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Dear Reader,


Hello, darlings, and welcome to My Girlfriend’s Sissification Ultimatum.

Let's be real: what's a girl to do when her boyfriend is drifting away? Give him an ultimatum, of course. For Jordan, the choice is simple: become his girlfriend's perfect sissy, or hit the road.

What follows is a delicious, high-heat tumble down the rabbit hole of forced feminization, where a little reluctance gives way to a whole lot of lacy, locked-up bliss.

Just a little heads-up, this spicy story is packed with:

	A dominant girlfriend who knows best (and isn't afraid to prove it)

	A forced feminization ultimatum that quickly becomes an enthusiastic "yes, please"

	Lots of pretty things: panties, skirts, makeup, and a cute little cage

	Public validation, plentiful praise, and a healthy dose of aftercare

	Psychologically-driven, explicit fun between two consenting adults




If you love stories where a powerful woman knows exactly what her man needs (even when he doesn't), and submission leads to some seriously satisfying self-discovery... well, you're in for a treat.

Enjoy the ride!

With love,

Dolly Darling
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Chapter 1


Tension rides the air like an electric charge, silently begging to be addressed by the one voice that no longer carries any weight.

I sink deeper into the couch, the leather squeaking under my weight. The TV flickers — some cooking show, chefs yelling about overcooked risotto. But I don’t care; I haven’t cared in weeks. The takeout containers are still on the coffee table, cold and congealed. I can smell the soy sauce drying into the cardboard. I should clean up; I should do a lot of things.

But I don’t.

Amanda sits across the room, legs crossed, blazer sharp as a blade. Her stilettos rest on the edge of the ottoman like they own the place. She hasn’t looked at me since we got home, not really. Just glances, like she’s cataloging my failures. I catch the glint of her lipstick — deep crimson, like a warning. She hasn’t spoken either, and that’s worse. Indeed, silence from Amanda is never empty; it’s calculated. It’s like she’s waiting for me to fold first.

I won’t.

I shift, trying to find a position that doesn’t feel like surrender. My sweatshirt itches; my jeans feel too tight. Everything feels wrong. I reach for my phone, my thumb hovering over the screen like it’ll save me. It doesn’t, though. I scroll anyway. Nothing sticks.

Then, she moves first — just a flick of her wrist, and the TV goes mute. The sudden silence is louder than the chefs ever were.

“We need to talk.”

Her voice is low, even — not angry, but worse: certain.

I don’t look at her. “About what.”

It’s not a question, not truly. I say it like I’m bored, like I’m above this. But my throat tightens, and my fingers curl into the seam of the couch cushion.

She doesn’t answer right away. I hear the soft click of her heel as she uncrosses her legs. That sound slices through the room like a scalpel. I glance up, just a flick of my eyes, and she’s watching me. Not glaring, no. Just watching. Like I’m a puzzle she’s already solved.

“You’re here,” she says, “but you aren’t really here.”

I scoff. “What does that even mean.”

She stands. Slowly, deliberately. The blazer shifts with her body, tailored and severe. She walks toward me — not fast, not slow, but just inevitable. My chest tightens. I want to look away, but I can’t; her eyes are locked on mine, dark and unreadable.

“You’ve been drifting for months,” she says plainly. “You come home, you eat, you stare at screens. You don’t touch me. You don’t speak unless I drag it out of you. You’re a ghost wearing your own skin.”

I laugh, though it comes out brittle. “Jesus, Amanda. Dramatic much?”

She stops at the edge of the couch, close enough that I can smell her perfume — something expensive and sharp, like crushed orchids and metal. I hate how it makes my stomach flip.

“You think this is sarcasm?” she says. “Do you think I’m trying to pick a fight?”

I shrug. “Isn’t that what we do now?”

Still, she doesn’t rise to it. Doesn’t flinch. She just tilts her head, studying me like I’m a specimen. I feel my jaw clench; my hands twitch. I want to get up, to leave, to storm out and slam the door like some kind of man. But I don’t. I stay, because I’m already sinking.

“You’re not angry,” she says. “You’re scared.”

I scoff again, even louder. “Of what?”

She leans in, just slightly. Her voice drops, uttering, “Of being seen.”

The phrase lands like a blade, quick and stinging. I feel my face flush. My pulse thuds in my ears. I want to argue, to throw something, to scream that she doesn’t know me. But the words stick in my throat like broken glass, bitter and real.

Then, she straightens. “I’ve made a decision.”

My stomach drops. “About what, exactly?”

“About you.”

I stare at her. She’s not smiling, nor is she frowning either. She is just calm. It’s like she’s already won something I didn’t know we were fighting for. I feel the couch under me like it’s shrinking; the walls press in. My skin feels too tight.

“What the hell does that mean?” I ask, though my voice cracks on the last word.

She doesn’t answer. She just walks past me, slow and deliberate. Her fingers brush my shoulder as she goes — just a whisper of contact, yet it burns. I watch her disappear down the hallway, her heels clicking like a countdown.

I sit there, my heart pounding, the silence now louder than ever.

And then I realize; I’m not just scared.

I’m already caught.
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“This is your last chance, Jordan,” she says, voice low like thunder crackling before a storm.

I’m still sprawled on the couch when she returns, heart kicking against my ribs. Amanda stands between me and the screen, legs in those lethal black stilettos planted wide, arms crossed under her blazer like a barricade. The TV flickers behind her, still the same show droning on silently, but I can’t see past her hips. Can’t breathe past the way she’s staring down at me like she’s already decided what I am.

I try to laugh. It comes out a cough. “Last chance for what? You want to tell me what it is you're talking about?”

She doesn’t smile. Doesn’t even blink. Just tilts her head, ponytail sliding like a whip over her shoulder. “I’m tired, Jordan. Tired of waiting for you to show up. So here’s the deal: you become my sissy, or I walk.”

The words hit like a slap. Not the sound, just the meaning. Sissy. That word. My skin prickles, hot and cold at once. I open my mouth, close it. My tongue feels thick, glued to my teeth. “You’re — what? That’s not —”

“I’m not giving you a choice this time.” She steps forward. One click. Then another. The stilettos puncture the carpet like nails into wood. “I’ve watched you pretend to be something you’re not for three years. I’m done pretending with you.”

I shove up from the couch, phone clattering. My knees wobble. “You can’t just — this is insane. You can’t just decide that.”

“I just did.” She’s close enough now that I smell her — sharp vanilla and something darker, like smoke. Her eyes are steady, black glass. “You think I haven’t seen the way you look at my lingerie drawer? The way you freeze when I wear stockings?”

Heat floods my face. My ears burn. “That’s not —”

“Jordan.” She says my name like a blade sliding home. “I’ve watched you get hard when I call you pretty. You think I don’t notice?”

I flinch. My cock twitches traitorously in my sweats, a throb I can’t hide. I cross my arms, hunch in. “That’s not the same thing. That’s just — kink. That’s not —”

“That’s not what?” She leans in, breath warm against my cheek. “Not who you are?”

My mouth won’t work. Sandpaper tongue, parched lips. I fixate on the ridge of her collarbone, the way it cuts above that black corset, and my gut twists. The word sissy slams through my head, over and over. Humiliation curls low in my belly, but beneath it, hot and traitorous, is want.

“I’ve packed a bag,” she says quietly. “It’s by the door. If you say no, I leave tonight. No contact. No second chances.”

I look at her then. Really look. Her eyes aren’t cold. They’re tired. There’s something raw in them, something I’ve never seen before. Not cruelty. Not exactly. Need. She needs this. Needs me to need it.

My voice cracks. “You’d really leave?”

“I’d really leave.”

I swallow. My hands are shaking. I clench them into fists but they won’t stop. “And if I say yes?”

She steps back. Just one step. Gives me space to breathe, but it doesn’t help. The air’s thick. Charged.

“Then you’re mine. Completely. You wear what I tell you. You speak how I teach you. You become what I know you already are.”

I laugh again. It sounds like a sob. “You want me in a dress? Makeup? What, you gonna lock me up like some —”

“Yes.”

The word lands between us like a gauntlet. My breath hitches. My cock pulses again, harder this time. Fuck. I shift my weight, trying to hide it, but her eyes flick down. She sees. Of course she sees.

“You’ll be caged,” she continues, voice soft now. Almost gentle. “You’ll be smooth. You’ll be good. And you’ll thank me for it.”

I stare at her. My heart’s a drumbeat in my ears. My skin feels too tight. “You’re serious.”

“I’ve never been more serious.” She reaches out, slow, and cups my jaw. Her thumb brushes my bottom lip. I don’t pull away. I can’t. “I love you, Jordan. But I can’t keep loving half of you. I want all of you. Even the parts you’re terrified of.”

My lip trembles under her thumb. I hate that she feels it. Hate that she knows. “I don’t know how,” I whisper.

“You don’t have to. I do.” She leans in, presses her lips to my brow like a blessing. “Just say yes. Let me take the shame away.”

I close my eyes. The room tilts. My whole body’s trembling now, a low hum starting in my spine, spreading outward. Fear. Arousal. Something deeper. Something that feels like relief.

“I —” My voice breaks. I try again. “I’m scared.”

“I know.” Her hand slides down, fingers curling around my throat — not squeezing, just holding. Claiming. “But you’re already mine. You just haven’t admitted it yet.”

I open my eyes. She’s watching me, waiting. The silence stretches, thick as honey. My pulse pounds under her palm.

I don’t say yes. Not yet. But I don’t say no. And when she smiles — slow, possessive, knowing — I realize she already heard the answer I’m too terrified to speak.

The bag by the door stays where it is.
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Chapter 2


“Strip. Now.”

The door clicks shut behind Amanda, the sound final, like a lock sliding home. The overhead bulb throws a sickly half-light across my bedroom — shirts draped over the chair, socks on the floor, everything smelling faintly of my cologne and the tension we dragged in from the hallway. I stand between the bed and the dresser, heart punching against my ribs, palms suddenly damp.

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out except a thin, useless breath.

Amanda leans back against the door, arms folded beneath her blazer, eyes never leaving me. The ponytail flicks once, sharp as a whipcrack. “I won’t repeat myself.”

My throat clicks. “This is —” Stupid. Insane. My voice cracks like a kid’s. “You can’t just —”

“I can,” she says, soft enough to slice. “And you will.”

The room shrinks. The air thickens, pressing on my skin, on the sudden, traitorous throb behind my zipper. I tell myself it’s adrenaline, not anything else. Not the way her gaze drags over me, slow and proprietary, like she’s already decided what’s hers.

My fingers move before the rest of me catches up. Belt buckle, metal clink. Denim sliding down my hips. The rasp of the zipper feels obscene in the quiet. I kick off shoes, stumble; the jeans catch at my ankles, and I nearly topple, face burning hotter than the bulb overhead.

She doesn’t help. She watches.

I peel away socks, shirt, boxers — last defense gone, fabric puddling at my feet. Cold air kisses my skin; gooseflesh races up my thighs, my stomach, my chest. My cock juts forward, half-hard and rising fast, betraying every protest my brain scrambles to form.

Amanda’s lips curve, not quite a smile. “See? Already half there, pet.”

The word pet lands like a collar snapped shut. My knees wobble. I want to cover myself, but my arms hang heavy, useless. Shame floods me, hot, sour, familiar, but underneath it something else coils tighter: a slick, dizzy thrill that slicks the back of my neck with sweat.

She steps closer. Heels click once, twice. The weight of her commanding presence wraps around me, pulling the oxygen from my lungs. She stops just outside touching distance, close enough that I feel the heat radiating from her skin.

“Hands behind your back,” she murmurs.

I obey before I can think. Fingers lace at the base of my spine, shoulders rolling open, chest exposed. My cock jerks at the posture, at the way her gaze dips to watch it twitch like it’s answering her on its own.

Her eyes flick back to mine. “Good. Now stay still.”

I swallow hard. The room sways. I’m naked, hard, and she hasn’t laid a finger on me yet — but I feel touched everywhere, branded by the weight of her attention. Every breath rasps in my throat like a confession.

She circles me slowly, the hem of her blazer brushing my hip, a whisper of wool against bare skin. I fight the urge to flinch, to beg, to drop to my knees and press my face to her shoes. The thought shocks me, violent, vivid, but it’s already there, pulsing behind my eyes like a heartbeat.

Amanda stops in front of me again, close enough that the toe of her stiletto nudges the pile of my clothes. She tilts her head, studying me like a specimen pinned to a board.

“Look at you,” she says, almost gentle. “Shaking. Blushing. And still so eager it hurts.”

I want to deny it, but my body speaks louder than any lie I could shape. A bead of precome pearls at the tip of my cock; I feel it cool in the air, feel her notice, feel the smirk deepen.

“Tell me,” she whispers, leaning in so her breath fans my ear, “does it feel better to obey, or to pretend you still have a choice?”

The question slices clean. My mouth opens, closes. No sound escapes except a ragged exhale that tastes like surrender.

She straightens, satisfaction rolling off her in waves. “We’ll start slow. On your knees, pet.”

My legs fold without protest. The carpet bites into my skin, grounding me as everything else tilts sideways. I stare at the polished toe of her shoe, heart hammering so hard I swear she can hear it.

Amanda’s fingers slide under my chin, lifting until I meet her eyes. They’re dark, endless, and for the first time I see the promise glittering there — of more commands, more stripping away, until nothing remains but what she chooses to leave.

“Good girl,” she says, voice velvet and steel.

My ribs tighten, breath stolen as if she’s just driven her fist between them. I feel that word everywhere — behind my eyes, in my throat, between my legs where I throb so hard it aches. I don’t know who I am in this moment, only that I’m already hers, and she hasn’t even touched me yet.

Her thumb brushes my lower lip, a barely-there touch that sends sparks skittering down my spine. “Open.”

I part my lips, breath hitching, and taste the faint salt of her skin. The room narrows to the space between us, to the sound of my own ragged breathing and the quiet certainty in her eyes.

She presses the pad of her thumb past my teeth, stroking slow along my tongue like she owns every wet inch of me. My cheeks burn scarlet; my eyes sting with the need to blink and I can’t. She watches, smile small and razor-sharp, as helpless hunger warps my face into something raw and pleading.

"Is this making you hard, pet?" Her voice drips amusement. I nod, a pathetic little whimper crawling out of my throat.

She clicks her tongue, sharp as a whip-crack. "Poor thing. That cock isn't yours anymore — it's mine. And you'll ask nicely for permission before you come, won't you?"

Permission.

The word scrapes across my mind like a brand, and for a heartbeat I actually consider disobedience — but the thought dies stillborn when her thumb twitches against my tongue.

I nod, slow, shame burning so hot it feels like worship. Her smile blooms like sunrise, and when she withdraws her thumb and cups my cheek with a gentle pat, the contact sears straight through to my bones.

"Good, you're learning," she murmurs, and the sound wraps around my spine like silk ribbon.

The threat — or is it a promise — hangs in the air like smoke. I shudder, helpless, and know with sickening clarity that I’ll do it. I’ll beg. I’ll wait. I’ll obey.

And worst of all — best of all — I want to.

Amanda steps back, leaving me kneeling, naked and trembling, all her carefully constructed words and promises echoing in my skull like a bell that won’t stop ringing.
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Amanda exhales, the tension in her shoulders easing as she pivots on those lethal heels. She crosses to the dresser, the hem of her blazer brushing the drawer pull before she slides it open.

Silk whispers over wood; she plucks a scrap of rose-colored lace between two fingers, holding it aloft like a flag of conquest. I only glimpse the glint of elastic before she faces me again.

“Put them on,” she orders, her voice a silky thread that raises the hair on my arms.

The panties hit my bare chest — soft, weightless, impossible. Pale pink lace flutters down like a dare. I catch them before they fall, fingers already stinging with heat. The fabric is cool, almost damp from the drawer, and the elastic waistband snaps against my knuckles.

Amanda stands three feet away, arms folded beneath her breasts, watching like I’m a specimen she’s about to pin. The bedroom feels smaller now, the walls leaning in, the air thick with her scent making every inhale taste like submission. I can’t look at her. I can’t look away.

“Look at me while you do,” she says, quieter this time. A command disguised as a suggestion.

My throat clicks. I step into the panties, one foot then the other, the lace catching on the rough skin of my ankle. The elastic stretches, then snaps against my hips with a soft thwip. The fabric cups me like a whisper. It’s too small — of course it is — and the lace rides low, barely containing anything. My cock twitches, already half-hard, and I feel the heat of my own shame bloom across my chest.

Amanda’s gaze drags over me, slow and clinical. “You’re not even trying to hide it,” she murmurs, stepping closer. Her stilettos click once, twice. “How pathetic. How pretty.”

I want to cover myself, but my hands hang useless at my sides. The lace is soft against my skin, softer than anything I’ve ever worn, and the sensation is wrong — fuck too right. It clings where boxers never did, hugging the curve of my ass, the line of my hips. I feel exposed, not just naked but revealed.

She’s close now. Near enough that I hear the soft, steady rhythm of her breath mingling with mine, slow and hypnotic. Her fingers brush under my chin, tipping my face up. Her eyes are unreadable, black-lined and glittering. “Look at me,” she says again.

I do. I can’t not.

Her thumb traces my lower lip, slow and deliberate. “You’re trembling.”

I hadn’t noticed. But now I feel it — the fine, constant shiver in my thighs, the way my breath stutters. My cock strains against the lace, the tip already damp, pressing against the delicate fabric like it’s trying to escape.

Amanda’s mouth curves, not quite a smile. “No control at all,” she says, and then — god — her fingertip brushes the head through the panties. Just once. A feather-light touch that sends lightning up my spine.

I gasp sharply, the air catching in my throat as an involuntary shiver snaps through me like a live wire. My hips jerk forward on instinct, every muscle straining to chase that fleeting contact, to reclaim the warmth and pressure that bloomed for one cruel second.

But before I can close the distance, before I can even exhale, she’s already drawn away — slipping just out of reach with deliberate, merciless grace. The absence hits harder than the touch, twisting the ache deeper, making it bloom larger, more unbearable, until it fills every unasked inch of me.

“I barely even started,” she says, almost fond.

The lace sticks to me now, wet and warm, clinging like a second skin. I can feel every thread, every seam. My thighs are slick with sweat. My knees want to buckle.

This isn’t me, I think, desperate. I’m not this person.

But I am. I’m standing here in pink lace, flushed and shaking, hard for her like I’ve never been for anything. The humiliation burns, but underneath it, underneath the shame, is something else. A low, coiling heat. A hunger I don’t want to name.

Amanda’s hand hovers near my face, not touching. Her eyes flick down, then up again. “This is just the beginning, sissy.”

The word vibrates through the air, sharp and tender all at once. My heartbeat stutters.

She steps back, just far enough that I feel the loss like a chill. “Don’t move.”

I don’t. I can’t.

She circles me slowly, her heels marking time on the hardwood. I feel her gaze on my back, my ass, the way the lace stretches across my skin. I feel seen, not just looked at, but known.

Her voice comes from behind me, low and velvet. “Tell me what you want.”

I open my mouth. Nothing comes out.

She waits.

The silence stretches, thick and unbearable. My pulse hammers in my throat. My cock throbs, trapped and aching.

I want to say stop. I want to say please.

Instead, I murmur, “I want more.”
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Chapter 3


Sunk in shame, I can barely face the disarray alongside the pastel fabric of the most ridiculous panties. They lie crumpled beside me like a glaring accusation — pink lace still warm from my skin, the crotch darkened with dried evidence of everything I let happen. Morning light slashes through the blinds, cruel and bright, picking out every wrinkle in the sheets, every fleck of dust on the floor, every reason I should run.

But I don’t move.

My body is a traitor. I wake hard — achingly, stupidly hard — like the night never ended. The memory crashes over me: Amanda’s voice low and calm, her fingers brushing the lace where it clung to my hips, the way she said good girl like she meant it. My cock twitches against my thigh, and I hate it. I hate me. I grab the edge of the sheet, yank it up to my chest like cotton can erase the last eight hours.

The door creaks.

Amanda stands in the frame, already dressed — black blazer, high-waisted skirt, hair in that severe ponytail that makes my stomach flip. She looks like she slept eight perfect hours. I look like a disaster someone forgot to clean up.

“Up,” she says. “I’m not done with you.”

I clutch the sheet tighter. “I —”

She crosses the room in three strides, heels clicking like a metronome. Before I can flinch, she grabs the sheet and rips it away. Cool air hits my skin, raises goosebumps everywhere. My cock juts up, flushed and slick at the tip, betraying me in front of her calm, appraising stare.

“You agreed,” she says, soft but absolute. “Your body agrees too, doesn’t it?”

I can’t look at her. My face burns. I want to crawl out of my own skin — my cock twitches anyway. This isn’t me. This can’t be me. I’m the guy who fixes motorcycles, who drinks beer from the bottle, who never flinches. But last night I knelt. I begged. And the worst part is the memory doesn’t feel like a violation. It feels like relief.

Amanda crouches, fingers brushing the lace panties where they lie discarded. She lifts them between thumb and forefinger, the elastic stretching slightly. “Still warm,” she murmurs. “You slept in them, didn’t you?”

I shake my head too fast. “I — no, I —”

Why am I even lying? It feels like I’m some foolish schoolboy caught red-handed in a cringeworthy fib.

“You did.” She sets the panties on my bare thigh. The lace is cool now, but the weight of it burns. “I watched you twitch all night. Every time you rolled over, you rubbed against them like a cat in heat.”

My stomach flips. I remember the friction — the way the fabric clung, the way I shifted trying to ease the ache and only made it worse. I’d woken twice with my hips rocking, chasing a dream I couldn’t name.

She stands, smoothing her skirt. “Shower. Shave. Everything. I left the razor on the sink.”

I swallow. “Shave what?”

Her smile is small, sharp. “Everything I plan to touch. And Jordan?” She leans close, breath warm against my ear. “I plan to touch everything.”

The words sink into my skin like ink. My cock jerks again, a bead of precome sliding down the shaft. Amanda notices — of course she does — and her smile widens.

“See? Already halfway there.” She straightens. “Ten minutes. Don’t make me wait.”

She turns and walks out, heels fading down the hallway. I sit frozen, panties still on my thigh, morning light striping my chest like bars. My pulse hammers in my throat, in my groin, in the hollow space behind my ribs.

I should hate this. I do hate this.

But my hand moves without permission, fingers brushing the lace. The fabric is delicate, almost weightless, but it feels heavier than any chain. I close my fist around it, knuckles whitening.

Ten minutes.

My body moves before my mind catches up — feet on the floor, legs shaky, cock bobbing obscenely as I stand. The mirror across the room catches my reflection: flushed, disheveled, eyes wide and dark. I look like someone I don’t know.

But I’m starting to.

I grip the panties tighter and head for the bathroom, the lingering softness of her voice echoing in my ears, a vow I’m too scared to answer.
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“Get dressed, my pretty girl,” Amanda says. The soft brush of her praise teases at the edges of my awareness, hinting at the woman I’m about to become.

I hover in the doorway of her bathroom, pulse skittering against my ribs. Marble counter, surgical-bright bulbs, mirrors everywhere — too many mirrors. They bounce my flushed face back at me in triplicate: a man in pink panties, nipples peaked, cock already straining the lace. The word girl lingers like perfume.

Amanda has laid everything out with the precision of a surgeon: a neat row of lipsticks — rose, cherry, bruised plum — black skirt folded like a promise, silky camisole the color of champagne. She stands beside the lineup, legs crossed, one stiletto tapping the tile. Waiting.

I don’t move.

Her eyebrow lifts. “Problem?”

“I —” My voice cracks. I gesture at the skirt like it might bite. “I don’t know how.”

It’s the truth and a lie at once. I’ve seen skirts my whole life. I’ve never worn one. The idea of stepping into it feels like stepping off a cliff.

Amanda uncrosses her legs. The sound is a soft click of patent on porcelain. She steps forward, takes my wrist, and places the camisole in my palm. The silk is cool, weightless, almost liquid. My fingers close around it automatically.

“Skirt first,” she says. “Then this. I’ll guide you.”

I hesitate. A flicker of rebellion sparks — I could bolt, I could laugh, I could tell her no — but her hand slides to the small of my back, warm and steady, and the spark dies. She steers me to the counter, presses my hips to the marble edge. Cold bites through the lace panties, makes me gasp.

“Step in,” she murmurs, holding the skirt open like a net.

I obey. The fabric — soft jersey lined with satin — slides up my thighs. It whispers, shhh, like a secret. The waistband settles just below my navel. The hem flutters against mid-thigh, brushing skin that’s never been bare like this. I look down: my legs look longer, smoother. Alien.

Amanda’s hand smooths the skirt flat over my ass, palm molding the curve. “Good. Now the camisole.”

I fumble it over my head. Silk skims my nipples, electric, then drops to skim the waistband. The straps are spaghetti-thin; I feel exposed and wrapped at once. My reflection stares back: wide eyes, swollen mouth, chest rising too fast under pale shimmer.

“Sit.” She nods at the vanity stool.

I lower myself, knees knocking. The mirror is merciless. I see every tremor, the pink lace peeking under black hem, the obscene tent in front. Amanda stands behind me, reflected over my shoulder like a dark-winged angel. She lifts a lipstick — rose today — and uncaps it with a soft pop.

“Hands on the counter, palms up.”

I obey. The marble is cold under my wrists. She leans in, places the lipstick between my fingers, the soft hum of her voice wrapping around me, and tilts my chin with two fingers. I glide the lipstick bullet across my lower lip, slow, deliberate. The wax is creamy, faintly sweet. I taste vanilla and something darker — her.

“Slower,” she says when I try to rush. “Good girl.”

The words slide down my spine like warm honey. My cock jerks; wetness beads, soaking the lace. I watch her hand guide mine — she’s placed the tube between my fingers, curling them around it, steering. My knuckles brush my own mouth, clumsy. She steadies my wrist.

“Press. Blot. Again.”

Each pass layers color, builds heat. My lips feel plumper, foreign. When she finally lets go, I see them — rose-kissed, parted, unmistakably feminine. I exhale shakily.

“Eyes next.”

She dips a tiny brush into a pot of shimmering champagne. The bristles tickle my lid as she sweeps shadow across the hollow. My lashes flutter involuntarily. Her breath fans my cheek, warm and steady. I want to close my eyes, sink into the touch, but the mirrors won’t let me hide.

“Look at yourself,” she whispers, lips grazing my ear.

I do.

The stranger in the glass blinks back: cheeks flushed, lips glossy, eyes huge and dark with something I refuse to name. The skirt hugs my hips; the camisole clings to every breath. Between my legs, the lace is dark with precome, shamefully obvious.

Amanda’s hand slides from my shoulder to my throat, thumb stroking the frantic pulse. “Tell me what you see.”

My voice is a rasp. “I — I don’t know.”

She laughs, low and fond. “Liar.”

Her fingers drift down, tracing the camisole’s neckline, pausing just above the lace edge. My skin prickles everywhere she hasn’t touched. I want to arch into her hand, beg for more, beg for mercy. Instead I sit frozen, pinned by her gaze and my own reflection.

She bends, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Next time, you’ll ask before you stain that pretty skirt.”

The promise coils tight in my belly. My hips twitch; the fabric swishes against my thighs, a soft shhh that sounds like surrender.

Amanda straightens, meets my eyes in the mirror. “Stand up. Let me see.”

I rise on unsteady legs. The skirt flares, settles. The camisole slides against my nipples with every breath. I feel every inch of fabric, every inch of exposed skin. I feel her watching.

She circles me, fingertips trailing along the hem, the strap, the curve where skirt meets thigh. Each touch is brief, branding. When she stops in front of me, she cups my chin again, lipstick bullet still in my hand.

“Color suits you,” she says. “But you’ll need practice. And patience.”

I nod, throat tight.

Her thumb smears the gloss at the corner of my mouth, then lifts to her own lips. She tastes it, eyes never leaving mine. “Mine,” she says simply.

The word lands like a hand around my throat — gentle, absolute. My knees buckle slightly; the skirt whispers again. I’m wet, aching, terrified. I want to run. I want to drop to my knees and thank her.

Amanda smiles, slow and wicked. “Bedroom, pretty girl. Heels next. Then we’ll see how well you walk in your new skin.”

She steps aside, gesturing. I walk past her on shaking legs, the skirt brushing my thighs with every step, the mirrors watching me go.
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Chapter 4


Amanda's fingers curl around my wrist, firm but oddly tender, pulling me away from the mirror. Each step toward the bedroom is a lesson in weighted grace — the skirt swishes differently now, a soft, teasing racket against my bare thighs. The fabric hugs my hips tighter than before, every sway a gentle reminder of the shift beneath my skin.

My knees feel lighter, yet the faintest tremble shakes through them like they're rehearsing a new rhythm. Amanda's gaze holds me steady, but inside, I'm recalibrating — learning how to walk this unfamiliar line.

“You look perfect. Now let’s see just how good you can be.”

Amanda’s voice slides over my skin like warm silk, but the words hook into my ribs and twist. I stand in front of the vanity, shoulders drawn tight, the pink lace panties clinging to me like a second heartbeat. The mirror throws my reflection back at me — flushed cheeks, wide eyes, lips parted like I’m waiting for something I’m too scared to name. My pulse is a drum in my ears.

She circles me slowly, heels clicking a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each step tightens the air between us. Her fingers trail along my waist, a whisper of contact that makes me jolt. She pauses at my hip, thumb brushing the elastic band.

“Skirt up,” she says, soft and final. “Let me see.”

I hesitate. My hands twitch at my sides. The lace feels glued to my skin now, damp with sweat and something else I don’t want to admit. My throat closes. I can’t move.

My fingers crawl to the hem, rucking satin high enough to bare the wicked secret Amanda already owns, and I hold it there, a trembling frame for her inspection.

Amanda sinks to the floor in a single, liquid glide, silk skirt kissing my shins like a teasing promise. She kneels between my thighs, close enough that the air she exhales pools against the damp lace, searing through the thin barrier and licking at the swollen need beneath.

Every slow breath she takes is a caress I can't escape — hot, deliberate, brushing my skin so precisely it feels like a tongue tracing the outline of my desperate flesh. I feel the pulse in my cock echo against the lace, each throb syncing with her inhale, her exhale, until the rhythm becomes torture.

Her lips part just enough for warmth to spill out; it ghosts over the soaked fabric, coaxing more slickness to bloom. I clench the fabric in my fists, nails digging into palms, because if I move even an inch I'll thrust forward and lose whatever game she's playing.

The heat of her mouth hovers, a fraction away, radiating through the lace until my cock feels molten and my entire world narrows to the maddening space between her breath and my skin.

“You’re leaking for me,” she murmurs, voice low and amused. “Do you even know what you’re begging for, Jodie?”

The name hits like a slap and a kiss. Jodie. My stomach flips. My cock strains even more, the fabric biting into sensitive skin. I feel the wet spot spreading, slick and shameful, against the lace. I want to deny it, but the words stick in my throat.

Amanda’s fingers hook under the waistband. She pulls it down slowly, the elastic stretching, snapping hard against my hips when she lets go. The sting blooms sharp and bright. I gasp, hips jerking forward involuntarily. She watches every twitch, every shiver.

“Look at you,” she says, brushing one fingertip along the bare, aching shaft. “So desperate already, and I’ve barely begun.”

Her touch is feather-light, but it burns. I feel it everywhere — the tip, my thighs, the base of my spine. My knees threaten to buckle. She traces lazy circles around my bare tip with one manicured finger, eyes locked on the shiny bead forming, and the shame burns hotter than the air on my skin.

“Please,” I whisper, the word slipping out before I can stop it.

Amanda smiles — not cruel, not kind. Just knowing. “Please what, sissy?”

I don’t know. I don’t know what I’m asking for. Release? More? I just know I want her. Want this. Want the way she looks at me like she’s already decided what I am and is just waiting for me to catch up.

She leans in, tongue darting out to lick the bead of agonising need that leaks from the head — just once, quick and hot.

A broken little sound escapes me — high, needy, shamefully soft — while I shudder and gulp air. The jolt sears straight through my spine. I buck forward, chasing the ghost of her touch, but she’s already gone.

“No,” she says, voice soft. “Not yet.”

I groan in protest. Pathetic. I can’t help it. The sound is small and broken, and I hate it — but I don’t take it back. My whole body is trembling now, strung tight between shame and need. My craving is a silk scarf pulled tight, stealing breath until every heartbeat begs for her mercy.

Amanda stands, smoothing her skirt. She looks down at me — submissive, panties half-down, cock straining and leaking — and her voice drops to velvet, wrapping around my throat like a silken leash I can almost feel tighten.

“You want release?” she asks, voice low and steady. “Earn it, sissy. Prove you’ll submit.”

I stare up at her, chest heaving. My reflection in the mirror shows a stranger — flushed, desperate, pretty. The word echoes in my skull, and I feel it settle in my bones like truth.

I nod, slow and shaky. “I will. I—I’ll be good.”

She smiles, small and sharp. “We’ll see.”

The lace clings to me, wet and ruined, and I feel the last of my resistance crumble like ash.
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"Kneel."

The single word slices through the room, and I'm moving before my brain catches up — knees hitting carpet, palms sliding forward until I'm folded low, forehead nearly touching her shoes. My panties slide lower on my thighs with the motion, cool air kissing skin that shouldn't be exposed.

"Good girl."

The praise makes my chest tight, something desperate clawing up my throat. I press closer to the ground, ass tilted up like an offering, panties stretched taut between my spread knees.

Every breath lands like her fingers brushing my throat — soft, then tightening, a plush weight thrumming beneath every inch of flesh and swears whatever comes next is already wrapped around my neck.

“This is your initiation, Jodie,” Amanda purrs, sliding a delicate but stern finger beneath my chin, tilting my gaze to hers.

The name lands like a spark on dry tinder. I’m on my knees, lace panties stretched over my parted thighs, pulse drumming so loud I swear it rattles the windows. The bedroom light is low but precise — one lamp angled across the bed, its glow catching the sheen of Amanda’s stockings and the razor edge of her smile.

I feel the smooth warmth of vanilla candles flickering nearby, their gentle glow painted across the shadows, while a cold pulse of tension hums beneath my skin. My thighs tremble against the carpet.

I try to swallow and can’t.

Amanda sits in the high-backed chair she’s pulled to the center of the room — queen’s throne, judge’s bench, altar all at once. She crosses her legs slowly, silk whispering over silk, stiletto dangling like a pendulum. Her eyes never leave me. I feel every inch of my nakedness anew, as if the feminine ensemble weren’t there at all.

“Say it,” she says, voice velvet-wrapped steel. “Tell me what you are.”

The words snag behind my teeth. My lungs feel suddenly too small. I stare at the place where her skirt ends and the sheer black stocking begins, that narrow band of thigh that makes my mouth water and my stomach crumple with shame. I force my gaze up, past the corset cinching her waist, past the soft curve of her throat, until I meet her eyes — dark, patient, merciless.

“I’m…” My voice cracks like cheap glass. I try again. “I’m your sissy.” The confession scrapes my throat raw. “Your good girl.”

Something in her expression softens — only for a heartbeat, but I see it: the corner of her mouth lifting, the brief flicker of warmth that feels like sunlight breaking through storm clouds. She reaches forward, fingers threading into my hair, nails grazing my scalp. The touch is gentle, almost tender, and it undoes me more than any command.

“Good girl,” she murmurs. “But not good enough. Yet.”

Her hand drifts lower, knuckles skating down my cheek, my throat, the slope of my chest. I shiver under every inch. When her palm cups my bare cock, I jolt as though she’s touched live wire to skin. She doesn’t squeeze — just rests her hand there, heat bleeding through my exposed flesh, the weight of her palm branding me with every pulse. My skirt bunches higher, silk pooling at my waist like surrender.

One slow stroke, fingertips tracing the underside of my length. My hips buck on instinct, hunting a touch she withholds. A whimper leaks from my throat — high, humiliating, undeniable.

Amanda hums, pleased. “Listen to you. Already singing for me.”

My face burns hotter. The shame is a living thing, clawing at my ribs, but beneath it coils a darker ache: the need to be more for her. Prettier. Smaller. Obedient. The pulse of my aching cock throbs in rhythm with my heartbeat, each beat a reminder that my body has already surrendered even if my mind still flails.

She leans in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Tell me what you want, Jodie. Use your words.”

I want to disappear. I want to crawl inside her approval and live there. I want to be the girl she sees when she looks at me — soft, eager, good. The words tumble out before I can trap them.

“I want to be better for you. I want—” My breath hitches. “I want you to be proud.”

Her hand stills on the cage, thumb circling the damp lace once, twice. A threat, or a promise. “You will be,” she says simply. “But first you’ll ache. You’ll wait. You’ll earn every inch of softness I give you.”

I nod frantically, hair sticking to my damp forehead. She smooths it back, nails scraping deliciously along my scalp. The gesture is almost maternal, and the contradiction — cruelty and care wound tight together — makes my head spin.

She straightens, leaving her hand cupping my savagely hard member, letting the weight her touch brand me. “Stay,” she says. “Knees apart. Back straight. Show me how well you can hold still while every nerve screams.”

I obey. I have no other setting now. My thighs spread, muscles trembling. The lace stretches, cock jutting out lewdly. Needy. Demanding. Desperate. I feel a bead of wetness form, drip, slide, cool where the air kisses it, warm where her palm lingers.

Time stretches, syrupy and cruel. Each second is a pulse between my legs, a throb behind my eyes. I’m terrified she’ll move; I’m terrified she won’t. My world narrows to the pressure of her hand, the scent of her skin, the quiet approval in her gaze.

Finally — finally — she drags a single fingertip along the underside of my cock, slow, deliberate, following the ridge that runs the length of my shaft. I jerk like I’ve been shocked. A ragged noise tears out of me, caught somewhere between a sob and a plea.

Amanda smiles, slow and wicked. “There she is. My sweet, desperate girl.”

She crooks her index finger. Her nail, perfectly lacquered, grazes the rim of my crown, tracing the sensitive lip in a tiny, maddening circle. One glacial revolution. Two.

I buck, a hiss of lace between clenched teeth.

“Nuh-uh,” she hums, the reprimand velvet-soft. My hips freeze mid-shudder, locked by the quiet command. Fire crawls under my skin; every tendon trembles but obeys.

Her gaze pins me harder than rope. Another slow arc of her nail, feather-light yet searing. My breath fractures into shallow, starved gasps.

She withdraws her hand, and the absence is worse than any touch. I sway forward before I catch myself, biting my lip hard enough to taste copper. She stands, the chair creaking softly, and steps around me. Her skirt brushes my shoulder; the whisper of silk against my cheek is a benediction and a torment.

Behind me, her voice drops to a murmur. “You’ll stay right here until I decide you’ve earned the next piece of yourself. And when you’re ready, when you’re truly ready, I’ll dress you in everything you’ve been too afraid to ask for.”

I hear her footsteps retreat, the soft click of the door. The lamp leaves me in a circle of gold, kneeling, panting, aching. My denied cock pulse, lace clings, and the aftershock is worse than the event — shame and hunger braided so tight I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins.

I want more. I want her. I want to be good.

The room is quiet, but her voice still coils in my ear: Not good enough. Yet.

And I know, with a certainty that settles in my bones, I’ll do anything to change that answer.
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Chapter 5


The words taste like chalk in my throat. “Can we slow down?” slips out before I can bite it back, cracking the stillness of the living room the way a dropped glass fractures quiet.

Amanda doesn’t bother glancing up from the low table where she’s arranging a small, gleaming object on a square of black velvet. The daylight pouring through the paned windows is merciless — no shadows to hide in, no buffer between me and the way she’s dressed: leather leggings so glossy they look wet, cropped black tee hugging the curve of her waist, hair tied back with the kind of severity that makes my pulse hitch.

I shift on the couch, the little pleated skirt I’m wearing riding higher on my thighs. The blouse is one of hers — white silk, three buttons open, my collarbone exposed like an offering. My skin prickles everywhere the fabric touches.

“Amanda, I just think we should —”

She flicks a look over her shoulder, and the sentence dies mid-air. One eyebrow, perfectly shaped, lifts in cool dismissal.

“You don’t set terms, sissy. I do.”

My breath snags.

The skirt feels suddenly too short, the room too bright. I curl my hands around the hem, nails catching on pleats, trying to anchor myself to something solid. But the only solid thing here is the sound of her boots crossing the rug — low, deliberate thuds that vibrate through the floorboards and into the soles of my feet.

She stops in front of me, close enough that the scent of leather and her perfume fills the space between us. I have to crane my neck to meet her eyes. Close enough, too, that I feel the brush of her leggings against my bare knees when she steps between them.

Her palms settle on the back of the couch, caging me without touching. The move is so casual it feels practiced, like she’s done it a hundred times and I’ve just been too slow to notice. Heat blooms low in my belly, shame and want braided so tight I can’t tell where one ends.

“Look at me.”

I do. The pupils of her eyes are wide, swallowing the daylight. There’s no softness in them — only certainty, and the terrifying knowledge that she sees every tremor, every flicker of my pulse under the thin silk.

“I said we’d go at my pace.” Her voice is velvet stretched over steel. “That hasn’t changed.”

The metal object on the table catches the light — polished steel glinting like a promise or a threat. A small chastity cage, the kind I’ve only ever seen in photos, but now it’s here, inches away, and the weight of it feels bigger than the room.

She lifts it between thumb and forefinger, turns it so the padlock faces me. The click of metal against metal is sharp enough to slice the air.

“You wear what I choose,” she says. “You move when I allow it. You speak when I give permission. That’s the only negotiation on the table.”

Her voice strokes the back of my neck — warm, slow, a silk scarf tightening one deliberate inch at a time. A reminder. My stomach knots, hips rocking forward without permission. The skirt shifts, brushing the sensitive skin at the tops of my thighs. I catch the motion and freeze, mortified.

Her smile is slow, knowing. “There it is.”

I can’t answer. My tongue feels thick, useless. Every instinct screams to argue, to reclaim some scrap of control, but the truth is sharper: the power in her voice, in the way she holds that polished cage like it’s already mine, makes something low in me clench with a hunger that tastes like betrayal.

She steps back, just enough for the distance to feel like abandonment. “Stand up.”

I do, legs trembling. The blouse slips off one shoulder; I don’t fix it.

“Hands behind your back.”

I obey. The fabric pulls tight across my chest, nipples obvious under silk. I feel the heat of her gaze rake over me, cataloguing every inch.

She circles again, slower this time, trailing one fingertip along the waistband of the skirt, the curve of my hip, the place where the lace panties peek beneath the hem. Each touch is feather-light, but it burns. I bite my lip to stop the whimper.

Stopping in front of me, she holds up the cage. “This is your next skin.”

The metal gleams between us, cold and final. My pulse hammers in my ears, in the cage already, in the wet spot I can’t hide.

I swallow hard. “But — maybe we could just —”

Amanda lifts one brow. “Could just what, Jodie?”

My mouth opens, closes. “A different one, maybe? Or —”

She presses the cage to my lips, silencing the plea. “No negotiations. You don’t slow me down,” she says, voice low. “You keep up. Or you fall behind. Either way, you’re mine.”

She isn’t listening. She’s making the rules.

And, God, the power in that makes my stomach knot, hips rock forward — why?

I nod before I realize it — small, shaky, inevitable.

She smiles, and I feel the last line between who I was and who she’s making me snap like dry thread.
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“Good girls need rules,” Amanda says, voice slicing clean through the hush of the living room. The words land like ice on raw skin.

I stay standing exactly where she left me, the back of my knees brushing the couch. The living-room lamp throws a single cone of light that pins us both in place — me in rumpled silk, Amanda in sharp focus, the cage resting on her open palm like an offering I’m not allowed to refuse.

“Look at me,” she says.

My eyes snap to hers. The blouse has slid lower; one sleeve is halfway down my arm. I don’t fix it. I can’t move.

“This isn’t punishment,” she says, almost gentle. “It’s a privilege. My favorite toys earn the right to be kept exactly where I want them.”

I swallow hard. My tongue feels thick, stupid. “I — I’ve never…”

“I know.” She steps in close, perfume and heat flooding my senses. Her free hand cups my chin, thumb pressing the tender spot beneath my lip. “Don’t act scared now. You’ve already begged to belong to me.”

I want to deny it, but the memory is branded behind my eyes: kneeling in the mirror, skirt rucked up, my own voice cracking on the words I’m your good girl. My cock twitches against the lace panties, already half-hard from nothing more than her proximity and the promise in her tone.

Amanda guides my hand to the device. The steel is shock-cold against my fingers, weightier than it looks. I close my fist around the cage and feel the ridges, the slight give of the hinge, the unforgiving bite of the ring. My stomach flips.

“Feel how secure it is,” she murmurs. “Once you’re locked, every heartbeat will remind you who owns that pretty ache between your legs.”

The cage is smaller than it looked at first glance — compact, unforgiving, already cold even before it touches skin. She tips her hand so the metal catches the light, flashing like a warning.

“Hold still.”

I lock my knees. She lowers the cage slowly, letting me feel its weight graze the front of the skirt. Silk whispers as the curved bars slide downward, tracing the line of my trapped erection. My breath stutters. Every ridge of steel registers like Braille against the thin fabric.

“Skirt up,” she murmurs.

My hands shake as I gather the hem, lifting until the lace panties are exposed. The wet spot has spread; the fabric clings to the head of my cock, dark and obvious. Amanda’s gaze flicks to it, satisfied.

“Step out.”

I obey. The skirt pools at my feet. Cool air rushes over bare thighs. My cock strains against the panties, twitching with each heartbeat.

Amanda hooks two fingers under the waistband and peels the lace down in one deliberate motion. My erection springs free, flushed and slick. She doesn’t touch it — just lets it bob between us, humiliatingly eager.

“Hands behind your back,” she repeats.

I clasp my wrists. The position arches my chest, makes my nipples ache against silk.

“Look at you.” She curls her fingers around the shaft — not stroking, just holding, measuring. “Already desperate, and I haven’t even caged you yet.” A bead of precome pearls, slides down the underside. She catches it with her thumb, paints it across my lower lip. The taste is salt and shame. My knees tremble.

“Spread.”

I shift my feet apart. The lace tangles around my knees, hobbling me. Amanda sinks to her heels, eye-level with my erection, and I fight the instinct to cover myself.

“Deep breath,” she says. “The cold will bite, then it will belong to you.”

She lifts the larger ring first — thick steel, already cool. I watch, hypnotized, as the metal kisses hot skin. The ring passes over the crown with a slow, inexorable glide that makes my hips jerk.

“Breathe,” she reminds.

Amanda’s fingers are steady. She guides my balls through the gap one at a time, a pinch that blooms into ache. The weight of the ring settles heavy and real, a constant pulse between my legs.

I inhale through my teeth. The ring settles snug behind my balls, squeezing just enough to throb. My cock swells against the constraint, darker now, veins standing out.

Next comes the cage — short, curved, cruelly small. She fits the slit at its tip to the head of my cock. “Push,” she says.

I do. The steel swallows me inch by inch, cold walls hugging tight, shrinking me down until there’s nothing left but pressure. The head kisses the end; there’s no room to grow, nowhere to hide. The sensation is overwhelming — constriction and safety twisted together until I can’t separate them.

Amanda threads the brass lock through the waiting hasp. The click is soft, final, louder than thunder in my skull. I feel it everywhere — my cock, my chest, the hollow behind my ribs. Locked. Owned.

“There.” She rests her palm against the cage, a possessive pat. “You’ll thank me for locking you up. Only I get to decide if you’re allowed to feel pleasure anymore.”

The words land like a vow. My cock throbs uselessly inside its prison, every heartbeat a reminder of how completely she’s taken me. I can’t look away from the metal glinting between my thighs, from the way my hips angle forward like they’re still begging for touch that will never come.

Amanda stands, smooths her skirt. She cups my chin, forcing my gaze to hers. “How does it feel, knowing you’re safe from yourself?”

Every heartbeat echoes inside the steel, a private drumbeat answering only to her. My voice cracks. “It’s… tight. Cold. Like I’m already coming apart and you’re the only thing holding me together.”

Her smile is slow, cat-satisfied. “Good girl.”

She steps back, letting her eyes travel over me: blouse slipping off one shoulder, nipples peaked under silk, skirt forgotten on the floor, steel cage glinting beneath the lamplight. My reflection in the dark TV screen shows a stranger — flushed, trembling, undeniably pretty.

Amanda traces the edge of the cage with one crimson nail, just enough pressure to make me whimper. “You’ll wear this every day until the weight of it feels like love.”

I nod again, smaller this time. The ache is settling into a rhythm, a pulse that matches my heart. My cock strains, finds nothing but steel, and subsides again. I feel the lock like a brand, like a second heartbeat between my legs that answers only to her.

She stoops, presses a kiss to the top of the cage — warm lips on cold metal — and the touch sears straight through me. My hips buck once, fruitless. A broken sound escapes my throat.

Amanda straightens, eyes dark with promise. “Bedroom, pretty girl. Time to learn how to walk in your new skin — every step reminding you who you belong to.”

She turns and walks out, her boots a commanding drumbeat I ache to chase after. But I stand frozen, steel heavy between my thighs, heart hammering against the cage. The click still echoes in my ears, a starter pistol in my chest.

I’m hers now, aren’t I?
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Chapter 6


I’m already panting by the time I reach the bedroom doorway; each step makes the cage tug and sway between my thighs like a pendulum of liquid shame. Amanda is there, of course—feet planted wide, arms folded, the still center of the storm—watching me falter across the threshold with the patience of a woman who’s been waiting since the first click of the lock.

“Show me how it looks, sissy.”

The words crack through the bedroom like a whip. I’m standing before the long mirror on the vanity wall, skirt brushing mid-thigh, heart already jack-hammering. Amanda becomes a shadow at my back—close enough that the heat of her body presses against me, but far enough that I can’t lean into her for comfort. The soft peach glow from the bedside lamp paints her profile in gold: sharp cheekbone, dark ponytail, a mouth that knows exactly how to reduce me to nothing.

I can’t breathe. My fingers curl into the hem of the skirt, gathering the fabric in trembling fists. The lace clings to me like a soaked whisper, always slick from the second her voice coils around me; just breathing the same air, feeling her rule sink into my bones, keeps me drowning.

“Well?” she prompts, silk-soft and velvet-sharp. “Show me.”

Shame flares hot across my cheeks, but there’s no refusal left in me. I raise the skirt, inch by inch, until the pink lace is exposed—flimsy, soaked, stretched tight over the metal cage. The sight of it makes my stomach lurch: the gleam of steel rings, the swollen flesh bulging against the vents, the darker patch where I’ve leaked shamelessly. I feel like I’m offering myself on an altar. My cock—what’s left of it—throbs inside the cage, a dull, constant ache that has become the rhythm of my life.

“So pretty,” Amanda murmurs, stepping closer. The brush of her t shirt against my bare back sends sparks over my skin. She slips an arm around my waist, palm flattening over my belly, fingers splayed possessively. “So small and locked up for me. Pathetic and perfect.”

Humiliation flares so bright I see stars, but it’s laced with something molten—something I can’t call anything but pride. I am exactly what she says. I want to be exactly what she says.

Behind me, she presses closer, until her breasts push against my shoulder blades and her breath warms the shell of my ear. “Look at yourself,” she whispers. “Look at my desperate little sissy girl.”

The mirror shows everything: my flushed face, the trembling skirt bunched at my waist, the cage gleaming like a trophy. Amanda’s hand slides lower, knuckles grazing the lace. One fingertip circles the edge of the device, tracing the line where metal meets skin. The touch is feather-light, but it feels like lightning—pleasure and pain braided so tight I can’t tell which is which. My hips jolt, a single spasm that rattles the cage against my thigh, and the sound that escapes me fractures in the air—raw, wet, torn between begging and coming undone.

“Still so sensitive,” she croons. “Still so ready to break.”

“Down,” Amanda says, the single word slicing clean through the haze in my skull. My knees hit the rug before thought catches up. Skirt rucked high, thighs already trembling, I spread them at her silent nod until cool air kisses the lace stretched tight across the cage.

Her boot glides forward, leather whispering over the carpet like a slow, deliberate promise. The pointed toe slips beneath me — right under the glinting curve of the cage — until the whole weight of my denial rests along the top of her foot. I feel the instant shift: the leather is warm from her skin, supple yet unyielding, and the scent of polished hide floods my nose, dark and heady as spilled ink. In the mirror it gleams, a black blade reflecting the overhead light, and the contrast between its ruthless shine and my trembling thighs makes my stomach flip.

Amanda’s hands settle on my shoulders — firm, unhurried, as if she has all the time in the world. Her fingers curl inward, nails just shy of breaking skin, and she presses. Not hard, not cruelly, but with the calm authority of someone who knows exactly how far to push. Gravity answers her. My knees slide wider on the rug, thighs burning with the strain, and my hips rock forward of their own accord. Helpless. Shameful. Perfect.

The cage kisses the arch of her boot, and I lose my breath.

The metal bites. The lace drags across swollen skin. Every ridge of the ring brands itself in a line of fire that shoots straight up my spine. I watch myself in the glass — cheeks blotched crimson, mouth slack, eyes glassy with unshed tears — and the sight is worse than any ache. A panting, skirt-twisted mess, humping air and leather for a release that will never come. Each roll of my hips grinds the cage harder against the leather ridge, and I can feel the wet patch blooming at the tip, proof of how close I am to breaking without ever being allowed to finish.

Amanda’s reflection smiles, cool and razor-sharp.

“Keep going,” she murmurs, voice silk over steel. “Show me how badly you need to be denied.”

Amanda tilts her heel — slow, deliberate, like winding a watch. The boot rises in a single, regal inch, leather creaking, and the cage rides the slope until the ring bites up under my balls, lifting them, splitting them against the metal. The pinch is sudden, bright, exquisite; it yanks a ragged sob from my throat and leaves it hanging in the air between us.

A thin silver strand of drool unspools from my lower lip, trembles, then snaps against the lace collar. I don’t dare wipe it away; my hands are still braced on my trembling thighs, palms open in silent surrender.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, voice velvet laced with steel, each word a slow drag across raw nerves. “On your knees, skirt rucked high, writhing on my boot like a bitch in heat.”

She shifts her weight forward — no more than a breath, but the world tilts. The pressure spikes, the ring grinding upward until I feel the seam of my own skin stretch thin and singing. My hips stutter, jerk, chase the pain in frantic, useless circles.

“Pathetic,” she pronounces, savoring the consonants like candy. Then, softer, almost tender, “And perfect.”

The word hangs there, haloed. I sag, forehead almost brushing the gleaming toe, and feel the wet spot beneath the cage grow warmer, heavier. I am nothing but need held together by her voice.

“Say it,” she murmurs, voice velvet poison. “Say ‘thank you’ for your punishment, sissy.”

The words are out before I know I’m speaking. “Thank you, ma’am.”

"Thank you, what, sissy?"

"Thank you for my punishment, ma'am."

They taste like surrender. They taste like truth.
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Amanda’s scent folds around me a second before her hand does. Her fingers glide over my throat, palm cupping my chin like she’s cradling something fragile. Her boot is still wedged between my thighs, rocking once more against the cage, a slow, deliberate grind that makes the metal sing against me.

“Up,” she whispers from above, the word a red silk ribbon tugging my head back until our eyes lock in the mirror. “Look at me, Jodie.”

I melt, completely lost in her gaze.

My chin rises on a thread I didn’t know she’d tied. Tears blur everything — her face, the lamplight, the ceiling fan turning slow as fate — yet her eyes burn through it all, twin black stars. The carpet bites my knees; the cage bites everything else, cold metal kissing hot skin, my pulse beating against the ring like a trapped bird. I taste salt when I breathe.

Amanda’s thumb traces my jawline, slow as candle wax. “Mirror, sweetheart. See what I see.”

I lift wet lashes. In the glass she looms — midnight hair, red mouth, goddess in leather and boots — while I kneel small beneath her, trembling lace and caged devotion. The sight clicks inside me like a key turning home.

A shaky nod is all I can offer; it’s enough.

“That’s my good girl,” she murmurs, voice velvet-wrapped steel. The praise blooms inside me, warm, treacherous, sweet as poisoned honey. I want to lean into her palm, want her to cradle my face forever and never let go.

But she withdraws, authority snapping back like a leash.

“Keep your hands on your thighs.”

I flatten trembling palms against the softness of my skirt. The fabric whispers against itself, a secret conversation between us. My fingers want to curl, to reach for her, but I force them still. Obedience feels like a second skin now — thin, electric, impossible to peel off.

Amanda moves in a slow, predatory orbit, boots hitting gently until she plants herself between me and the mirror.

“Chin down, sweetheart.” I obey, gaze glued to the cage pulsing under sodden lace.

Amanda’s clinical fingers thread through my hair, petting slow and steady, each stroke a silent claim. “Tell me, little pet — do you like wearing my lock?”

The truth spills out soft and breathless. “Yes, ma’am. I love it. I love being yours.”

She smiles, slow, satisfied. “If you’re good tonight, you get to stay locked. You don’t want to disappoint me, do you?”

The question is a blade dressed as silk. I shake my head frantically, hair sticking to damp temples. Words fail, so I show her instead: spine straightening, knees spreading just enough to bare the wet patch blooming on the lace panties. I offer the picture of surrender she’s painted over me.

Amanda’s tongue clicks once — sharp, pleased, the sound you make to summon a cat. “Oh, you really are desperate to be good, aren’t you, little one?”

I nod so hard the room tilts. My gaze stays pinned to the gleam of her boots, to the cage between them, to the wet proof of everything I’m afraid to say out loud.

“Beg,” she sighs, drawing the word out like ribbon from a spool. “Beg to stay caged.”

The plea rips free, high and thin and useless. “Please, ma’am, please — please let me stay locked for you, I’ll be perfect, I’ll paint my lips every morning, I’ll sit pretty and quiet, I won’t touch, I swear I won’t touch, just let me stay yours, please—”

I’m babbling now, syllables tripping over teeth, every breath a fresh promise. Amanda’s laugh curls around me, soft as velvet, sharp as teeth.

Amanda turns without another word, the soft blow of her boots counting out a slow, deliberate rhythm — one, two, three, four — until the sound stops beside the high-backed chair in the far corner. She lowers herself into it with feline grace, the leather creaking softly beneath her. One knee crosses the other, then uncrosses; thighs part just enough to make the leather squeak, the seam pulling taut across the long muscles beneath. A single finger flicks toward the floor.

“Come.”

A pause, weighted and smirking.

“Crawl.”

The carpet is plush under my knees, swallowing the little whimpers that hitch out of me each time I shift forward. I crawl, shoulders rounded to keep myself small, the cage swinging between my thighs like a pendulum of shame. My palms and knees thud dully — quiet, so quiet — until I reach the polished toes of her right boot. Wetness glimmers there, a small oblong smear that catches the lamplight. Mine. All mine, proof of how quickly I fall apart for her.

Amanda’s nod is no more than a tilt of her chin. “Clean it.”

The words could be carved from marble, they’re so cold.

I fold at the waist, elbows sinking to the floor until my cheek almost brushes the rug. My tongue unfurls, wide and flat, tasting the faint bitterness of precome mingled with the metallic tang of leather. I drag it upward in a single, slow stripe, collecting every trace of myself I left behind. Each lick feels like a confession spoken aloud.

“Eyes on me, pet.”

I obey, chin lifting, throat stretched taut. From this angle she is a dark goddess perched on an obsidian throne: the line of her jaw sharp as a blade, the cruel curve of her smile. Behind the cat-eye liner her eyes are molten mercury — watchful, amused, utterly in command. The other boot nudges forward, pressing lightly between my shoulder blades, pinning me in place while I lap and lap.

The longer I kneel there, tongue working in tiny, worshipful circles, the more the room narrows until it’s only her gaze and my thundering pulse. The cage pulls tight as if it, too, wants to please her. My lips are swollen, glossy with saliva and my own mess. I feel small — no, smaller than small: reduced to the space between her boot and the floor, reduced to the wet sound of my tongue and the tremble in my thighs.

She lets the silence stretch, lets me feel every second of it, then finally exhales a soft, almost-laugh. “What a desperate little mess you are,” she murmurs, voice velvet over razors. “Filthy, pitiful thing — licking your own mess like it’s champagne.” A pause, and the corner of her mouth quirks, something warmer slipping through the cracks. “Still… look at you trying so, so hard. That’s my good girl.”

The praise lands like a kiss on the rawest part of me. My breath hitches; I press my tongue flat again, tasting leather and need, and whisper a single, grateful syllable against her boot.

I want her approval more than I want release. I ache and I’d beg if she let me. When did that happen?
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Chapter 7


The cage kept me half-hard all night, a constant, aching pulse beneath the slippery satin Amanda had chosen. Every time I shifted, the shorts glided over my hips and the metal squeezed, reminding me who owned my sleep. I woke up sore, damp, and stupidly grateful.

Now I’m perched on her velvet bench, thighs pressed together, heart ticking like her stilettos. Amanda glides between the racks, fingertips grazing silk, weighing each possibility with a general’s calm. The afternoon light cuts through the floor-to-ceiling windows, gilding the edges of her perfectly organized rows — dresses by color, shoes lined up like soldiers, handbags shelved in dust bags. Every inch intentional. Every item chosen. Just like me.

She turns, dangling a pair of sheer black pantyhose from one manicured finger. “These first.”

My throat tightens. The nylons shimmer in the sunlight, impossibly delicate — feminine — and suddenly my cock jumps against the cage even though I haven’t moved. The twinge of pain reminds me how empty I am without her permission.

I reach for them, fingers brushing the cool, slippery material. Amanda’s eyes track my hesitation, her lips curving in that knife-edge smile.

“Leg up,” she orders.

I lift my right foot — already smooth from her morning waxing session — and she kneels in front of me, rolling the nylon expertly between her palms. The first brush of fabric against my toes sends sparks up my spine. She works the hose up my calf, her touch clinical but possessive, fingers lingering at the back of my knee just long enough to make me shiver.

“You’ll thank me when the breeze reminds you who dressed you today,” she murmurs, smoothing the material over my thighs. The waistband snaps into place just above the cage, a sleek, silken prison layered over my steel one.

She stands, surveying her work. “Blouse next.”

The garment she selects is pale pink chiffon, floaty and translucent, with tiny pearl buttons running down the front. My fingers tremble as I reach for it, catching the scent of fabric softener as the sleeves flutter — dainty, fragile, so unlike anything I’ve ever worn.

“I can’t—” The protest dies as Amanda steps into my space, close enough that I feel the heat radiating from her, smell the intoxicating mix of leather and Chanel No. 5 clinging to her skin.

“You’ll wear what I say, sissy,” she purrs, “and you’ll shine for me.”

She takes the blouse from me, turning it right-side out before guiding my arms through the sleeves. The chiffon whispers over my skin, light as a breath, the collar dipping just low enough to show the hollow of my throat. Amanda fastens each button with excruciating care, her knuckles brushing my chest, teasing the places she’s trained to be sensitive. By the time she reaches the last pearl, my breath is shallow and my nipples are peaked against the silk camisole beneath.

She steps back, tilting her head. “Skirt.”

The navy A-line she hands me is lined, heavy enough to swing when I move but light enough to remind me it’s there with every step. I step into it, the fabric whispering against the pantyhose, and Amanda zips me up with the efficiency of a jailer. The waistband nips snugly at my hips — higher than my old jeans ever sat — forcing my posture straighter, more delicate.

“Turn.”

I obey, slow, feeling the skirt sway as I move. The mirror shows a stranger: soft fabric hugging narrow hips, sheer legs glinting under the light. But the face is still mine — stubble hidden beneath careful foundation, lips slightly parted, eyes dark with something between terror and hunger.

Amanda clicks her tongue, reaching for a slim tube of gloss. “Pucker.”

The raspberry scent is cloying and sweet as she swipes the wand over my bottom lip. The stickiness clings, thick and glossy, and I resist the urge to lick it away.

“Look at you,” she whispers, thumb tracing my cheekbone. The fleeting tenderness in her voice makes my chest ache. Then she leans in, pressing a feather-light kiss beside my mouth. “My pretty little girlfriend.”

The words settle over me like a coronation and a condemnation all at once. My reflection blurs — eyes damp, lips shimmering — and somewhere beyond the panic, a traitorous warmth unfurls.

The more she dresses me, the more I belong to her. I wish I hated it. I don’t.

My heart is a hummingbird trapped inside the cage of my ribs — fluttering, frantic, yet somehow singing. Each breath tastes of raspberry gloss and the faint, metallic tang of fear. I watch Amanda’s reflection behind mine in the hallway mirror: cool, collected, her hand resting at the base of my spine like she owns the space between my shoulder blades. She does, of course. She owns all of it — my shivering skin, the tremor in my knees, the way my pulse jumps when her fingers press just a little harder, guiding me forward.

I want to bolt. Every instinct left from Jordan — stubborn, snarling Jordan — screams to run, to rip off this skirt and wipe the sticky gloss from my mouth and find a pair of jeans that sit low and loose and safe. But the satin lining of the skirt whispers against my thighs, and the flats make my steps lighter, softer, like I’m gliding instead of stomping. I feel… delicate. Breakable. Treasured. The word lands in my mind with the weight of a secret. Amanda’s treasure. Her little girlfriend. The warmth unfurls again, deeper this time, threading through the fear until I can’t tell which is stronger.

She leans in, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “You’re going to be so good for me today, aren’t you?” The question is rhetorical, but I nod anyway, a small, jerky movement that makes her smile. That smile — sharp and soft at once — melts something in me. I want to earn it again and again. I want to kneel at her feet in the middle of the mall and thank her for making me this… this thing I never knew I needed to be.

The thought terrifies me. It thrills me. It owns me.

Amanda steps back, satisfied, and holds out a pair of ballerina flats. “Now the shoes. We have shopping to do.”

I slide my feet into them, the leather buttery against my nylon-covered toes. There’s no heel to balance on, no height to hide behind — just softness and the quiet click of my steps as she leads me toward the door.

As we step into the sunlight, the breeze catches the hem of my skirt, lifting it just enough to remind me how exposed I am. No pockets. No armor. Just Amanda’s hand on my back, steady and sure, and the quiet, traitorous truth blooming in my chest: I don’t want to run.

I want to follow her anywhere, even if it means losing every last scrap of the boy I used to be.
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“Just be yourself, Jodie,” Amanda murmurs, lips brushing the shell of my ear so lightly it might be the wind — except the wind never makes my knees dip like that.

The plaza roars around us: heels clacking on marble, fountain water smacking stone, snippets of laughter that feel aimed at me. Sunlight glints off glass storefronts and slices straight through the thin cotton of my sundress, spotlighting every tremor.

Her hand settles at the small of my back, thumb tracing a slow circle through the fabric. The touch is proprietary, a silent leash. I straighten on instinct, shoulders back, chest lifted — exactly how she taught me this morning in front of the mirror. The posture forces the bra straps to bite, a sweet sting that reminds me the lace is real, the falsies are real, the name Jodie is real, carved into a pink acrylic tag clipped to my purse.

A trio of women in linen blazers steps out of a boutique, arms full of pastel bags. Amanda’s fingers press — gentle, unmissable.

“Incoming,” she warns, voice honey-warm. “Smile pretty.”

The tallest woman spots us first.

“Mandy! There you are.”

She air-kisses Amanda’s cheeks, then turns to me with a slow, curious sweep that starts at the bow in my hair and ends at the patent pumps Amanda insisted on.

“And who’s this gorgeous creature?”

Amanda’s hand slides to my waist, thumb hooking possessively through the belt loop.

“This is my special girl. Isn’t she darling?”

The word girl lands like a champagne pop in my bloodstream — sharp, celebratory, dangerous. The women’s eyes soften, measuring, approving. One reaches out to flick the hem of my dress.

“The cut is perfect on her. Vintage flair, but so fresh.”

My cheeks burn. I feel the cage tighten, a reflexive clench that does nothing but remind me how full and useless I am. I force a smile, the one Amanda coached: lips soft, eyes down, lashes fluttering.

“Thank you, ma’am.”

The tallest woman laughs, delighted.

“Polite, too. You’ve trained her well.”

Trained. The word ricochets through my ribs. Amanda’s thumb strokes my palm — I’ve got you — and panic ebbs into heat. Yes, trained. Hers. The admission tastes like stolen sugar.

Conversation drifts — sales, brunch, pop-up florist — but I float inside it, buoyed by her touch. Each shift skims the dress across my thighs, breeze sneaking under the hem, reminding me of the plug shifting like a secret heartbeat. I clench; the cage throbs, making me bite my lip.

A skateboarder rattles past. His gaze flicks over me — curious, dismissive, then double-taking. I freeze, waiting for sneers. He shrugs and rolls on. Relief crashes into disappointment. Amanda’s arm slides around my waist, steadying, claiming.

“Breathe,” she whispers against my temple. “You’re stunning. They see what I see.”

We drift deeper into the plaza. Music spills from a café — sultry jazz that syncs with the sway of my hips. Amanda steers me past a cosmetics kiosk where a salesgirl waves a lipstick sample.

“Perfect shade for her skin,” the girl chirps, uncapping a coral bullet.

Amanda lifts my chin, studies my mouth like she’s choosing jewelry.

“Hold still, baby.”

The stick glides across my lips, creamy and cool. I watch in the hand mirror the girl offers: my mouth transformed into something plush, feminine, undeniably not Jordan’s. The girl smiles.

“Gorgeous. Boyfriend’s lucky.”

Amanda’s eyes flick to mine, amused.

“Fiancée, actually.”

The word detonates behind my ribs. I gape; Amanda’s fingers tighten, a silent play along. My heart somersaults. Fiancée. The cage gives a traitorous pulse, as if the steel itself is thrilled.

We move on. Sunlight shifts, painting gold stripes across the marble. Amanda pauses at a florist’s stall, selects a single blush peony. She tucks it behind my ear, adjusting until the petals tickle my cheek.

“There,” she says, loud enough for nearby shoppers to hear. “Now you look like spring.”

A woman browsing roses glances over.

“Your girlfriend has exquisite taste.”

Amanda beams.

“She does, doesn’t she?”

Her hand drops to the curve of my ass — subtle, possessive, unmistakable. The woman smiles knowingly and turns away.

Every compliment lands like a caress. Every stranger’s glance is a test I keep passing. The fear hasn’t vanished; it’s transmuted into something electric, a live wire humming under my skin. I’m terrified someone will clock the cage, the plug, the truth. I’m more terrified they won’t — and that I’ll crave this spotlight forever.

At the fountain’s edge, Amanda pulls me to a stop. Water arcs in glittering loops, drowning out nearby chatter. She faces me, both hands framing my waist, and looks me dead in the eye.

“How do you feel?”

I search for the right words. Exposed. Owned. Alive. Instead I whisper,

“Every step feels like a test and a thrill.” I breathe out. “I’m terrified someone will know.” My voice wavers. “But... I’m even more terrified that I want them to.”

My voice comes out breathy, raw.

Her smile is slow, feral, proud. She leans in, lips brushing mine — soft, chaste, devastating.

“Then you’re learning.”

Behind us, a camera shutter clicks — someone capturing the fountain, or us. I don’t flinch. Let them see. Let them wonder how far the girl in the sundress has fallen, and how willingly. Amanda’s hand finds mine, fingers lacing tight, and we walk on, two silhouettes swallowed by sunlight and applause that only I can hear.
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Chapter 8


The dressing-room mirror is a spotlight, and I am the only thing in it.

“Jodie, you’re absolutely stunning! Look at you!”

The words burst from Amanda’s friend Lila — bright, unfiltered, popping like effervescent fizz against my veins. She’s leaning against the velvet curtain, eyes sparkling, and every syllable tugs at the fragile thread still tying me to the name Jordan. My cheeks bloom scarlet before I can stop them.

Amanda steps behind me, palm settling low on my hip, fingers splayed over the flared waist of the satin sundress she chose. The fabric is butter-yellow, halter-necked, hem skimming mid-thigh. It flares when I breathe, brushing my cage like a secret kiss. I feel the cool kiss of steel beneath the skirt — constant, possessive, hers.

“Doesn’t she look perfect?” Amanda asks the room, voice warm as brandy.

The second friend — Riley — lets out a low whistle. “You weren’t kidding. She’s adorable.”

Adorable. The word lands inside my chest and unfurls, soft and dangerous. Pride and panic tangle. I want to hide; I want to preen. My reflection stares back: smooth jaw, glossed lips parted, lashes dark against flushed skin. I don’t recognize the girl in the mirror, but the ache between my legs knows her intimately.

Amanda’s thumb traces a slow circle on my hip, hidden by the skirt’s pleats. Her breath feathers my ear. “You love this,” she murmurs, so low only I can hear. “Being my good girl, adored in front of everyone. Look how wet you are for attention.”

Heat floods me, pooling where satin meets lace. I shift, and the cage shifts with me — tight, insistent, impossible to ignore. Amanda’s knee slips between mine from behind, leather skirt cool against my bare thighs. She presses upward, steady, relentless. The steel ring digs into tender skin; pleasure knots with pain until I can’t breathe without tasting both.

Lila laughs, twirling a strand of her own hair. “I wish I had legs like that.”

Riley nods. “That color is so you, Jodie.”

Their voices swirl around me like confetti. Every compliment lands directly on the cage, throbbing it bigger inside its prison. I feel the slick slide of precome against metal, the damp lace sticking to my skin. I clench my fists at my sides to keep from squirming.

Amanda slides in closer, hands caging my hips, chest to my back, and eases her thigh between mine from behind. The firm muscle glides upward until it cups the cage, lifting it just enough to trap steel against tender skin. A slow, deliberate roll of her hips grinds the pressure higher, sharper. My breath snags on the edge of a gasp — half-sob, half-surrender.

“Not a whimper,” she whispers, lips ghosting my ear. “Not a word — hold still. I want to see if you can act like the good girl you are.”

Amanda’s arms circle my waist, fingers gliding over the silk-covered cage with the lazy confidence of someone adjusting a bow on a gift. She gives the metal a gentle, rhythmic squeeze — just enough to remind me who’s steering — while her thigh keeps the cage pinned, lifted, framed. She glances back over her shoulder at the others, casual as if we’re discussing hemlines, not my willpower.

“The gold belt would set off the lavender,” she says, voice light, thumb tracing the lock through lace. Each tiny pulse of pressure sends sparks up my spine; I stand statue-still, breathing through parted lips, afraid the smallest shudder will betray how close I already am.

Riley holds up a slim gold belt. “This would cinch her waist perfectly too!”

Amanda’s hand slips lower, beneath the skirt’s waistband, fingers brushing the lace that hides the lock. Her touch is soft, almost soothing, yet the meaning is unmistakable: mine. Her thigh presses higher, harder, when she’s sure no one is looking; pleasure spikes, cruel and sweet. I bite my lip until the sting blooms into a bright, ringing hush, every heartbeat drumming against the cage like a muffled bell.

Lila steps closer, studying my face. “You’re blushing. That’s so cute it hurts.”

Cute. The word echoes inside the cage, vibrating against steel and skin. Cute like the dress. Cute like the way my hips sway when I walk now. Cute like the tears I’m fighting not to shed.

Something inside me unclenches — some final fist of resistance — and in its place blooms a dizzy, golden warmth.

Amanda leans in, voice a velvet thread. “See? They love you. I love you. And you love being loved like this.”

I could come just from this — her voice, the pressure, everyone watching. Am I actually proud of how I look, how I feel? Is this pride… or surrender? The thought shimmers, fragile, then settles like silk. Maybe they’re the same thing now.

Amanda eases away, her leg sliding from between mine, the cage suddenly free yet aching harder. She straightens the hem with a lazy flick, then dusts an invisible speck from my shoulder, lips brushing my ear.

“Such a perfect pet, obeying without a word. That’s my very best girl.”

Riley claps once. “Let’s get the belt and the matching heels. She’ll be the belle of whatever brunch we drag her to.”

Amanda pivots, conversation resumed like the last minute never occurred, her hand threading through mine to pull me center stage. “Walk, darling. Let them see how my perfect girl claims every inch of the floor.”

I take a shaky breath, square my shoulders, and step into the mirror-girl’s shoes. The cage shifts with each stride, a secret heartbeat only we share. The women’s eyes follow me, bright with delight, and I feel their praise wrap around me like the dress — tight, bright, unbreakable.

I don’t know where Jordan ends and Jodie begins anymore. But as Amanda squeezes my hand and the others clap, I realize I don’t care. The ache between my legs answers only to her, and the ache in my chest answers only to this — to being seen, adored, owned.

The reflection smiles back at me, pretty and proud and utterly helpless, and I finally understand: the surrender was never the end. It was the beginning of becoming.
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The journey home felt surreal, almost like drifting on a cloud. Each compliment from earlier echoed in my mind, wrapping around me in a warm embrace. I could still hear Amanda’s voice, celebrating my efforts as we browsed through the aisles. I floated with every step, the world around me blurring into a soft haze. The sun hung low, casting a golden glow over everything, as if it too was reflecting my euphoric state.

With each passing moment, the thrill ignited within me, making my heart race. I savored the validation, each compliment sending shivers down my spine and filling me with bubbling joy. My mind buzzed, the flickers of excitement weaving through me like the sweetest melody.

“You did so well today, my sweet girl,” Amanda coos, her foot grounding against my cage beneath me. The words bloom in the dusk-soft living room like candlelight. I’m already on my knees, skirt pooled around my thighs, palms resting on my lap the way she likes — open, obedient. The apartment feels smaller now, warmer, as if the whole day’s tension has been exhaled into these four walls and replaced by something gentler but no less electric.

Her stilettos lie discarded beside the sofa. One bare foot, arch high, skin velvet-warm, presses flat against the steel bars locked tight around me. The contact is soft at first, almost exploratory, like she’s testing the temperature of my need. I feel the cage through every layer: the metal, the lace, the skin, the pulse. My hips twitch, chasing more, but she stills me with a flex of her toes.

“Hold still,” she murmurs, voice low, intimate. “You’ve earned this, but don’t expect more just yet.” I bite down on a whimper. The pressure is perfect and cruel — just enough to remind me how full I am with nowhere to go. The ache has settled into a rhythm now, a low, steady throb that matches my heartbeat. I’m swollen against the bars, leaking again, the lace of my panties damp and clinging. I want to come so badly I could scream, but her words are better than any orgasm. They sink into my skin like heat, like honey, like something I didn’t know I was starving for.

Amanda shifts on the sofa, sinking deeper into the cushions. Her foot slides higher, sole pressing flat against the cage, heel digging lightly into the soft skin just above it. A slow grind — controlled, measured. My breath hitches. My hands curl, nails digging into my palms to keep from reaching for her.

“Look at me,” she says.

I do. Her eyes are half-lidded, warm, but still sharp. Still watching. She’s loosened her hair, the black strands falling in soft waves around her shoulders. The blazer is gone, replaced by a silk camisole that clings to every curve. She looks like she belongs here — like she’s always belonged here, and I’ve only just arrived.

“You were perfect today,” she says. “So pretty. So brave. I’m proud of you.” The words hit like a hand around my throat — not tight, just present. A reminder. I lean into her foot without thinking, pressing myself against her sole like a cat seeking warmth. The cage protests, metal biting, but I don’t care. I want more of her. More of this. More of being this.

She hums, pleased, and the sound vibrates through me like a tuning fork. “Greedy thing,” she teases, but there’s affection in it. “You want so much, don’t you?”

I nod, throat thick. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her foot slides lower, toes curling around the base of the cage, cradling it. The touch is tender now, almost reverent, like she’s holding something precious. I feel the shift in pressure, the way her arch curves to fit me, and my hips roll forward helplessly. The denial is exquisite. The denial is love.

She shifts again, guiding me forward with the gentle pressure of her foot until my forehead rests against her knee. I breathe her in — jasmine and leather and something darker, something that smells like power. Her hand settles in my hair, fingers threading through the soft waves she had styled this morning. She strokes slowly, rhythmically, like I’m something fragile.

“Keep being good,” she whispers. “You’ll earn your real reward, eventually.”

I close my eyes. The ache is everywhere now — not just between my legs, but in my chest, behind my ribs, in the hollow places I didn’t know were empty. I want to come so badly I could scream, but what I want more is this: her hand in my hair, her foot on my cage, her voice soft and low and mine.

All I really want is her approval... and maybe for this never to end.
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Chapter 9


“Tonight, you’re mine.”

Amanda’s voice, a low satin ribbon in the candle-lit dark, cinches tight around my lungs even before I see her move.

I am already on my knees at the foot of her bed, palms open on my thighs, just the way she positioned me an hour ago — knees wide, spine straight, chin tucked. The mattress is a high, white altar above me, its sheets the color of fresh cream, and the flickering tapers throw gold licks of light over everything: the sharp cut of her crimson robe, the glint of the bedside tray, and the glimmer in her eyes that says final preparations.

She paces a slow circle now, her robe brushing her calves like liquid fire. One fingertip drags across the mahogany dresser, past the crystal decanter, past the blindfold folded into a perfect pink rose, and past the bottle of lube standing sentinel beside it.

Then she stops.

The strap-on harness — black leather, chrome buckles, a thick silicone shaft already seated — rests in her palm like a promise she’s waited long enough to keep.

My throat clicks when I swallow.

Amanda sets the harness down with deliberate care; its buckle clinks once, then twice, as she adjusts the fit. Her gaze never leaves mine.

“No hesitation,” she says, quieter now, almost tender. “No excuses. Just submission.”

The words shiver straight through the cage, making it pulse like a second heartbeat. I feel the ache bloom behind steel, the slick slide of precome already dampening the lace panties she chose this morning. White satin with tiny bows — innocent, she called them, as if innocence were a weapon she could dress me in.

She steps close, the hem of her robe skimming my cheek. Two fingers hook beneath my chin, tilting my face up. Her thumb brushes the corner of my mouth, smearing the gloss she applied earlier, and I feel the color transfer to her skin like a brand.

“You trust me to take you there, don’t you, my sweet girl?”

I nod, my throat too tight for words. The motion feels enormous, like I’m agreeing to something far larger than just tonight.

“Say it.”

“Yes, ma’am.” The sound is small, breathy, nothing like Jordan’s voice.

It belongs to Jodie now.

It belongs to her.

Approval flares in her eyes, quick and sharp. She moves behind me then, her robe sliding off her shoulders with a whisper. I feel the brush of bare skin against my back — warm, velvet — before the crimson puddles to the floor. She is all clean lines and deliberate curves, the harness already buckled low on her hips, silicone jutting proud and gleaming.

She bends, just for a moment, to press her lips to the nape of my neck.

“Good girl,” she breathes, and that praise sinks into my bones like molten gold.

She rises first, her spine uncoiling like silk pulled taut.

“Up, Jodie. Stand still for me.”

I push to my feet, my knees wobbling, my pulse racing. Her palms settle on my shoulders, steadying me, then glide down to the collar of my blouse. Her breath ghosts along my ear, velvet and low: “Every inch I uncover is mine tonight, darling. Remember that.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whisper, nodding quick and frantic.

Her fingers find the first button. A soft pop, another promise murmured against my skin.

“You’ll look so pretty trembling.”

Pop.

“So sweet when you beg.”

Pop.

The fabric loosens; lace and foam curves are revealed, my chest heaving under her gaze. She eases the blouse from my arms with reverent patience, the satin sighing away like water she’s poured just to watch it fall.

“There’s my beautiful girl,” she hums, her voice thick with pride, “every inch revealed exactly when I say.”

The skirt’s zipper answers her, a slow metal rasp that trembles down my spine louder than my pulse. She draws it open tooth by deliberate tooth, murmuring, “Feel that, darling — each click a reminder that you’re mine to unwrap.” Fabric glides over hips, over thighs, until it kisses the floor and rings my ankles like liquid moonlight.

Layer after layer leaves me, yet she keeps talking, low and steady, a litany of ownership.

“Look how perfectly you tremble. Look how sweetly you wait for me.”

Cool air brushes newly bare skin; gooseflesh rises in grateful swells beneath her gaze. Only the delicate panties remain, the cage a snug secret beneath, and the blindfold she lifts between us like a vow yet to be spoken. She smiles, slow and radiant, drinking in the sight.

“All that armor gone, Jodie. Nothing left but what I choose to keep — my pretty, obedient girl, bare and breathless and absolutely perfect beneath my hands.”

She palms the curve of my hip, her nails skimming lace.

“Look at you,” she murmurs, reverent. “Made for this.”

I should be scared.

I am — but more than that, I’m desperate.

For her approval.

For this.

The ache is no longer just between my legs; it’s everywhere, a low hum under my skin, a craving I can’t name because it’s too big for words.

Amanda lifts the blindfold, pink satin catching candlelight like a promise.

“Last chance to safe-out,” she says softly. “But I don’t think you want to.”

I shake my head, just once. The movement sends my heart racing harder.

She smiles — slow, wicked, achingly gentle — and steps forward to wrap the satin around my eyes. The world goes dark, soft, scented with her perfume.

Her palms settle on my shoulders, steering me forward until my knees find the very lip of the bed. A steady press lowers me — my spine bowing, my thighs parting — until the cool sheets cradle my cheek and my hips tilt high, my lace-clad rump offered like a trembling gift. Behind me, the harness radiates her heat, a silent promise that soon every inch of me will know exactly whom I serve.

The velvet brushes my throat first — cool, plush — before the tiny buckle snugs beneath my pulse. The click of metal fixing into metal sounds louder than thunder; my breath stutters as the collar cinches, snug but not cruel, a permanent blush around my neck.

A soft tug follows — leather glides over my shoulder, the leash’s clasp cool against my collarbone. Amanda leans down, her lips grazing the shell of my ear, voice a dark ribbon of honey: “There’s my perfect girl — collared, leashed, and never walking away from me again.”
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Amanda’s thumbs hook under the elastic of the lace panties, dragging them down my thighs with a slow, deliberate rasp of silk against skin. The cool air kisses the cage, the metal already slick with precome, and I feel the thick silicone shaft nudge between my cheeks — hot, heavy, waiting.

A cold bead of lube drips directly onto the tight seam of my ass — shocking, slick, spreading instantly. Amanda rocks the head of the strap against my hole, smearing it in slow circles; the pressure is firm, relentless. I clench instinctively, then relax as she nudges, nudges, opens. She leans forward, her breath scorching my ear.

“Still, Jodie. Be my good girl.”

Then, she thrusts.

The silicone impales me — one deep, unforgiving plunge that splits me open to the hilt, the flared head kissing the deepest part of me like it was always meant to live there. My fingers claw at the sheets, knuckles whitening, nails scraping cotton until threads pop; yet, Amanda’s hand snaps forward with that same metronometric precision her heels carry across hardwood.

She gathers both wrists in a single, practiced grip, cool fingers overlapping my pulse points, pinning them at the small of my back so my shoulder blades kiss. My spine bows, a graceful, desperate arch, hips jacking up of their own traitorous accord to take more, always more, as if my body has already rewritten its own anatomy around her.

The leash snaps taut around my throat, the little silver clasp cold against my Adam’s apple, yanking me back onto her cock with a choked gasp. The collar bites, velvet and leather creaking; and for a heartbeat, the whole world narrows to the pressure at my neck and the pressure inside me — twin anchors that hold me exactly where she wants — suspended between breath and surrender.

I feel the harness straps slap the backs of my thighs; I feel the wet slide of her thighs against mine. Every sense telescopes down to the way she fills me, owns me, carves her name into the softest parts of me with every merciless inch.

“Stay still,” she growls, her voice velvet and steel. “Take what I give you.”

I do. God, I do. The stretch burns white-hot, every inch of the shaft carving a path through me, and the cage pulses in rhythm with my heart. My legs spread wider on instinct, shameless, desperate.

Then, she pulls back slow — agonizingly slow — before slamming in again, a wet, squelching thrust that drives the air from my lungs in a strangled moan. The silicone drags along my walls, every ridge catching, every vein pulsing like a living thing. My thighs tremble, sweat beading between my shoulder blades; my blindfold is soaked with tears I didn’t know I was crying.

Amanda’s hips piston — harder, deeper, faster. The harness slaps against my ass with every stroke, the sound obscene, wet, perfect. She shifts her angle, and the head rams my prostate; a lightning bolt of pleasure makes my cock throb against the cage, precome spurting in a steady stream. I try to push back, to chase it, but her grip on my wrists is iron, her leash a noose that keeps me exactly where she wants me: Pinned. Trapped. Owned. Fucked.

“Feel that?” she pants, her voice ragged. “That’s me inside you. Owning every inch.”

“M-ma'am,” I stammer, the word hitching on a sob. “C-can’t — can’t take—”

Her grip tightens around my wrists. Then, her hand glides up my arm, a slow, possessive, caressing stroke. “You can, and you will,” she murmurs, her voice low, unruffled, like a queen issuing law. “Breathe, pet. In… and out. That’s my good girl.”

I shudder, my chest shuddering like a caged songbird. “Th-thank you, ma’am,” I whimper, the syllables cracking.

“Such a perfect, greedy little thing,” she croons, her praise dripping like warm honey over ice. “Take it deeper now. Show me how beautifully you break.”

I sob into the pillow. Her voice brushes my cheek — sharp silk against stubble — then lingers, a warm breath that tastes of cherry lipstick and command. She fucks me like she’s trying to break me — like she’s trying to remake me. Each thrust is a claim; each moan, a surrender. The sheets are soaked beneath me, my thighs slick with lube and sweat and need. The cage pulses, leaks, aches — a constant reminder that this pleasure isn’t mine to take, only to receive.

Her hand slides from my wrists to my hip, her nails digging in as she drags me back onto her cock. The angle shifts again, and I scream — the sound muffled by silk — as she hits that spot over and over, relentless. My whole body is a live wire; every nerve sings, every muscle clenching around her.

“Beg,” she snarls, the word a whip-crack. “Beg for more.”

“Please,” I gasp, my voice broken, his. “Please — more — Amanda—”

The crack lands like a gunshot, sharp and sudden; the sting blooms across my ass in a perfect, burning bloom. My hips jerk forward, a startled yelp catching in my throat, as Amanda’s palm brands me again — harder this time — the sound wet and obscene against my slick skin.

“That’s not how my good girl addresses me when my cock is inside her, is it?” Indeed, her voice is silk over steel, each word a slow, deliberate cut.

I whimper, the sound high and broken, my whole body trembling. “I — I’m sorry, Mistress,” I stammer, the word a desperate, breathy plea. “I — I didn’t mean — please, I’ll be better, I promise—”

“Beg,” she purrs, the command a velvet lash. “Beg like you mean it, Jodie; like your life depends on it.”

I sob, the sound muffled by the pillow; my hips still rock back against her, chasing the stretch, the fullness. “Please, Ma'am,” I gasp, my voice cracking, “please — fuck me, please don’t stop. I need you; I need you, I need it—”

She gives it.

The pace becomes brutal, savage; her hips jackhammer into me so hard the bed rocks, the headboard slamming the wall. The leash tightens, cutting off my breath for a heartbeat, then loosens just enough for me to gasp her name. My cock is dripping; the cage is a vise, and every pulse is a plea that goes unanswered.

Her hand snakes under me, her fingers finding the cage, squeezing hard. I wail, my hips bucking, but she holds me still — impaled, owned. “Not yet,” she whispers, her voice velvet again, cruel. “Not until I say.”

I’m shaking, tears streaming; but they’re not sad — they’re release, they’re truth. I’ve never felt this full, this taken, this hers.

She leans down, her body covering mine, her weight a blanket of dominance and safety. Her lips brush my ear.

“Come when I say,” she breathes. “But not yet. Not until you break.”

She pounds into me — harder, deeper, faster — until I’m nothing but sensation, nothing but hers. The world narrows to the stretch, the fullness, the cage pulsing in time with my heart. Each stroke is a claim, and each moan a surrender. I’m open, owned, undone.

The silicone cock feels impossibly thick, sliding over that spot again and again until my vision whites out. I babble into the pillow, my words dissolving into desperate, broken sounds.

“Ma’am, Ma’am, please — I can’t — I’m—” My voice hitches, high and reedy. “I’m so full, I’m gonna — please let me — I’ll be good, I’ll be your best girl, just — please—”

Amanda’s laugh is low, filthy, right against the shell of my ear. “That’s it, baby. Let me hear how much you need it.” Her hips snap forward, driving the air from my lungs. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“I belong to you,” I whimper, my thighs trembling, my toes curling in the sheets. “Only you, always you, please—” The cage is a hot, throbbing weight between my legs; every pulse is a reminder of how helpless I am. “I’m dripping, Ma’am; I can’t stop, I—”

She drags the leash tighter, arching my back until my throat is exposed. “Look at you,” she purrs, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Such a pretty little mess. Begging so sweetly. I could listen to you plead all night.”

Another brutal thrust, and I keen, high and broken. “I’ll do anything,” I gasp, tears slipping down my flushed cheeks. “Use me, own me; I’m yours, I’m—” My words fracture into a sob as she hits that spot again, the one that makes my whole body seize. “Please, Ma’am, I’m begging, I’ll break—”

“Then break for me, sissy,” she croons, the words velvet and steel, sliding into my ear like a brand. “Break like the good little feminized fuck-doll you are.”

The leash snaps taut, the collar biting into my throat, and something inside me shatters. A ragged, broken cry tears out of me — high, humiliating, nothing like Jordan’s voice ever was. Tears streak hot over my cheeks, dripping onto the ruined sheets as I sob, my chest hitching.

“Please, Ma’am — please, I’m breaking, I’m yours, I’m — I’m your girl, I’ll always be your girl — please—”

And then — finally — her hand tightens on the cage, her hips still, buried to the hilt. “Yes. Now,” she whispers, her voice raw with her own need. “Come for me, my good girl.”

I explode.

The orgasm doesn’t crest; it detonates. A white-hot bloom starts deep behind the cage, coils up through my belly, and detonates outward like a star going supernova. Every muscle locks, then snaps open in a violent ripple. My toes curl so hard the arches cramp; my fingers claw at the sheets, nails scoring the satin. The cage — tight, unforgiving steel — jerks against me, metal teeth kissing tender skin, and my cock spurts in helpless pulses, each one a miniature seizure. Come floods the bars, thick and pearly, pooling, then overflowing in slow rivulets that slither down the curve of my taint, mixing with the sweat already slicking my thighs.

I feel it everywhere at once: the hot spill cooling on my skin, the wet slap of Amanda’s hips still rocking in tiny, merciless circles, and the plug of her cock stretching me open so perfectly that every twitch of her hips drags another helpless clench from deep inside. My ass grips her, fluttering, milking, as if my body itself is trying to keep her buried forever. My breath hitches, stalls, then bursts out in a high, broken keen that doesn’t sound human — more like glass shattering.

She rides it out with the patience of a storm, her hips grinding slow, slow, slow, coaxing every last shudder, every last drop. Each subtle roll of her pelvis drags the head of her cock over that spot again — again — until the pleasure flips into something almost unbearable, too sharp, too bright. My vision tunnels to a pinprick of light; the room narrows to the place where she fills me and the wet, obscene sounds of my own body giving itself up to her.

Another pulse. Another spurt. The cage drips steadily now, a soft patter onto the ruined sheets beneath us. My thighs are painted, sticky, and they tremble so violently the bed frame creaks. I feel tears — when did I start crying? — mixing with the sweat at my temples, salt stinging the corners of my mouth. I taste myself; I taste surrender.

And still, she’s inside me, a living anchor, her breath a warm gust against the nape of my neck. When the last aftershock finally fades, I sag, a marionette with cut strings. My limbs feel liquid; my bones replaced with warm honey. She doesn’t pull out; instead, she folds herself over me, her breasts pressing to my back, one arm sliding beneath my chest to cradle me like something precious. Her lips brush the shell of my ear, the words feather-light but searing.

“Mine,” she whispers, her voice rough, reverent. “My perfect, ruined girl.”

I can’t answer. My throat is raw; my tongue is thick. I can only lie there, open, leaking, my heart hammering against her forearm. The sheets beneath us are a battlefield — wet, twisted, smelling of sex and tears and the faint vanilla she insisted I wear. I feel the slow ooze of her come mingling with mine where we’re still joined, and the thought makes me shiver all over again.

She stays buried, pulsing gently, as if she’s afraid I’ll drift away if she lets go. Her free hand smooths damp hair from my forehead, her nails scraping my scalp in a slow, soothing rhythm. Every so often, her hips give a tiny, involuntary thrust, and each time I whimper — oversensitive, overspent, but still aching to keep her inside.

I’m limp, wrecked, a doll stuffed full and dripping. My breath comes in shallow, hiccuping gasps. Somewhere in the haze, I feel her lips press between my shoulder blades, soft as silk; then again, lower, following the line of my spine until she reaches the place where her body meets mine. She kisses the stretched rim of me, reverent, claiming.

“Stay right here,” she murmurs, her voice thick with satisfaction and something warmer, needier. “Feel me. Feel how full you are. Feel how empty you’ll be when I finally pull out.”

I shudder; a fresh wave of tears slips free. My thighs twitch, still trying to close even though she’s between them, holding me open. The cage gives one last pathetic drip, and I swear I feel her smile against my skin.

“I’m never letting you go,” she promises, the words vibrating through my bones. “You’re mine, Jodie. Every drop. Every tremble. Forever.”
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For a while, I don’t know what’s real. The only thing that exists is breath — mine and hers — cycling in a damp, dizzy haze. My skin prickles everywhere Amanda touches me. The sheets cling wetly to my legs, cool in some places, fever-hot in others. I can only blink and let the real world trickle back in, one sense at a time.

Amanda is draped over my back, her softness a protective cage, her cock still deep inside me. Every tiny shift of her hips sends another hot shudder darting through my body. I feel open, ruined, claimed. There’s a ache in my throat; I realize I’m half-whimpering, unable to make words yet.

She brushes her fingers along my cheek, gentle now, nails barely scraping, thumb wiping tears I hadn’t meant to shed.

“Hey, my sweet pet,” she murmurs, her voice velvet and full of pride. “You with me?”

I try to answer but only manage a small, blissed-out hum — a nod, weak but eager.

Amanda presses a kiss just behind my ear, then nuzzles the sweat-damp nape of my neck. “Good. So good for me. You’re perfect like this. My perfect girl.”

She lingers, letting me memorize every ridge of her inside me — then eases out, inch by deliberate inch. The instant the head slides free, a hollow ache floods in, startling and raw. I whimper, back arching of its own will, chasing her warmth, already desperate to be filled where she belongs.

Amanda’s chuckle is low, loving.

“Greedy girl. Don’t worry — I’ll leave my mark on you. You’ll feel me for days.”

I can’t help it — I blush and hide my face in the pillow, but she just kisses the flushed tip of my ear.

A hush passes; she loosens the straps, lets the harness slide from her fingers to the rug, then slips onto the mattress beside me. I’m boneless, shivering. I curl toward her, graceless, and she folds me in — an arm cradling my nape, the other pulling me flush so I can rest against her warmth, the sure, calm drum of her heart.

Amanda’s eyes search mine, honest, molten.

“Tell me,” she says, her voice softer than I’ve ever heard it, thumb stroking my cheek. “Did it feel good?”

I have to swallow before answering. My voice is raw, hoarse — full of something jagged and amazed.

“Yes. I— I’ve never… I didn’t know it could be like that. So — so full. So much.”

A small, proud smile curves her lips. She kisses me, slow and languid, and my heart stutters with it.

“You came so beautifully,” Amanda whispers as her stray hand finds my thigh, tracing the damp, sticky mess she helped make of me. “You’re perfect when you come for me. All undone, all mine.”

I sink into the praise, chest fluttering. My body aches, empty and hungry at once.

“I — want it again,” I admit, almost shy. It’s the truth: already I can feel that gnawing, nervous need stretching itself inside me, coiling around the emptiness she’s left.

“Already?” Amanda grins against my mouth, presses a kiss to my jaw. “That’s my greedy girl.” A low, private laugh as she pulls the bowl of warm water off the nightstand. “You know, you make me want to ruin you twice.”

Her voice is teasing now, but gentle — almost reverent. She dips a soft cloth into the water and begins to clean me, slow and sweet, starting at my face and moving down. The touch is soothing, adoring — wiping away tears from my cheeks, the smears of mascara, sweat and come streaking my belly, the sticky mess in the tangle of my thighs. Each pass is as much a blessing as a service; I feel loved, wanted, made new.

“You did so, so well for me tonight,” Amanda coos, working the cloth with slow, deliberate care. “You gave me everything. I’m so proud of you, Jodie. Such a perfect, messy, good girl.”

They settle right against the secret part of me, turning it bright and breakable. I tremble and let her steer me, let her coddle me. Every aching inch loosens against her power.

She ends by wrapping me in a snowy towel, then folds herself around me and presses my cheek to the hot satin of her breast.

Her low hum thrums against my cheek; leather creaking faintly, the slick glide of her fingertips tracing the wet tracks on my skin, the softest brush of lace at my hip — every pulse of her body a tender, claiming rhythm.

Amanda’s arms tighten around me, anchoring me to the moment. She noses through my hair, her breath a soft current in the half-dark.

“Rest now, sweet thing. We’ll see if you earn another tomorrow.”

Outside there’s a distant siren drifting through the city night, but there’s only her heartbeat, only our breathing, steady and slow, holding me here.

I drift, safe in the heat and praise and the sticky proof of being so thoroughly used and wanted. The last thing I feel is the velvet sweep of Amanda’s lips on the shell of my ear, a lullaby spun from leather and silk and devotion:

“Rest, Jodie. My perfect, pretty girl.”
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Chapter 10


“Kneel, Jodie. Palms up. Eyes on me.”

The words fall like silk over steel.

I drop instantly, my knees hitting the plush rug Amanda laid out just for this moment — thick, soft, the color of spilled rosé.

The candlelight flickers across her face, painting shadows beneath her cheekbones, highlighting the sharp cut of her jaw. She sits on the edge of the bed like a queen on a throne: legs crossed, sheer black stockings catching the glow, her robe — midnight silk, trimmed in lace — draped just low enough to reveal the swell of her breasts.

Moreover, there’s a low table beside her, draped in velvet. On it: a new collar, heavier than the last, gleaming like polished obsidian. Beside it: a single silver key on a delicate chain. And beside that: a single white lily, so perfect it looks like it was grown just to be offered.

The air smells like jasmine and wax and her. I can’t stop breathing it in. Every inhale feels like swallowing her power.

My palms turn up automatically, resting on my thighs. My fingers splay open, trembling. I can feel the weight of the cage between my legs, locked tight beneath soft lace panties the color of blush. My makeup is perfect — Amanda did it herself, her hands steady, her eyes focused, her voice low as she painted my lips the same crimson as hers. My hair falls in soft waves over my shoulders, pinned back with tiny gold clips that catch the candlelight like stars. I am a living offering. I am hers.

Amanda’s gaze slides over me — slow, deliberate, possessive. She doesn’t smile. She doesn’t need to. The silence is so complete I can hear the candle wicks sizzling.

She rises.

The silk of her robe whispers as she moves. One step. Two. Her heels — patent black, sharp as knives — click against the hardwood, each sound a metronome of control. She stops just in front of me, close enough that I can see the tiny gold flecks in her dark eyes. Close enough that her scent — vanilla and leather and something darker — wraps around me like a leash.

She reaches down.

Her fingers — cool, steady — slip beneath my chin and tilt my face up. The touch is gentle, reverent, but there’s no mistaking the command in it. My throat clicks as I swallow. My eyes lock on hers, and I feel myself fall — not forward, not backward, but into her. Into the dark depth of her certainty.

She speaks, and her voice is soft, but absolute.

“Tonight, we finish what we started.”

Her thumb brushes the hollow beneath my lip, then trails down to the thin silver chain around my throat — the collar I’ve worn for weeks, the one she put on me the first night she called me Jodie. She unclasps it slowly, the tiny click loud in the stillness. The weight of it lifts, and I feel suddenly bare. Not naked — unmade. As if without her mark, I might dissolve into the air.

But then her other hand lifts the new collar.

It’s heavier. Black leather, thick, with a single silver ring at the front. The inside is lined with velvet the color of bruised roses. She holds it up between us, letting me see it — letting me feel its weight before it ever touches my skin.

“This is forever,” she says. “Not a game. Not a weekend. Forever. Do you understand?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whisper. My voice cracks on the second word.

She circles behind me. I feel the shift of air, the brush of silk against my bare shoulder. Her fingers gather my hair, lift it gently, then settle the collar against my throat. The leather is cool at first, then warm — like skin. She buckles it with deliberate slowness, each tug cinching tighter, until the weight settles against my collarbones like a benediction.

Click.

The sound is final. Irrevocable.

She steps back in front of me. The key — small, silver, delicate — glints as she lifts it on its chain and slips it around her own neck. It rests in the hollow of her throat, just above the lace edge of her robe. Where it belongs. Where it will stay.

Her eyes never leave mine.

“Repeat after me,” she says. Her voice is low, reverent, like a prayer. “I will call you ma’am at all times. I will wear your collar and your cage. I will never remove either without your permission.”

I repeat it, my voice shaking. Each word feels like stepping off a cliff.

“I will call you ma’am at all times. I will wear your collar and my cage. I will never remove either without your permission.”

She steps closer. Her hand cups my cheek, thumb stroking the corner of my mouth.

“My body belongs to you,” she continues. “My pleasure belongs to you. If I need, I ask. If I ache, I wait. You decide.”

I repeat it. My voice breaks on belongs, but I say it anyway. Because it’s true. Because it’s everything.

Her fingers trail down my throat, over the leather, tracing the line of my collarbone. They pause at the cage, pressing gently through the lace. The pressure makes me gasp — a sharp, involuntary sound that seems to echo in the quiet. The cage pulses, aching, already leaking against the fabric.

“This,” she says, her thumb circling the metal, “is mine. Your cock doesn’t exist anymore. Only this cage. Only my rules.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I whisper. My hips twitch, chasing the pressure, but she withdraws her hand.

She steps back. One pace. Then another. Her robe falls open as she moves, revealing the sheer stockings, the garter straps, the way her hips shift beneath silk. She circles me slowly, inspecting. Her gaze is a physical thing — a touch without touch. I feel it on my shoulders, my back, the curve of my ass, the tremble in my thighs.

She stops behind me.

I hear the soft shh of silk against skin as she kneels. Her hands settle on my shoulders, then slide down my arms, guiding them behind my back. She crosses my wrists, holding them gently but firmly.

“You’re perfect this way,” she murmurs, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “My quiet, beautiful thing. You need me to give you structure, don’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” I breathe. The words tear out of me like confession. “I need it. I need you.”

She hums, satisfied.

Then she rises and moves in front of me again. Her boot — black leather, pointed toe — rests between my knees. She lifts her foot, just slightly.

“Kiss it,” she says. “In thanks. For ownership.”

I lean forward. My lips brush the cool leather, soft as a whisper. I linger, tasting the faint scent of polish, the warmth of her skin beneath. I press another kiss, slower, reverent. Then another.

Her fingers thread into my hair, stroking, petting.

“Good girl,” she whispers. “My good girl.”

She guides me up then, her hands sure beneath my arms. My legs wobble, but she steadies me. She turns me to face the bed, then lowers me gently onto the edge. The sheets are cool beneath me, smooth. I sit with my hands in my lap, collar heavy around my throat, cage aching against the lace.

Amanda kneels in front of me.

Her hands cup my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones.

“You’re crying,” she says softly. “Why?”

I hadn’t noticed. But when I blink, tears spill over. They’re not sad. They’re relief. They’re yes.

“I’m yours,” I whisper. “I’m really yours.”

She leans in and kisses me — slow, deep, claiming. Her tongue strokes mine, tasting, soothing. When she pulls back, her eyes are dark with satisfaction.

“This is only the beginning, my sweet girl,” she says. “We’re not equals. You’re mine. And I’ll never let you forget it.”

She kisses me again, softer this time. Her fingers trail down my throat, over the collar, over the cage. She doesn’t need to say more. The weight at my throat says everything. The ache between my legs says everything.

I am collared.

I am owned.

And I have never been more complete.

Amanda's hands settle in my hair — slow, deliberate, the way she might calm a startled animal. Fingers comb through the soft waves she insisted on styling this morning. Nails scrape gently against the scalp that still tingles from the earlier tug of her fist.

She tugs me forward until my cheek rests against the warm, satin-covered curve of her thigh. My breath hitches, half-sob, half-sigh — and she makes a low, shushing sound that rumbles like distant thunder in her chest.

The sound of her voice, a low hum of possession, vibrates through my entire body as her fingers comb through my hair, the gentle scrape of her nails against my scalp echoing the soothing cadence of her murmurs.

I melt, boneless, the cage between my legs throbbing in time with the pulse in her femoral artery beneath my ear. She cradles the back of my skull, thumb stroking the line of my jaw — murmuring nonsense syllables that still somehow spell mine, mine, mine.

[image: ]

“Still aching, sweet thing?”

The words drift down like silk over broken glass. I’m curled at Amanda’s feet, cheek pressed to the warm curve of her thigh, the cage a cold, constant pulse between my legs. My collar — the one she buckled on last night — sits snug against my throat, its little silver ring catching the lamplight every time I breathe. I can’t stop breathing. I can’t stop needing.

Amanda’s fingers idly trace the bars of the cage, a slow, deliberate drag of her nail across the metal. The touch is feather-light, but it sparks like lightning straight through me. My hips jerk, a tiny, involuntary twitch, and I feel the blush crawl up my neck, hot and shame-sweet.

“Yes, ma’am,” I whisper, the words barely more than breath. “Thank you for letting me, ma’am.”

She hums, low and pleased, her other hand threading through my hair. The strands are still damp from earlier, clinging to her fingers like I cling to every scrap of her attention. She tugs, just enough to tilt my face up, and I meet her eyes — dark, steady, endlessly patient.

“You were so desperate, weren’t you?” she murmurs, thumb brushing the corner of my mouth. “Did it feel good?”

I swallow hard. The memory of last week’s release — the way she’d let me come, made me come, with her hand wrapped around the cage and her voice in my ear — is still branded behind my eyelids. I’d sobbed. I’d thanked her. I’d never felt anything like it.

“Yes, ma’am,” I say, voice trembling. “So good.”

She smiles, slow and wicked, and leans in. Her lips are soft against my temple, but her hand tightens — not cruel, just there, a reminder. My breath catches.

“And who does that pleasure belong to, Jodie?”

The question hangs in the air like incense, thick and heady. I feel it settle in my chest, heavy with truth.

“You, ma’am,” I whisper. “Only you. My orgasms, my pleasure — everything is yours. I’ll never come unless you allow it. I promise.”

Her hand slides from my hair to my throat, fingers curling around the collar. She doesn’t squeeze, just holds — a possessive, grounding weight. Her thumb strokes the hollow beneath my jaw, and I lean into it, desperate for more.

“Good girl,” she says, and the words are a benediction. “Such a good girl.”

She kisses me then, slow and deep, her tongue sliding against mine like a promise. I melt into it, into her, my hands fisting in the sheets because I’m not allowed to touch her without permission. The cage throbs, a dull, relentless ache, and I whimper into her mouth.

Amanda pulls back just enough to study my face, her eyes dark with something that isn’t quite amusement. “Still so needy,” she murmurs, fingers trailing down my chest. “Look at you. Dripping already.”

I am. I can feel it — the slow, sticky slide of precome leaking from the tip, pooling against the metal bars. My hips twitch again, seeking friction that isn’t there, that will never be there unless she decides.

Her hand moves lower, fingertips ghosting over the cage. She doesn’t stroke, just presses, a firm, steady pressure that makes my whole body clench. My breath hitches, a broken sound, and I squeeze my eyes shut.

“Please,” I whisper, the word torn from me. “Please, ma’am—”

“Shh.” Her voice is velvet and steel. “Patience, darling. Good girls wait. Show me how desperate you are for me, my caged girl,” Amanda breathes.

She shifts, stretching out beside me, and pulls me into the cradle of her body. I curl instinctively, cheek to her breast, her heartbeat steady beneath my ear. Her hand trails down my spine, slow and possessive, tracing each vertebra like she’s memorizing me.

“You’re beautiful like this,” she murmurs, lips brushing my hair. “All soft and desperate. Mine.”

I shiver, pressing closer. Her fingers dip lower, tracing the curve of my ass, and I arch into the touch without thinking. She chuckles, low and warm, but doesn’t give me more. Just teases — a slow, deliberate circle, then nothing. The absence is worse than the touch.

“Please,” I breathe again, my voice cracking. “I need—”

“What do you need, pet?” Her voice is soft, almost tender, but the hand on my throat tightens just enough to remind me who’s in control.

“You,” I say, the word raw. “Just you. Always you.”

She hums, satisfied, and presses a kiss to my temple. “Good girl.”

Her fingers return to the cage, tracing the bars with almost scientific fascination. She doesn’t stroke, just maps — every ridge, every curve, every place I’m most sensitive. My hips jerk again, helpless, and she tuts softly.

“Still so eager,” she murmurs. “But you’ll wait. You’ll ache for me, and you’ll thank me for it.”

I nod, frantic. “Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

She shifts, rolling me onto my back, and straddles my hips. The weight of her is perfect — grounding, owning. Her hands frame my face, thumbs stroking my cheeks, and she leans down to kiss me again. Slow, deep, endless. I’m drowning in her, in the taste of her, in the way she takes and takes and gives nothing back but the promise of more.

When she pulls away, I’m panting, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. Not from pain — from need. From the overwhelming, crushing weight of how much I want her.

“Look at me,” she says, voice soft but firm.

I blink up at her, dazed. Her eyes are dark, endless, and I feel myself falling into them.

“You’re mine,” she says, the words a vow. “Every breath. Every moan. Every ache. You belong to me, Jodie. Say it.”

“I belong to you,” I whisper, the words trembling with truth. “I’m yours. Always yours.”

She smiles, slow and radiant, and leans down to kiss me again. Her hand slides between us, fingers brushing the cage, and I whimper into her mouth. She doesn’t stroke — just holds, a steady, possessive pressure that makes my whole body clench.

“Good girl,” she murmurs against my lips. “Such a good girl.”

I’m crying now, soft, overwhelmed tears that slide into my hair. She kisses them away, gentle and relentless, her hands steady on my skin.

“I love you like this,” she whispers. “On edge. Needy. Mine.”

I nod, clinging to her, my whole body trembling with the force of it. The ache is everything — a bright, burning line between us, tethering me to her.

She holds me close, petting my hair, murmuring soft praise into my skin. I drift, safe in her arms, the cage a constant reminder of who I belong to. The ache is a gift. The ache is love.

And I never want it to end.
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Chapter 11


“You’re looking stunning today, Jodie!” a neighbor exclaims, and my heart leaps with a mixture of pride and fear.

The backyard is a riot of color — sun-yellow tablecloths, strings of pastel bulbs, the low throb of music threading through laughter. Smoke curls from the grill, carrying the scent of charred peaches and rosemary. I stand at the edge of it all, sundress fluttering around my thighs, the collar warm against my throat where the sun kisses it. The cage beneath my panties is a secret weight, a quiet hum of possession that steadies me even as my palms start to sweat.

I smile — tentative, then wider when the neighbor, Carla from two houses down, beams back. She’s holding a paper plate piled with watermelon, juice staining her fingers pink. “That color is so you,” she adds, nodding at the dress — lavender with tiny white stars, cinched at the waist, flutter sleeves that barely cover the marks Amanda left last night. I open my mouth to thank her, but the words snag. Because behind Carla, leaning against the fence with a beer and a smirk, is Mark. Old neighbor. Used to wave at Jordan mowing the lawn in baggy shorts. His eyes flick over me now — sundress, makeup, collar — and the smirk sharpens.

“Well, well,” he drawls, loud enough to cut through the music. “Didn’t think we’d see this version again. Little different from the cargo shorts, huh?”

The words hit like a slap. My spine locks. The laughter around us stutters, a record scratch of awkward silence. I feel the blush start — hot, humiliating — creeping up my chest to my cheeks. My fingers twitch toward the hem of my dress, ready to tug it lower, to hide.

Then Amanda is there.

She slides in beside me, arm slipping around my waist with practiced ease. Her fingers spread over the small of my back, thumb tracing the line of the cage through fabric — so subtle no one else sees, but I feel it like a brand. Her perfume — jasmine and leather — cuts through the smoke and sunscreen, grounding me.

“That’s my good girl,” she says, voice pitched low but carrying. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

The silence stretches, thickens. Carla’s smile falters, then firms — she nods, quick and fierce. “Absolutely gorgeous. That dress? Chef’s kiss.” Someone else — Jenna, maybe — laughs, light and easy. “Seriously, Jodie, where’d you get it? I need one.”

The tension fractures. Mark shifts, uncomfortable, but Amanda’s gaze is a blade held steady. She doesn’t blink. Doesn’t raise her voice. Just holds him in that cool, assessing stare until he mutters something about refilling his drink and disappears into the house. Her lips brush my temple, feather-soft. “You okay?”

I nod, throat tight. I was afraid once, I think. I’m not anymore — not with her beside me.

The fear is still there, a ghost in my ribs, but it’s shrinking. Because Amanda’s hand is warm on my back, her thumb tracing slow circles that say I’m here, I’ve got you. Because Carla is still smiling, genuine now, and Jenna’s asking about shoes to match the dress. Because the sun is warm and the music is loud and I am seen — not as a joke, but as Jodie.

Amanda squeezes my waist. “Come on, baby. Let’s get you some of those grilled peaches.”

We move through the crowd together, her arm never leaving me. People part — some smile, some nod, a few just watch with curious eyes. But no one laughs. No one sneers. The cage shifts with every step, a quiet reminder of who I belong to. The collar gleams in the light, catching reflections like tiny stars. I straighten my shoulders. Lift my chin. The sundress swirls around my knees as I laugh at something Amanda murmurs against my ear — something filthy about later, about how she’ll peel this dress off me like unwrapping a gift. The blush that follows is different now. Not shame. Heat. Pride.

Mark reappears near the grill, but he doesn’t look over. Doesn’t say another word. And I realize: he doesn’t matter. None of them do, not really. Only this — her hand in mine, her voice in my ear, the way she looks at me like I’m the only thing in the world worth seeing.

I take a bite of peach, juice dripping down my chin. Amanda catches it with her thumb, brings it to her lips. Her eyes never leave mine. “Perfect,” she says, soft enough only I hear. “My perfect girl.”

And I believe her.

“Show them how proud you are to be mine,” Amanda whispers, and my heart flutters at the promise behind her words. The barbecue has mellowed into twilight, and the atmosphere has transformed into something intimate and warm. Strings of Edison bulbs glow like captured fireflies above the deck, their golden light catching in the condensation on half-empty glasses and the last curl of smoke from the grill.

The sky has melted into a watercolor wash of rose and apricot, bleeding into indigo at the edges, and every color seems to have been mixed with a drop of something sacred — because tonight feels holy. As I take in the scene, Amanda’s hand slips into mine, fingers threading tight, and the contact is electric. Her palm is cool against my fevered skin, the small silver ring on her thumb pressing a tiny crescent into my flesh.

I feel the weight of every gaze — curious, supportive, envious — as we step away from the cluster of friends and neighbors. I feel them settle on me like sunlight: gentle, but undeniably present. I feel the way they see me — really see me — not as Jordan, the runner with the sharp jaw and the quick laugh, but as Jodie, the girl who glows in Amanda’s orbit. This realization brings a sense of calm, of being exactly where I am meant to be.

Amanda tugs me closer, her thumb stroking the inside of my wrist in slow, deliberate circles. “They’re all watching, darling,” she says, voice low and velvet-rough. “Give them something to envy.”

I don’t hesitate. I can’t. The moment she leans in, I rise to meet her — drawn by gravity that has nothing to do with physics and everything to do with the way she makes my name sound like a prayer.

Her free hand settles at the small of my back, fingers splaying wide, a silent command and a promise all at once. The touch is possessive, but it’s also tender — like she’s holding the most fragile thing in the world, and she’ll never let it break.

The kiss is slow, luxurious, deliberate. Her lips brush mine once, twice, a teasing graze that makes my breath catch. Then she deepens it, tongue sliding against mine in a rhythm that echoes the way she’s claimed every other part of me — steady, relentless, irrevocable.

I savor the flavors of wine, desire, and the subtle sweetness of the peach cobbler she nourished me with earlier — each meticulous morsel offered while her eyes challenged me to plead for additional helpings.

I savor the manner in which she whispers my name in the darkness, as though it's an exclusive secret she alone knows how to safeguard.

As our kiss continues, my hands discover her waist, my fingers intertwining with the delicate fabric of her sundress. The material feels cool and silky against my touch, the same shade as hydrangeas blooming under moonlight, and I can sense the warmth of her skin seeping through it.

I can feel the way her body curves under my touch — strong and soft in all the right places, the place where her ribs taper to her hip, the slope of her shoulder where my thumb rests like it belongs there.

I can feel the way she leans into me, just enough to remind me who’s in control, just enough to make me shiver.

The kiss stretches, deepens, becomes something more than a kiss. It's an affirmation. A solemn vow. A blessing.

It’s the moment the world shifts on its axis and realigns itself around us, around this thing we’ve built — this love that’s fierce and soft and unapologetic. It’s the moment I stop caring who’s watching, because the only person whose opinion matters is the one holding me like I’m precious. When we break apart, I’m breathless, cheeks flushed, eyes glassy with unshed tears.

Amanda’s thumb brushes my lower lip, a gentle swipe that makes me shiver. “Beautiful girl,” she murmurs, voice husky and warm. “My perfect, proud girl.” I lean into her touch, craving the contact like oxygen. “I want the world to know,” I whisper, the words trembling with emotion. “I want them to see — I belong to her. I like being hers, being seen as hers.”

She smiles — soft and fierce and proud all at once — and presses another kiss to my forehead. “You do belong to me,” she says. “And I’m not letting go.” Her hand slides down to the small of my back, fingers splaying wide, a silent command and a promise all at once.

I feel the weight of her touch like a brand, like a vow. I feel the way she holds me like I’m the most important thing in the world, and I know — deep in my bones — that I’ll never want to be anywhere else. In this moment, everything feels right with the world, and I am exactly where I am meant to be — in Amanda’s arms, with her love surrounding me like a shield.
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Chapter 12


“Tonight, it’s all yours, my beautiful Jodie,” Amanda promises, her intent whisper sending a thrill coursing through me.

We stand at the threshold of our bedroom, the world outside muffled to silence. Soft jazz curls from hidden speakers — saxophone and brushed cymbals, low enough to feel like heartbeat rather than sound. Lamplight pools in amber puddles across the hardwood, catching on the rose-gold threads in the rug, on the glass of the half-full wine bottle we abandoned hours ago. The air smells of vanilla and the last trace of her perfume, something dark and expensive that clings to my skin like memory.

Amanda’s hand slides into mine, fingers threading, guiding. I follow without hesitation, the hem of my silk slip whispering around my thighs. The collar rests warm against my throat, the key still tucked beneath her blouse, pressed to the hollow between her breasts. Every step feels like ceremony.

She stops beside the bed, turns me to face her. Her gaze is slow, reverent, traveling from my eyes to my lips to the swell of my breasts beneath lace. She reaches for the first button of my blouse — pearl, delicate — and slips it free. The fabric parts like a curtain.

Another button. Another. My breath catches, not from nerves but from the way she looks at me: like I’m art she’s waited a lifetime to unveil.

“You’re what I want,” she murmurs, voice velvet-rough. “You’re mine. Only mine.”

I nod, throat thick. “Only yours.”

The blouse slides from my shoulders, silk pooling at my feet. She traces the straps of my bra — pale pink, sheer — then unhooks it with practiced ease. The lace falls away and her palms cup me, thumbs brushing over sensitive nipples until I arch into her touch, a low sound escaping my throat.

She leans in, mouth closing over one peak, tongue swirling slow and deliberate. I thread my fingers through her hair, holding her close, anchoring myself in the heat of her.

She moves lower, kneeling, pressing kisses to my ribs, my belly, the soft curve just above the waistband of my skirt. Her fingers hook into the elastic of my panties — lace, matching the bra — and she eases them down, letting them catch on the cage for a moment before sliding them free. The metal gleams in the lamplight, cool and perfect, and she pauses to press her lips to it, a gentle benediction.

“No more shame, darling,” she whispers against the steel. “This is everything I ever wanted.”

I make a sound — half sob, half laugh — because it’s true. The shame I carried for so long has burned away, leaving only this: her mouth on me, her hands mapping every inch like she’s memorizing scripture.

I reach for her, pulling her up, and she comes willingly, letting me tug at her blouse, her skirt, until she’s bare before me — skin like moonlight, curves and shadows I’ve dreamed of.

I kiss her then, not tentative but certain. My hands slide over her shoulders, down her back, learning the way her breath catches when I touch the small of her spine, the way her hips roll when I cup her ass. She moans into my mouth, fingers tangling in my hair, and I feel powerful — owned and owning in equal measure.

She guides me to the bed, lays me back against the pillows. Her touch is everywhere: tracing the line of my collarbone, the curve of my waist, the sensitive skin just above the cage. She cups me through the metal, fingers sliding against slickness, and I arch, gasping.

“Look at me,” she says, eyes dark with love and hunger.

I do. I hold her gaze as she touches me, slow circles that build and build until I’m writhing, until tears spill — not from pain or humiliation, but from the sheer overwhelming rightness of it. I am seen. I am cherished. I am hers.

She moves over me, hips rolling against mine, the friction perfect, deliberate. Her hand slips between us, fingers finding my pulse points — wrist, throat, the hollow behind my knee — each touch a benediction. I reach for her, pulling her closer, needing skin on skin, needing her.

We move together, no rush, no performance — just love made flesh.

Her fingers slide inside me, slow and sure, and I sob her name, hips rolling to meet her. She kisses my tears away, whispers beautiful, perfect, mine until the words blur into sensation. I feel her everywhere — inside me, around me, through me.

When she comes, it’s with my name on her lips, her body arching against mine, and I follow — not a crash but a wave, slow, endless, carrying me home. She holds me through it, arms tight, whispering love into my skin until the world narrows to her heartbeat and mine, perfectly in sync.

I never have to hide again. Amanda’s love is my freedom. I am hers — happy, fulfilled, alive.
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“Always mine,” I whisper, tracing a finger over the delicate collar Amanda presented, my heart swelling with subdued euphoria.

Sunlight spills in thick, golden ribbons across the bed, pooling over tangled sheets and the soft curve of Amanda’s shoulder. Dust motes drift like tiny, lazy stars. The air smells of fresh coffee and warm cotton and the faint, lingering musk of last night’s worship. I’m curled on my side, knees tucked, cheek resting against Amanda’s hip. The cage is a familiar weight between my thighs — cool steel warmed by my skin, no longer a threat but a tender anchor.

Amanda’s fingers drift through my hair, slow and deliberate. Each stroke untangles more than strands — it unknots the last of my old fears. I close my eyes and lean into her touch, letting the morning settle into my bones like honey.

“Morning, pretty girl,” she murmurs, voice husky with sleep and affection.

I smile against her skin. “Morning, mistress.”

She chuckles, soft and fond, and the sound wraps around me like a blanket. Her hand slides from my hair to the collar, thumb brushing the small silver ring where the key rests. She doesn’t tug or test — just touches, reverent, like she still can’t believe I’m real.

“Time to let you breathe,” she says, reaching for the key on the nightstand.

The lock clicks open with a soft snick. Cool air kisses sensitive skin as she eases the cage away. I sigh, a small sound of relief and anticipation. She sets the cage aside, then cups me gently — no teasing, just care. Her palm is warm, steady. I lean into it, trusting, and feel the last of the night’s tension melt away.

“Better?” she asks.

I nod, eyes fluttering shut. “Always better with you.”

She kisses my forehead, then relocks me with the same quiet ceremony. The weight settles back into place — not confinement, but continuity. A promise renewed each morning. I press my lips to her wrist in silent gratitude.

She shifts, pulling me up until I’m half-sprawled across her chest. Her arms wrap around me, one hand splayed between my shoulder blades, the other cradling the back of my neck. I bury my face in the hollow of her throat, breathing her in — jasmine and skin and the faint bite of leather from last night’s harness.

“Still mine,” she says, lips brushing my temple.

“Always,” I answer, voice steady, sure.

We stay like that, wrapped in sunlight and each other. The coffee steams on the bedside table, forgotten for now. Outside, birds chirp and the world begins its slow spin, but here — here, time is soft and endless. I trace idle patterns across her collarbone, watching the light catch on my painted nails — pale rose today, like the inside of a seashell.

Amanda’s hand drifts down my spine, tracing each vertebra like she’s reading braille.

“Remember the first time I locked you?” she asks, voice quiet, amused.

I laugh — the sound muffled against her skin. “I thought I’d die of embarrassment.”

“You were so flushed,” she murmurs, fingers sliding lower to rest at the small of my back. “So angry. And so beautiful.”

I tilt my head to meet her eyes. “I thought you were trying to break me.”

“I was trying to build you,” she says, thumb stroking my cheek. “Into the woman you already were.”

I lean in and kiss her, slow and sweet. Her lips are soft, familiar now, but still electric. She kisses me back like I’m something precious, something she’s chosen to keep safe forever. When we pull apart, her eyes are soft, shining.

“I love you,” I say, simple and true.

“I love you more,” she answers, and I believe her.

She shifts, rolling us so I’m tucked beneath her arm, head on her shoulder. Her hand finds mine, fingers lacing together. The cage presses gently against her thigh, and she squeezes once — acknowledgment, affection, pride.

I squeeze back.

This is my forever. For the first time, I want it — every part. She made me hers, and that’s the best of me.
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About the Author

So, what happens when you discover your ex-US Army boyfriend is as obedient in the bedroom as he was in the barracks, with a hidden taste for silk lingerie and feminization fantasies? You start writing.

Dolly Darling is the mischievous secret pen name of a bestselling contemporary romance author. While she's most used to crafting tales of dominant alphas and submissive heroines, her real-life adventures with her bisexual switch boyfriend and their shared motto of, "I wouldn't do anything to you, that I wouldn't let you do to me," led her to discover the tantalizing thrill of watching those same alpha men melt into a pretty little puddle of compliance. Turns out that true power sometimes falls to whoever is holding the lipstick.

When she's not writing delicious domination fantasies, on both sides of the submission fence, she's finding an abundance of ways to test just how far her real-life Army Doll boyfriend's patience will stretch. (Spoiler: it stretches a lot, especially in heels.)

Thank You for Reading!

Did you enjoy Jordan’s rapid and reluctant tumble into sissyhood?

If so, please consider taking a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Your feedback is incredibly valuable and helps other readers discover this story.

To be the first to know when a new deliciously degrading story is released, be sure to follow Dolly Darling on Amazon.

Thank you for your support!
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