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Chapter 1
The Confession


It started with wine. It usually did.

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

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

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

I blinked. “Wait. What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean, like... roleplaying?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not sure yet.”

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

I swallowed deep, a strange sensation flooding my body.

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

“You’re serious,” I said quietly.

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

“Your porn, Jesse.”

My stomach dropped. “Oh my god.”

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

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

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

“That’s ridiculous.”

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

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

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

“And if I say no?”

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

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

And god help me, I nodded.

“Okay,” I said. “Just once.”

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


Chapter 2
The Outfit


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

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

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

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

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

A folded bundle of fabric sat neatly on the dresser.

It wasn’t mine.

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

Wear me. Let’s match.

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

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

I swallowed hard.

And then I picked up the panties.

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

But something about them…

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

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

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

I took a deep breath and reached for the camisole.

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

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

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

My whole body was humming.

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

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

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

And I’d put them on.

Worse—I liked how they felt.

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

What if she liked it?

What if I liked it more?

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

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

A beat passed.

Then she grinned like Christmas had come early.

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

“I’m blaming the wine,” I muttered.

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

I flushed. She was right.

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

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

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

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

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

And she did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was hard. I knew she could feel it.

But she didn’t pull away.

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

But I was gasping when we finally broke apart.

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

“Then why did you stop?”

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

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

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


Chapter 3
The Makeover


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

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

Shaping me.

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

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

I blinked. “Wait—really?”

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

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

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

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

“Let me,” she whispered.

I let her.

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

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

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

“Pink?” I asked.

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

I rolled my eyes, but my heart was pounding.

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

It didn’t.

It felt… intimate.

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

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

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

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

“You’ve thought about this before?”

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

She switched legs.

“And now here you are.”

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

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

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

I let out a shaky breath.

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

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

Her breath was warm at my neck.

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

I exhaled shakily.

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

“You’re ridiculous,” I whispered.

“I’m in love,” she corrected.

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

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

I was becoming something else.

Something she wanted more.

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

“Sit.”

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

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

I sat.

She started slow. Primer. Foundation. Concealer.

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

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

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

“Close your eyes.”

I obeyed.

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

“Okay,” she whispered. “Now open.”

I did.

And I froze.

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

It was me.

And not me.

I couldn’t look away.

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

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

“This is crazy.”

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

I swallowed hard.

She leaned in close, her mouth at my ear.

“Say it.”

“What?”

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

I hesitated. But I whispered, “Jessica.”

Her breath hitched.

And so did mine.


Chapter 4
The Reveal


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

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

I wasn’t. Not really.

But I followed anyway.

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

“I think you’re ready for this now.”

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

I wanted to see what she saw.

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

“There,” she whispered. “Perfect.”

Then she stepped back and just… stared.

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

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

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

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

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

“My Jessica.”

The name echoed in my chest.

Jessica.

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

I didn’t say anything.

“A little naughty.”

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

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

I nodded.

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

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

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

I whimpered.

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

“Off,” she said.

I obeyed.

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

But she didn’t touch it.

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

“Lauren…”

She looked up, eyes glittering.

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

She kissed the crease of my hip.

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

My eyes widened.

“What…?”

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

She paused when she reached my cock.

It twitched under her gaze.

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

I gasped.

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

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

Hot.

Wet.

Perfect.

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

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

“Lauren…”

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

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

I couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe.

All I could do was feel.

And it felt so good.

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

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

I whimpered. “God, Lauren⁠—”

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

“I’m gonna—fuck—I’m gonna⁠—”

She didn’t move.

Didn’t back off.

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

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

And she stayed there.

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

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

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


Chapter 5
The Removal


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

But now… now the tone had changed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled. “Good girl.”

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

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

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

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

I exhaled shakily.

And then she slid the tube over me.

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

I felt my breath catch when she aligned the lock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I want you back in these,” she said.

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

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

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

I nodded, blushing hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, breathless.

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

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

I wanted to be inside her. I needed to.

But she pulled back with a wicked grin.

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

My eyes widened.

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

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

“I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

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

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


Chapter 6
The Reward


Lauren straddled my chest like she owned me.

No, not like.

She did.

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

I couldn’t.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her words were music—encouragement, permission, fuel.

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

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

I didn’t.

I wanted her to fall apart.

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

Now she was just a mess on my tongue.

And god, I loved that.

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

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

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

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

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.

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

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

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

She bucked.

Moaned.

Growled.

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

She came hard.

Harder than I’d ever seen.

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

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

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

She was glowing.

For a long time, neither of us spoke.

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

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

But like someone she’d been waiting for.

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

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

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

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

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

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

I blinked. “What?”

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

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

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

My chest tightened.

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

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

The key to my cage. The key to Jesse.

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

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

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

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

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

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


[image: Becoming Her Sissy Fantasy]


Chapter 1
The Note


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

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

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

I called out, tentative. “Lauren?”

No answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My voice cracked. “Y-yes.”

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

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

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

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

My breath shuddered out. “Yes, Lauren.”

Her smile widened. “That’s better.”

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

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

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


Chapter 2
Girls Night In


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My stomach lurched. “Lauren…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3
Feminine Responsibilities


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

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

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

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

My heart thudded.

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

She was pushing me deeper.

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

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

I looked exactly like she wanted me.

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

“Turn,” she said.

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

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

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

My knees nearly buckled.

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

Dishes

Vacuum

Wipe counters

Laundry

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

I stared. “You want me to…?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re learning,” she said softly.

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4
Obedient and Domestic


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Slower,” she murmured.

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

“Do you enjoy this?” she asked.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I love it.”

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

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

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

“Better,” she said softly.

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

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

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

“Yes, Lauren,” I breathed.

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

My chest tightened. “Y-yes.”

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

I shuddered, words failing me.

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

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

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

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

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

“Higher,” she said when I hesitated.

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

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

And with that, she dismissed me like a maid.

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

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

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

“Kneel.”

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

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

And that was enough.

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

Not Jesse. Not her equal.

Jessica. Her obedient, domestic girlfriend.


Chapter 5
Serve Your Girlfriend


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

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

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

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

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

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

I straightened at once, rag trembling in my grip.

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

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

“Mmm, yes. Much better.”

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

I gasped, jerking against the table.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My voice cracked. “N-no, Lauren.”

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

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

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

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

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

My knees nearly buckled.

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

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

“Kneel.”

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

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

“Look at me,” she commanded.

I did. God, I did.

“Do you want this?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice raw.

“Then beg.”

The shame burned hot. But the need was greater.

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

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

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

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

“Closer.”

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

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

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

“Good,” she whispered.

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

Her breath caught. “Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt loved.

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


Chapter 6
No Going Back


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her eyes glittered. “Exactly.”

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

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

I whimpered.

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

“You want this?”

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

She smiled slowly. “Then watch.”

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

The cage fell away.

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

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

“Oh god⁠—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Yes, Lauren.”

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

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

“I’m Jessica,” I whispered, broken.

“And who do you belong to?”

“You. Always you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was no going back.
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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.


[image: Becoming Her Sissy Fantasy]


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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