. Instead I lowered my eyes and shifted onto the floor, my knees sinking into the carpet fibers that were already beginning to feel like mine.

Lauren smiled faintly, satisfied, then cupped my chin and tilted it up. “A good girl practices every day,” she murmured. “How else will she get better?”

Her thumb stroked my cheek, affectionate yet purposeful. Her other hand pressed the base of the dildo against my lips.

I opened without hesitation this time, my lips parting for her, shame burning behind my ribs. The toy slipped in, cool and slick. My throat seized almost immediately, but I forced myself to hold, to breathe.

“That’s it,” Lauren whispered. “Down, then up. Again. And again. Until it feels natural.”

I obeyed, gagging softly as it nudged the back of my tongue. Her fingers threaded through my hair, guiding me in steady rhythm. She didn’t force—she didn’t need to. Her calm control carried me forward more effectively than brute strength ever could.

When she finally pulled back, she set her phone upright on the nightstand. The screen flickered to life, and I froze at what I saw: a porn clip, full-screen, a woman kneeling between a man’s thighs, her lips stretched around him, her eyes locked on the camera with practiced lust.

“Watch her lips,” Lauren instructed. “See how she moves her tongue. Try it.”

Humiliation lanced through me, sharp and immediate. I wanted to look away, but Lauren’s hand in my hair made that impossible. So I watched, cheeks flaming, as the actress took him down with ease, her mouth slick and eager. I mimicked her motions, clumsy and unsure, while drool pooled in the corners of my lips.

Lauren’s praise came softly, encouraging me. “Better. You’re learning.”

She cycled through clips, each with different women, different techniques. Some stroked with their hands while their mouths worked the tip; others took the full length in smooth, unbroken thrusts. Each time, Lauren had me imitate, murmuring small corrections, offering patient guidance.

It was mortifying. And yet, each time she said good girl, a thrill of heat spread through me, anchoring me in obedience.

Then she added positions. She pulled me across her lap, tilting the toy at an angle that made me struggle to adjust my jaw. She had me kneel at the side of the bed, reaching up, stretching my throat in a new way. She even placed a pillow beneath me once, pushing my head back slightly as she held the dildo steady.

Every variation pushed me deeper into surrender. My body trembled from the effort, my throat raw, my eyes watery. But her presence, her voice, her touch—these kept me steady.

At one point she slid forward on the bed, pressing her thigh against my shoulder. “Go on,” she teased, pressing me closer with gentle insistence. “Show me how desperate you are.”

The cage beneath my panties throbbed mercilessly. I whimpered as I ground against her thigh, helpless, my body betraying me. My mouth worked the toy, sloppy and frantic, while my hips moved in shameful rhythm.

Lauren moaned softly, clearly enjoying the sight. “Look at you,” she purred. “So hungry. So eager to please. My perfect little slut.”

Her words made me burn hotter. I could feel myself spiraling, trembling with the need to let go. My body tightened, every nerve begging for release.

I thought—just maybe—she would let me have it. Just once.

But just when I was at the edge, when my muscles clenched and the fire in my body threatened to consume me, she tugged the toy from my mouth and pressed her fingers under my chin, lifting my eyes to hers.

“No,” she whispered. Her voice was gentle, but her meaning absolute. “Not yet. Not for you.”

The denial shattered me. A sob tore from my chest, my whole body collapsing forward against her lap. My cage throbbed uselessly, my need clawing through me like a wildfire.

Lauren stroked my hair, her touch soothing even as it reinforced my helplessness. She kissed my damp forehead, murmuring soft praise.

“You did so well, Jessica. So obedient. So beautiful.” Her lips brushed my temple. “But you must learn: your pleasure is in giving me mine. And when you’ve learned it fully—only then—maybe I’ll let you remember what yours feels like.”

Her words sank into me like seeds, planting something dangerous and irresistible. My body was wrecked, desperate, unsatisfied. But my heart… my heart was swelling with something far more perilous.

Devotion.

I crawled into bed beside her when she was finished, trembling and raw. She wrapped me in her arms, pulling the blanket around us. Her robe slipped open, and I pressed my cheek to her bare skin, inhaling the warmth of her.

“Sleep, my girl,” she murmured. “Tomorrow we’ll practice again.”

And though the ache between my legs screamed for relief, though my throat burned and my body quivered, I closed my eyes and obeyed.

Because she was right. Tomorrow, we would practice again. And the day after that. And the day after that. Until there was no me left—only the girl she was shaping.


Chapter 3
Strap Me In


The night she brought out the harness, I thought my heart would stop. Until then, the lessons had all been about my mouth—learning to surrender it, to shape it into something useful for her. I had started to accept it as part of the new routine, part of being Jessica. But when I saw the black straps dangling from her hand, gleaming leather and polished buckles, I froze, remembering the pleasure they had once brought me.

“Don’t just stand there,” Lauren said softly, her eyes shining with amusement. “Come closer.”

I obeyed, though every step felt like walking toward a cliff. She laid the harness out on the bed, letting me see it in full. The straps were sleek, supple, their intersections reinforced with shining metal rings. From the center jutted a dildo—longer than the one I’d been practicing with, thicker too. It looked heavy, impossible.

Lauren smiled at my expression. “Do you know what this is for?”

My throat was dry. “For… me?”

She laughed, shaking her head as if I’d missed the obvious. “No, sweetheart. For me. You’re just the one wearing it.”

The words hit me with confusing force. For a moment I thought she was giving me power, that she wanted me to take her. But then she reminded me, so gently, that even this was hers. I was only the vessel. The tool. The body she chose to use.

My knees nearly buckled.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

I peeled them away—my soft bra, my lacy panties, the cage beneath that still kept me achingly small and useless. Naked, I felt more exposed than ever, my hands fluttering to cover myself until Lauren batted them away.

She lifted the harness and held it open. “Step in.”

The leather was cool against my thighs as I threaded my legs through, the straps brushing my skin like a promise. She pulled it up around my hips, cinching each buckle snug. The pressure was shocking—tight, confining, impossible to ignore. The dildo jutted out from me now, obscene, surreal.

Lauren adjusted the straps until the harness clung to me like a second skin. She stood back, admiring her work, her eyes roaming me with possessive satisfaction.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “My pretty girl, wearing my cock for me.”

I shivered.

Before I could gather myself, she slipped off her robe and stretched across the bed, her body a vision of effortless beauty. She leaned back against the pillows, legs spreading with lazy authority. Her skin glowed in the lamplight, soft curves and sharp edges, everything about her radiating power.

“Now,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Fuck me.”

The words stunned me. My breath caught. “I—I don’t know how.”

Her smile was patient, indulgent. “Then tonight you will learn.”

I climbed onto the bed, clumsy with nerves, the harness jutting from me at an awkward angle. Positioning myself between her thighs felt absurd, surreal. But the warmth of her skin against mine steadied me, if only a little.

Lauren reached down and guided the toy to her entrance, her eyes never leaving mine. “Go on,” she whispered.

I pushed forward tentatively, the resistance of her body meeting me. She moaned softly, urging me closer. The harness shifted against my hips, the straps tugging at me in ways that felt foreign, unsettling. I couldn’t feel her the way I once had, but the illusion was overwhelming—watching her body arch, hearing her breath catch, knowing I was inside her, even if it wasn’t me.

At first I was clumsy, my thrusts awkward, my rhythm uneven. Shame burned in my chest. But Lauren didn’t scold. She wrapped her arms around me, pulled me down into a kiss, and whispered encouragement against my lips.

“That’s it, Jessica. Don’t think—just move. Let me use you.”

Her nails scratched down my back as she bucked against me, taking control of the rhythm herself. I gasped at the sensation of being nothing more than her instrument. My hips obeyed, my body straining to keep up with her.

She moaned louder, her head tipping back, her lips parting in pleasure. Every sound she made drove me deeper into surrender. I wanted her to feel good. I wanted her to lose herself. If that meant grinding into her with this obscene thing strapped to me, then I would.

At one point she grabbed my hair, yanking my head back so I had to look at her. Her eyes were wild with pleasure, her lips curled in a grin. “You feel that, baby? That’s me. That’s what you’re for.”

I whimpered, my cage throbbing painfully, my whole body aching with denied arousal. But her words pushed me harder. I thrust again and again, my muscles burning, sweat dripping down my back.

She cried out, her body tightening, and for a moment I thought she was finished. But she pulled me closer, her lips brushing my ear, her voice low and devastating.

“Never forget,” she whispered. “This is my cock. Not yours. You’re just the one wearing it.”

The words undid me completely. I ground into her with desperate obedience, my body shaking, my need clawing at me from within. When she finally shuddered, moaning loudly, collapsing against the pillows in release, I nearly collapsed too—not from pleasure, but from the sheer force of what I’d given her.

I rolled to the side, trembling, the harness still strapped tightly to me, the dildo still slick and glistening. My body screamed for release, but none came. Only the ache, the emptiness, the fire of denial.

Lauren turned her head toward me, smiling softly, her cheeks flushed. She stroked my cheek with her fingertips, tender even in her dominance.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “You did so well for me.”

And in that moment, broken and unsatisfied as I was, I believed her.


Chapter 4
All About Lauren


By the time she brought out the harness again, I thought I knew what to expect. The first time had been overwhelming—awkward, humiliating, strangely hot—but I’d survived it. More than survived it, I’d seen the way Lauren had melted beneath me, the way her body had arched and her voice had broken into moans. For all my fumbling, I had given her something real.

So when she buckled the straps around my hips the second time, snugging the leather until it hugged my skin, I braced myself for more of the same—clumsy thrusts, whispered encouragements, the illusion of control shattered by her reminders that it was always hers.

But this time was different.

She didn’t bother with the robe. She stripped before my eyes, unhurried, letting the silk pool at her feet. My breath caught at the sight of her nakedness, the way her skin glowed in the lamplight, the easy confidence in every movement of her body. She lay back on the bed with a sigh, her arms folded behind her head, her legs parting lazily.

“Your job tonight,” she said, her voice smooth and unshakable, “is to make me come as many times as I want. Nothing else matters. Not your pleasure, not your comfort. Just mine.”

The words rang in my ears, heavier than any order she’d ever given me.

I climbed onto the bed, awkward in the harness, the dildo jutting from me like an accusation. Lauren didn’t reach to guide me this time. She didn’t touch me at all. She just lay there, watching, waiting, her expression serene.

My hands shook as I positioned myself between her thighs. The head of the toy nudged against her, slick already from the lube she’d applied before strapping me in. She arched her hips slightly, a silent command.

“Go on,” she murmured. “Show me what you’ve learned.”

I pressed forward, slipping inside her. The sensation wasn’t mine to feel, not in the way it once had been, but the illusion was dizzying. Watching her lips part, her chest rise, her eyes flutter closed—it was enough to make me ache with longing.

At first my thrusts were hesitant, uncertain. But Lauren moaned softly, her legs wrapping around my hips, urging me deeper. “Yes,” she whispered. “Just like that.”

Her praise drove me harder. I found a rhythm, clumsy but determined, my body straining with effort. Sweat trickled down my back, my arms trembling as I supported myself above her. But she only grew louder, her moans echoing in the room, her nails dragging down her own thighs.

“Look at me,” she commanded, her voice sharp suddenly.

I opened my eyes, meeting hers. She held my gaze as her body tightened, her breath catching. “That’s it, Jessica. Make me come. Make me believe in you.”

Her climax broke over her like a wave, her back arching, her thighs clamping around me. She cried out, her voice ragged, her face flushed with bliss.

I froze, stunned by the sight, my body shaking with need. But she didn’t let me stop. She pushed at my hips, forcing me to keep moving, even as she trembled through her orgasm.

“Again,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Do it again.”

I obeyed, my muscles screaming, my lungs burning. I thrust into her, watching as her pleasure built again, as her body writhed beneath me. She moaned louder this time, her nails digging into the sheets, her head tossing from side to side.

And when she came again, her voice breaking on my name, something inside me shattered.

It wasn’t me she was responding to. Not really. It was the cock she’d strapped onto me, the tool she’d made me into. But her pleasure was real, and I was the one giving it to her. That was enough. More than enough.

I kept going until she collapsed against the pillows, her body limp, her chest heaving. My arms trembled with exhaustion, my cage throbbing mercilessly against the harness. Every nerve in my body screamed for release, but I didn’t dare ask.

Lauren opened her eyes slowly, a lazy smile spreading across her face. She reached up, stroked my cheek with her fingertips, and whispered, “Good girl.”

Two words. That was all. But they lit me up from the inside, filling the hollow ache with something far more powerful than orgasm.

I collapsed beside her, trembling, the harness still tight around me, the toy still slick with her. She curled against me, warm and soft, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “You’re mine, Jessica. All of you. And this—” she reached down, tapping the harness—“this is mine too. Never forget that.”

I nodded, tears pricking my eyes, my heart overflowing.

And as sleep crept in, I realized the truth: I didn’t need release. Not when I had her.


Chapter 5
The Price of Pleasure


By then, the routine had settled into me like breath. Each night brought some new lesson, some new test, and each morning I woke with a throat raw from practice, a body aching from strain, and a heart that fluttered with pride and need.

Lauren didn’t ask anymore. She expected. A towel on the bed, a bottle of lube within reach, the harness folded neatly in the drawer—these things had become fixtures in our room, like the lamp on the nightstand or the clock on the wall. They belonged there, the same way I belonged kneeling at her feet.

But that night, she took it further.

We had spent what felt like hours with the strap-on—me grinding into her until sweat ran down my back and my thighs shook with exhaustion. She had climaxed twice, maybe three times; I’d lost track in the haze of her moans and cries. My own need had built and built, trapped and frantic, until every movement of the cage was agony.

When she finally pushed me back, panting, her chest slick with sweat, I thought she might release me from the harness and curl me into her arms. That had become the pattern—use, then comfort.

But this time she sat up slowly, reached between us, and unbuckled the straps herself. She slid the harness off my hips, the dildo glistening with her arousal. She held it in her hand for a moment, studying it, then turned to me with a smile that made my stomach drop.

“On your knees,” she said.

The words were velvet over steel. I obeyed instantly, even as dread curled in my gut.

Lauren dangled the toy in front of my face, the shaft wet, shining, still warm from her body. She tilted her head, eyes sparkling with mischief and command.

“Clean it.”

I froze. My breath caught in my chest, my cheeks burning so hot I thought they might catch fire. The thought of putting my mouth on it now—slick with her, reeking of sex—sent humiliation flooding through me.

“Lauren, I⁠—”

Her fingers slid into my hair, tugging just enough to silence me. Not hard, not cruel—just enough to remind me that resistance was a fantasy. “Jessica,” she said, her voice low and calm. “Clean it. Show me how much you love serving me.”

Her eyes held mine, unwavering, until my shame buckled beneath her certainty. My lips trembled. My hands fisted in the sheets at my sides. Every instinct screamed to pull back, to hide, to beg for some other task. But the pressure of her hand, the weight of her expectation, held me in place.

Slowly, shame burning me alive, I leaned forward.

The smell hit me first, musky and intimate. Then the taste—salt and lube and the unmistakable tang of her. My tongue darted out, tentative, tracing the head. Lauren moaned softly, the sound enough to make my body quake.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Make it shine.”

I licked again, longer this time, dragging my tongue along the shaft. The humiliation was dizzying, the knowledge that I was tasting her, cleaning up after her, doing something so raw and degrading. But every time she moaned, every time her fingers tightened in my hair, a flicker of pride lit within me.

I let the length slide into my mouth, sucking gently, swirling my tongue. Drool mixed with her slickness, running down my chin. Tears pricked my eyes, not just from the stretch of my jaw but from the weight of what I was doing.

“Good girl,” she murmured, stroking my hair. “Look at you, so eager, so obedient. My perfect little slut.”

The words undid me. My cage throbbed, my hips twitching helplessly. I wanted release so badly I could hardly breathe. But she gave me none. Only her voice, her praise, her command.

I worked the toy deeper, gagging softly, swallowing down the humiliation with every thrust. I pictured it as her, pictured myself licking her clean, drinking from her, worshipping her with every flick of my tongue. The fantasy wrapped around me, dizzying, intoxicating.

At one point I whimpered, desperate, my hips jerking against nothing. The sound made her chuckle softly. “You’re so needy,” she teased. “So desperate to cum. But look at you—serving me anyway. That’s what makes you mine.”

Her praise hit me harder than any orgasm could have.

When she finally pulled the toy away, it gleamed, spotless, wet from my mouth. She held it up to the light, admiring my work, then set it aside.

She cupped my chin, tilted my face up to hers, and kissed me—slow, deep, tasting herself on my lips.

I whimpered into the kiss, my whole body trembling. My cage ached so violently I thought I might break apart from need alone.

She pulled back, her forehead resting against mine, her breath hot and steady. “You’ll cum again someday, sweetheart,” she whispered. “But only when I can tell you’ve forgotten what it’s like to need it.”

The words sliced through me. Terrifying. Devastating. And yet—they filled me with a fierce, aching devotion. Because if she was the one who decided when I needed release, then I didn’t have to decide at all.

I sagged against her, sobbing quietly, my body wrecked, my mind spinning. She wrapped me in her arms, stroking my hair, rocking me gently like a child.

“Shh,” she soothed. “You did so well for me. You made me feel amazing. You’re everything I wanted tonight.”

Her words were balm and brand at once, healing me and searing me deeper into her possession.

As she tucked me into bed, curling me against her chest, I realized something frightening: I was beginning to crave this more than orgasm. The ache in my body didn’t matter as much as her praise, her satisfaction, the warmth of her calling me a good girl.

Even if it meant never cumming again.


Chapter 6
Her Perfect Girl


The night it changed, I knew before she even touched me.

Lauren had a way of setting the tone before a single word passed her lips. Some nights she carried the air of a teacher—calm, firm, instructing me like a patient tutor guiding her wayward student. Other nights she was all dominance—sharp smiles and deliberate cruelty, demanding more than I thought I had to give. But that night, when I stepped into our bedroom, she was something else entirely.

She was soft. The lamp by the bed cast her in a warm glow, her hair loose around her shoulders, her robe cinched but falling slightly open at the chest. She was lying against the pillows with a book in her lap, her glasses perched on her nose. When she looked up at me, her smile was so gentle, so heartbreakingly tender, that I felt my knees weaken.

“Come here, Jessica.”

I obeyed without hesitation, the cage between my legs heavy, my body already conditioned to ache in her presence. I climbed onto the bed beside her, expecting the towel, the toy, the harness. But none of them were there.

Instead, she set the book aside, pulled her glasses off, and patted the space beside her. “No lessons tonight. Just us.”

The relief was immediate, dizzying. But confusion followed close behind. My training had become such a constant that the absence of it felt strange, almost wrong. I settled against her cautiously, my body tense, waiting for the trick.

Lauren stroked my cheek with the back of her fingers, her eyes shining. “You’ve been such a good girl for me. So obedient. So willing to learn. Tonight, I just want to enjoy you.”

The words sank into me, warm and terrifying. Enjoy me. Not use me, not train me—enjoy me.

She pulled me into a kiss, slow and lingering. Her tongue brushed mine, her lips soft and insistent. I melted into her, my hands trembling as I held her waist. She tasted of wine and something sweeter, something uniquely hers.

The kiss deepened, her body pressing against mine. She shifted until she was straddling me, her robe falling open, her bare skin brushing my chest. I gasped, my cage straining uselessly beneath her.

She ground her hips against me, slow and deliberate. The sensation was overwhelming—her warmth, her softness, the friction of her body against mine. I whimpered into her mouth, every nerve screaming with need.

“Shh,” she whispered, pulling back just enough to look into my eyes. “Don’t beg. Just feel me.”

I nodded frantically, tears pricking my eyes.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her hands cradling my face. She whispered my name between kisses, over and over, as if it were a prayer. “Jessica. My Jessica. My perfect girl.”

The words broke me. I sobbed into her mouth, clinging to her, my body trembling with desperation and devotion.

She kissed my cheeks, my forehead, my throat, each touch tender, reverent. Her hands roamed my body, not to tease or torment, but to hold, to cherish. She pressed her chest against mine, her heartbeat steady, grounding me.

I couldn’t stop crying. Not loud, heaving sobs, but quiet tears that slid down my cheeks unchecked. The ache in my body was unbearable, but my heart was so full it felt like it might burst.

Lauren pulled back just enough to brush the tears away with her thumbs. “Look at you,” she whispered. “So beautiful. So mine. You’re becoming everything I ever wanted.”

I tried to speak, but the words caught in my throat. All I could do was nod, sobbing quietly as she kissed me again.

She ground against me slowly, rhythmically, her moans soft and low in my ear. The sensation of her using my body this way, even without penetration, was intoxicating. I was trapped in my cage, denied release, but I didn’t care. Her pleasure, her closeness, her love—it was more than enough.

She kissed me until I couldn’t breathe, until my whole world narrowed to her lips, her voice, her warmth. When she finally pulled back, she rested her forehead against mine and whispered the words that shattered me completely.

“You’re becoming everything you were meant to be.”

I broke then, sobbing into her chest, clinging to her as if I might drown without her. She held me close, stroking my hair, rocking me gently. She kissed the top of my head, my temple, my cheek, whispering my name over and over.

Jessica. Jessica. Jessica.

The sound of it, repeated like a mantra, like a vow, filled me with a sense of belonging I had never known.

When we finally lay back against the pillows, tangled together, my body ached, my cage throbbed, my need was unbearable. But my heart was quiet. Full.

And as Lauren kissed my forehead one last time, whispering, “My perfect girl,” I knew the truth.

I didn’t need release. I didn’t need anything but her.
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Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain


Training for Sissies

When Daniel accidentally signs up for sissy training while searching for physical training, he’s in for the surprise of his life. But it’s too late to stop. Daniel quickly, and eagerly, succumbs to the demands of his new trainers and mistresses, Scarlett and Ruby. Through their physical and mental training, Daniel quickly learns the in and outs of the sissy lifestyle. And he likes it.

Follow Daniel through his ten week sissy training course as transforms into Danielle, the obedient and subservient sissy, and learns that his accidental enrollment was no accident at all. It was his destiny.

[image: ]


Feminized By My Boss’s Daughter

For three straight days, Stephen is surprised by gifts left on his desk, each containing a new piece of lingerie. On the fourth day, he finds a chastity cage and an invitation to meet his secret admirer—but only if he wears everything he's received. Suddenly, he finds himself intrigued by the seductive garments and the mysterious device.

Unable to resist the temptation, Stephen dresses up, hiding the lingerie under his clothes, and goes to find his admirer. He soon discovers that it’s Juliette, the stunning daughter of his boss, and that she has bigger plans for him than just wearing lingerie—a complete transformation awaits. A transformation that makes him question himself and his true desires.

As Juliette continues to train him, Stephen delves deeper into his desires, learning how to serve his boss properly in his new position and finding himself in a twisted web of romance through this three book series containing: Feminized By My Boss's Daughter, Trained By My Boss's Daughter, and Ravished By My Boss's Wife.
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For more chastity, sissy, and sissy maid stories, please check out https://www.tiffanychastain.com/ to find Tiffany’s complete catalog!

[image: ]


OEBPS/image_rsrcF1.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcF5.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcF0.jpg
TIFFANY CHASTAIN

% "
H ERESES S Y9

FANTASY

SERVING HER PLEASURE






OEBPS/image_rsrcF4.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcF2.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcF3.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		1. Her Turn

		2. The Lesson Continues

		3. Strap Me In

		4. All About Lauren

		5. The Price of Pleasure

		6. Her Perfect Girl

		Newsletter

		About the Author

		Also by Tiffany Chastain




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35






