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Chapter One




James stood frozen in the doorway of their bedroom, bare feet pressed to the hardwood, his heart hammering so loud he was sure the neighbors could hear it. The room smelled faintly of Sasha—vanilla, coconut, and something deeper, almost musky, soaked into the sheets and lingering in the clothes draped across her side of the bed.

He stared at the drawer.

It was half-open. Her underwear drawer. Lacy black things peeking out like secrets.

He’d done this before. Only once, maybe twice—when she was out running errands or on her long work trips. Always quick. Always with guilt curling in his gut so hard he could taste it.

But not today.

Today she was just out for a yoga class. Forty-five minutes, maybe an hour. Her mat was gone from the hallway hook. She wouldn't be back early.

He stepped closer. Slowly. Each breath tighter than the last.

The drawer slid open with a soft whisper of fabric.

There they were. Pink satin. Bra. Panties. No lace this time. Just silk, smooth and sinful. The kind that made his fingers twitch.

He picked them up like they were dangerous. Heavy with meaning. The bra cups were small, molded, delicate. The panties were soft as air, shimmering in the light from the window.

“Just for a second,” he whispered. His voice sounded pathetic.

He stripped. Shirt, socks, boxers—all gone in a pile on the floor. He slid the panties up his legs. They hugged his thighs like a lover. Snug over his cock, tight enough to press it down, even as it began to swell.

He groaned quietly.

The bra took more effort—twisting the band around his chest, fumbling with the clasp like a teenage girl. When it clicked shut, he exhaled.

James walked to the mirror. His reflection made him bite his lip.

Hair a mess. Chest bare. That pink bra wrapped tight around his torso. The panties clung to him like they belonged there. His cock twitched beneath the satin, pushing at the fabric, forming a pathetic little bulge.

He turned sideways. Bent his knee. Swiveled a little.

His stomach churned. His heart raced.

And he got harder.

He opened Sasha’s closet, grabbed one of her robes—white, satin, embroidered with her name across the back—and slid it over his shoulders. It was warm. The sleeves were too short. The hem hung just to his thighs.

He posed. One hand on his hip. The other brushing his hair back like some cutesy model.

Then he whispered it. Just to himself. Just for the ache.

“Filthy little sissy…”

He shuddered.

He reached down and ran two fingers over his bulge, the satin soft and slick against his palm. His cock throbbed under the pressure, precum already dampening the panties. The feeling was electric—wrong, hot, real.

James stared at himself. Not blinking. Not breathing.

Just as he hooked a thumb into the waistband to tease himself, a sound cut through the stillness.

The front door unlocked.

Click.

His heart stopped.

He gasped—actually gasped, like some idiot in a romcom caught cheating—and scrambled toward the bed. His foot caught the edge of the rug, and he stumbled hard against the nightstand. The drawer slammed shut. A bottle of lotion clattered to the floor.

Fuckfuckfuck—

“James?” Sasha’s voice rang out from the hallway. Not angry. Just… surprised.

He was still frozen in front of the mirror. Still wearing the panties. Still hard.

Then—

Soft footsteps. Getting closer. No time to undress. No time to hide.

The bedroom door creaked open.

And Sasha stepped inside.

The door creaked wider, and she stood there—backlit by the hall light, yoga mat slung lazily over her shoulder, ponytail loose, her tank top clinging to her curves.

She blinked once. Slowly.

James couldn’t breathe. Couldn’t speak. Couldn’t even cover himself. His arms just… hung there. Caught. Trapped.

Sasha's eyes swept the room. Her gaze moved over the open drawer, the pink robe clinging to his narrow shoulders, the hard line pressing against the satin.

Then her eyes met his.

Not a word.

Her lips twitched, almost smiling.

He opened his mouth. “Sasha, I—I didn’t mean⁠—”

She raised a hand. He fell silent.

Her voice was quiet. Controlled. Calm in the most dangerous way. “You didn’t mean to what, James?”

He swallowed. His throat was dry as sand. “I was just… I got curious, and I⁠—”

“You were just curious,” she repeated, stepping inside the room like she owned it, which she did.

James backed up. The back of his legs hit the bed. He almost fell onto it.

Sasha dropped her mat near the door and kicked it shut behind her with one bare foot. Then she folded her arms. The silence stretched thin between them.

“You’ve done this before,” she said finally.

He shook his head—instinctive, stupid. “No, I—I swear⁠—”

Her smile curled cruelly. “Liar.”

James flushed, the heat crawling up his chest, burning under the bra straps.

She moved closer, slow and deliberate. “You really think I don’t notice when my panties go back in the wrong drawer? When you fold them all wrong? When they smell like cock?”

He choked on a breath.

“I didn’t mean⁠—”

“You did.” She stepped right up to him. Inches away. She was shorter, but it didn’t matter. The way she looked at him—it leveled him.

“You mean to tell me you just accidentally got hard in my lingerie? That you accidentally put on my robe? That you accidentally called yourself a filthy little sissy in the mirror?”

His jaw dropped.

She laughed. Just once. Sharp. “Oh yeah. I heard that part.”

He wanted to fall through the floor.

Sasha reached out and ran two fingers along the neckline of the bra. She brushed the thin strap, then let her nails drag lightly down his chest, over the satin. James flinched, his whole body quivering.

“Do you like how it feels?” she asked, softer now. Not mocking. Just curious.

His voice barely came out. “Y-yeah…”

“Say it again.”

“…Yes. I like it.”

Her fingers traced lower, across the waistband of the panties. His cock throbbed under the touch.

She looked him up and down, like she was trying to decide what he was really made of.

Then she leaned in, mouth at his ear. Her breath was warm. “You look desperate.”

James whimpered. Actually whimpered.

Her hand cupped his caged cock through the satin. He didn’t even realize he was pressing into her palm.

“I wonder,” she said, “how long you’ve been dreaming of me finding you like this.”

“I didn’t want you to⁠—”

“Bullshit. You needed me to.” She stepped back, arms folded again. “You’re not just some panty-sniffing pervert, James. You want this. All of this.”

He was breathing fast now. His whole body trembled. His cock strained hard against the soft fabric.

Sasha tilted her head. “You want to be humiliated, don’t you?”

James nodded.

She raised an eyebrow.

He swallowed and forced it out. “Y-yes. I want to be humiliated.”

Her eyes lit up. “Good boy.”

His cock jumped.

Then she walked slowly, deliberately, toward her jewelry drawer. Opened it. Rummaged for a moment. James didn’t move.

She turned around with something small in her hand.

A pink leather collar.

No spikes. Just soft leather, silver buckle, a tiny loop for a tag or leash. She held it like it was nothing. Like it was everything.

“You’ve already shown me the slut,” she said. “Now I want the sissy.”

James’s knees almost gave out.

Sasha held the collar between two fingers, dangling it so the leather swayed. It caught the light from the lamp, a soft pink glow like the blush creeping up James’s neck.

He stared at it. His lips parted. He didn’t breathe.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

He nodded weakly. “It’s a… collar.”

“It’s not just a collar.” She walked toward him, each step slow, hips rolling just a little. “It’s a choice.”

James’s voice cracked. “Choice?”

“You can take off my panties, put your clothes back on, and we pretend this never happened. You go back to being my boring boyfriend who jerks off in secret and hates himself afterward.” She held the collar a little higher, letting it dangle like bait. “Or…”

She stopped right in front of him. So close he could smell her sweat from yoga, the faint salt of her skin mixed with vanilla lotion.

“Or you put this on. And you’re mine. All the way. No more hiding. No more pretending.”

James’s heart slammed against his ribs.

Sasha reached out, brushed the back of her hand against his cheek, then trailed it down his neck. “If you wear this, you follow my rules. You wear what I tell you to wear. You learn to behave the way I want you to behave. You let me show you what you really are.”

James shuddered. “What… what I really am?”

“A sissy,” she whispered, smiling. “My sissy. My little satin pet.”

He gasped, a sound halfway between a sob and a moan.

She tilted his chin up so he had to look her in the eyes. “Do you understand what I’m offering you?”

He nodded, trembling. “Y-yes.”

“No safe word?” he blurted, panic flickering across his face.

Her expression softened a fraction. “If you really need out, you can say ‘Red.’ I’ll always stop. But if you do this, James, you’re saying you want me to take you somewhere you’ve never been before. This isn’t just playing dress-up.”

He swallowed hard. His cock throbbed against the satin, straining.

“Tell me what you want,” she said.

“I…” His throat locked. He tried again. “I want—” His voice cracked.

Her fingers closed gently around his bulge, squeezing just enough to make him whimper. “Say it.”

“I want to be yours,” he breathed.

“Again.”

“I want to be yours.”

“Good boy.” She stroked his cock through the panties. “Good little sissy.”

James’s knees buckled.

Sasha smiled and stepped back, holding up the collar again. “Then kneel.”

He stared at her, frozen. “What?”

“If you’re mine, you kneel.” Her voice was calm, steady, absolute. “If you’re not ready, then take the panties off and leave.”

James’s legs felt like water. His mind screamed at him to run, but his body knew the truth. He slid off the bed and dropped to his knees at her feet, hands shaking, head bowed.

Sasha’s breath hitched—just a tiny sound—but her smile widened. She stepped forward, looped the collar gently around his neck, and buckled it snug. Not choking. Just tight enough to feel it. The leather warmed quickly against his skin.

She ran her thumb over the buckle. “Look at me.”

He raised his head. Her eyes glinted.

“From now on,” she said, voice low and steady, “this isn’t yours anymore.” She pressed her palm to his cock through the satin. “It’s mine.”

James moaned, a soft, broken sound.

“Say it,” she whispered.

“It’s yours.”

“Louder.”

“It’s yours!”

She smiled, crouched down, and kissed his forehead. “Good sissy.”

The words hit him like a jolt. His cock twitched so hard it hurt.

She stroked his cheek. “You’re shaking.”

“I—this is—” He broke off, panting. “I’ve never felt like this.”

“You’ve never been honest before,” she said. “Now you are.”

He leaned forward without thinking and pressed his forehead to her thigh, clutching the hem of her yoga pants. His breath came out in short, hot bursts.

Sasha stroked his hair, slow and deliberate. “From now on, you belong to me.”

James stayed kneeling, not because he was told to, but because he didn’t know how to move anymore. The collar was snug against his neck, warm now from his skin. His breath shook in his chest. He could feel Sasha’s hand on his hair, her fingers threading slowly through the strands, soothing but not soft. Every time she touched him, something in him uncoiled a little more—something he hadn’t even realized had been tightly knotted for years.

He wasn’t thinking about the open drawer, the damp patch on the front of his borrowed panties, or the fact that he was collared like some pet at her feet. He was only thinking about her voice, the way she looked down at him—not with disgust, not even with amusement, but with a kind of dangerous ownership that both terrified and thrilled him.

Sasha’s thumb traced along the leather band wrapped around his neck, just under his jaw. Her nails were painted pale pink today, and he found himself watching the way they moved, graceful and deliberate.

"You look better like this," she murmured. "On your knees. Gagging on guilt, soaked in satin, and still too hard to think straight."

James blushed furiously, lowering his eyes, but the heat spreading across his cheeks didn’t match the heat growing low in his stomach. The words were cruel, but her tone was calm—neutral, even. Like this wasn’t shocking. Like she’d always known.

“I didn’t know it would feel this real,” he said softly, unsure if he was allowed to speak at all. His voice cracked in the middle. “I didn’t know I wanted it this badly.”

Sasha crouched in front of him, resting her arms on her thighs, leaning in until her face was inches from his. Her eyes searched his, slowly, not missing anything. “No one ever does. Not at first.”

She raised one hand and cupped his cheek, guiding his face upward. “But that doesn’t mean it isn’t real. You’ve been fighting this for how long?”

James hesitated, then whispered, “Since college.”

“And you never told anyone?”

“No. I was…” He trailed off. The rest didn’t need to be said.

She gave a slow nod, her thumb brushing beneath his eye like she was wiping something invisible away. “Of course you were. Men like you are always scared. Always waiting for someone to catch them.”

Her hand slid down his chest, palm pressing to the center of the bra, her fingers grazing the molded cups. “And now you’re caught. So tell me, slut—what do we do now?”

The word hit him like a slap and a kiss at the same time. He twitched, legs tightening, heat rushing into his face. “I don’t know,” he admitted. It came out as a whisper, almost ashamed.

“Good,” she said, standing. “That means you’re ready to listen.”

James watched her walk across the room with slow, deliberate grace. She peeled off her tank top as she went, sweat-damp and clinging. Her bare back gleamed under the soft light. She tossed the top into the hamper without looking and turned back toward him, wearing only her black sports bra and tight leggings. The sight of her like that—barefoot, stripped down, completely relaxed—hit harder than any lingerie could have.

She didn’t have to try. She didn’t have to pretend. She already had him owned, and now she was showing it.

“Take off the robe,” she said casually, not looking at him.

James hesitated only a moment before his hands moved. The robe slipped from his shoulders, falling into a puddle of satin around his knees. He felt the chill against his skin immediately. The air on his thighs, the strain of his cock pressing against damp silk. He felt exposed in a way that had nothing to do with being naked.

Sasha turned around, her eyes sweeping over him from collar to toes. “Better,” she said. “Now crawl to me.”

He didn’t move at first. His whole body felt tight, like he’d just stepped into ice water. He wasn’t used to crawling for anyone. Not even in bed. But something in her voice didn’t invite hesitation.

When his hands touched the floor, it felt wrong. His palms slid awkwardly across the wood as he moved forward, knees creaking, thighs trembling. Every inch crawled forward made his cheeks burn hotter. His cock throbbed with the shame of it. He didn’t feel like a man. Not with the collar. Not with the panties. Not with her standing over him like he was nothing but a toy she’d just decided to start playing with.

When he reached her, he paused, head lowered. Her hand slid into his hair and gently tugged upward, forcing him to look into her eyes.

“This is where you belong,” she said. “At my feet. In my panties. Under my control.”

His breath caught. “Yes,” he said. “I… I think I do.”

Sasha smiled. “You don’t have to think. You just have to obey.”

She leaned down, slow and sensual, and pressed a kiss to the center of his forehead. Then she straightened and pointed to the bed.

“Get up there,” she said. “Lie back. I’m not going to fuck you, but I want to see how my new sissy squirms.”

James obeyed. He climbed onto the bed and lay back, arms at his sides, thighs tight together. The panties were clinging now, soaked through. The shame of it mixed with something sweeter, darker, more powerful than he could name.

Sasha joined him a moment later, sitting beside him on the mattress. She ran a finger up his thigh, over the elastic, circling the wet patch.

“No cumming tonight,” she said. “You haven’t earned that. But I want you to feel it.”

Her fingers stayed light. Teasing. Never quite enough. James moaned softly, his hips bucking upward instinctively.

He wanted to beg.

He didn’t dare.


Chapter Two




Jamie’s eyes fluttered open to the filtered light of morning bleeding in through sheer curtains. For a second, he forgot where he was. The scent of lavender hung in the air—Sasha’s lotion—and the sheets were warm against his bare, smooth legs.

Then he shifted.

The tug on his chest from the bra strap, the feel of panties still clinging to his skin, now slightly damp with sweat, the faint pressure of the collar around his throat—it all hit him at once.

He wasn't James anymore. Not here. Not right now.

His cock ached, hard again even though it had been teased and denied for hours last night. He winced as the fabric stuck to him. He hadn’t been allowed to touch himself afterward. Sasha had watched him squirm under the covers while she read a book next to him like nothing unusual had happened at all.

He rolled onto his side, just in time to hear footsteps padding down the hallway.

The bedroom door opened without a knock. Sasha stepped inside, still in her white satin robe, hair tied up, a steaming mug of coffee in one hand. She looked well-rested, glowing. Smug.

Jamie instinctively tried to cover himself, but he was already too exposed for that to matter.

She didn’t speak at first. Just looked at him—curled under her sheets, in her clothes, her collar, with a visible hard-on tenting the front of those slutty pink panties.

A smile slowly pulled at her lips.

“You sleep well, slut?” she asked casually, taking a sip.

Jamie nodded, then shook his head, unsure which lie was more acceptable. “I couldn’t really… I kept thinking about—about⁠—”

She tilted her head. “About how hard you were, knowing you couldn’t do a damn thing about it?”

He flushed, biting his lip.

“Don’t speak from bed,” she said. “Sissies don’t sleep in.”

Jamie scrambled up immediately, the sheets tangling around his legs as he swung them over the edge. His knees hit the hardwood with a soft thump. The movement sent another jolt through his cock. Humiliation burned across his cheeks.

He looked up at her, unsure what to say.

Sasha stepped forward, letting her robe fall open just enough to expose the soft slope of one breast. She held her coffee in both hands now, like she had all the time in the world.

“Now,” she said. “You say, ‘Thank you, Miss Sasha, for owning me.’”

Jamie’s throat tightened. The words felt strange in his mouth. Heavy.

But he said them.

“Thank you, Miss Sasha… for owning me.”

She smiled, pleased. “Good. You’ll start every morning on your knees. You’ll say that before I even say hello. You understand?”

He nodded. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“That’s better.”

She reached down and ran her fingers through his hair, brushing it out of his face with deliberate care. “You’ll need a cut. Or we’ll grow it out. Something soft. Something girlish.”

Jamie blinked up at her. “You want me to… change my hair?”

“Of course I do,” she said, amused. “Your look doesn’t belong to you anymore.”

Her fingers were gentle, but her voice was steel. She walked around him slowly, letting her hand trail over his bare shoulder, down his back. She stopped behind him and leaned in close.

“You belong to me now,” she whispered at his ear. “And I like my toys obedient and pretty.”

Jamie shivered.

He felt the weight of her hand on his shoulder, the warmth of her breath at his neck, and something inside him buckled—not in fear, but in relief. It was like a wire had been pulled taut in him for years, and Sasha was finally cutting it loose.

“I… I want to be what you want,” he whispered.

Her hand slid down the side of his neck, fingers toying with the edge of the collar. “Good girl.”

The praise hit harder than he expected. It sunk in deep, leaving him dazed.

She stepped away and headed toward her dresser, placing her mug down on top of it. Then she opened the top drawer—not hers. Not anymore.

She pulled out a hairbrush. One of her nicer ones. Thick-bristled, pink-handled, elegant.

“Come here,” she said. “On all fours.”

Jamie hesitated, then dropped his hands to the floor, crawling the short distance. The floor was cold under his knees, every movement making the panties stretch and cling tighter.

When he reached her, she knelt behind him and began brushing his hair. Long, slow strokes, untangling the mess with patience.

“You’re going to start a new routine today,” she said as she worked. “Morning grooming. Stretching. Cleaning. And of course, your daily outfit. I’ll pick everything.”

Jamie could barely process all of it, but the rhythm of the brushing, the calm in her voice—it made it feel inevitable.

“This is really happening,” he murmured.

She pulled the brush through one last time, then let her hand rest at the nape of his neck. “It’s only just starting.”

Jamie knelt on the hardwood, still trembling from the brushing. His thighs burned from staying in that position, but he didn’t dare shift. The panties clung to him like a second skin, wet with precum, sticking to the head of his cock. Every time he breathed, he could smell Sasha’s lotion, her coffee, and a faint musk from his own arousal.

He didn’t know what he expected after the collar and the morning mantra, but when Sasha turned from the dresser with a small notebook in her hand, his stomach clenched. It looked like something a teacher would use to read off grades, or a coach to read off penalties. The cover was pink leather, just like the collar.

She set the mug down, flipped the notebook open, and sat cross-legged on the edge of the bed. “Alright, slut,” she said, voice calm, almost cheerful. “You’ve played dress-up, you’ve crawled, you’ve begged. Now you get to learn the rules.”

Jamie’s mouth went dry. “Rules?”

She smiled without warmth. “Ownership isn’t just a collar. It’s a system. If you want to be my sissy pet, you’re going to live by my rules. Or you’ll go back to jerking off in my underwear drawer and hating yourself. Which is it?”

He swallowed. “I… I’ll follow your rules.”

“Good.” She glanced at the first page, then looked up. “Rule one. You wear panties. Every. Single. Day. No boxers. No briefs. Nothing masculine touching that cock again. Clear?”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Say it: ‘I will only wear panties.’”

“I will only wear panties.”

Her eyes glinted. “Good. Rule two. Daily grooming. You will shave your legs, your chest, your underarms. No hair. You will lotion afterward with what I choose. You will smell how I want you to smell.”

“I will… shave and lotion every day,” he repeated, voice trembling.

“Rule three,” she continued, “speech. In this house, you say ‘Yes Miss Sasha,’ ‘No Miss Sasha,’ ‘Thank you Miss Sasha.’ When you’re alone with me, you call yourself Jamie, not James. You understand?”

His lips parted. “Jamie?”

“Yes. Jamie. Your boy name is gone while you’re mine. Say it.”

“I’m Jamie.”

“Again.”

“I’m Jamie,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m Jamie.”

Her smile curved slowly. “Good sissy. Rule four: chastity.” She closed the notebook and reached under the bed. When her hand came back up, she was holding a small velvet pouch. She loosened the drawstring and tipped it so the contents slid out into her palm.

A pink silicone chastity cage. Sleek. Shiny. Small.

Jamie’s eyes went wide. His cock twitched violently in the panties.

Sasha turned it in her hand like it was a piece of jewelry. “From now on, this cock stays locked unless I want it otherwise. You’ll wear this every day. You’ll sleep in it. You’ll work in it. You’ll eat in it. And you’ll learn how good it feels to ache for me.”

“I—” His voice broke. “I don’t know if I can⁠—”

“You can.” She set the cage on the bedspread, right in front of his face. “If you want out, now’s the time. If you touch yourself again without permission, you’ll be punished by denial. Not pain—just denial. Do you understand?”

Jamie stared at it. His heart pounded. His cock strained against the wet fabric, pulsing. His hands trembled at his thighs. He thought of all the nights he’d hidden in shame, of how it felt to be caught and still wanted. He thought of Sasha’s hand in his hair, her voice calling him a good girl.

“I want this,” he whispered.

Her smile sharpened. “Then say it properly.”

“I want the cage, Miss Sasha. Please put it on me.”

“That’s better.” She reached out, hooked a finger under his chin, and tilted his face up. “And rule five: repetition. Every time I tell you something about who you are, you say it back. Until you believe it.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Good sissy. Take off the panties. Hands behind your back.”

His cheeks burned as he obeyed, sliding the damp fabric down his thighs. His cock sprang free, swollen and slick, standing stiff against his belly. Precum glistened at the tip. He wanted to cover himself, but she’d said hands behind his back. He could only kneel there, naked except for the bra and collar, cock exposed, trembling.

Sasha took the cage, dabbed a little lube inside, and held it open. “Now,” she said softly, “say it: ‘This isn’t my cock.’”

Jamie swallowed hard. “This isn’t my cock.”

“Again.”

“This isn’t my cock.”

“Say: ‘It belongs to Miss Sasha.’”

“It belongs to Miss Sasha.”

“Good little sissy.” She guided the ring behind his balls, sliding the shaft into the cage. It was tight, snug, instantly restrictive. The lock clicked. The sound made his heart stop.

He gasped, eyes wide. The cage pinched, not painful but constant. He felt small inside it. Helpless. Owned.

“From now on,” she said, stroking the cage with her thumb, “men cum. Sissies serve. Say it.”

“Men cum… sissies serve,” he whispered.

“Again.”

“Men cum. Sissies serve.”

She cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. “And what are you?”

“I’m a sissy,” he said, voice shaking.

Her smile turned soft for a moment. “Good girl.”

Humiliation washed over him like heat. His cock throbbed inside the cage, already leaking, already pressing against the silicone walls with no escape. He felt like he might break, but there was a high under it, like a drug blooming in his chest. No more sneaking. No more lying. Just this.

Sasha set the notebook aside, leaned back on her hands, and let him kneel there, locked and bare, soaking in the new reality.

“You’ll memorize these rules,” she said. “We’ll add more. And every time you slip, you’ll be reminded who you are.”

Jamie lowered his eyes. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“And what are you?” she asked again, voice low.

“I’m Jamie,” he said. “I’m a sissy. I serve Miss Sasha.”

“Good sissy,” she murmured, and reached out to stroke his hair again, the way you’d pet something small and obedient.

He moaned softly, shame curling in his gut, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t.

The bathroom smelled like lavender and heat. Steam curled around the edges of the mirror, fogging the glass as Jamie stood in front of the sink, completely naked except for the pink cage clamped around his cock and the soft leather collar still locked around his neck. His reflection was unrecognizable. Pale. Red-cheeked. Wide-eyed and dripping. The kind of boy who didn’t look like a boy anymore.

Behind him, Sasha sat sideways on the closed toilet lid, one leg crossed over the other, a towel wrapped loosely around her chest. Her damp hair clung to her neck. She had one hand propping up her chin, the other holding her phone, which she occasionally glanced at before returning her gaze to him with predatory focus.

“Start with the legs,” she said, her voice echoing slightly in the tiled room. “I want them smooth enough to kiss.”

Jamie swallowed and nodded, reaching for the pink razor she’d handed him. It wasn’t his old one. No—this one was dainty, three-bladed, with a moisturizing strip and a little heart design on the handle. She’d paired it with a bottle of strawberry-scented shaving cream that sat open on the counter, oozing just a little from the cap.

He bent forward and began lathering the foam up over his calf, the sensation alien and cold. The act felt obscene—desecrating his masculinity in slow, trembling motions, right in front of the woman who had taken it from him. The cage pulled at his cock as he leaned, pressing it awkwardly between his thighs, making every movement a reminder of what he couldn’t touch.

“You missed a spot,” Sasha said idly.

He paused. “Where?”

“On your thigh. You don’t want me to find patches later, do you?”

“No, Miss Sasha.” He redid the area, carefully shaving it clean.

The razor hissed through the foam, revealing pale, vulnerable skin beneath. He moved up his legs, calves to thighs, his strokes careful, precise. He wasn’t used to this. Each new inch of bare skin made him feel lighter, exposed, like he was molting something old and hideous. Something male.

“Look at you,” Sasha murmured. “So eager to be girly. Do you feel soft yet, slut?”

He nodded, humiliated. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“You don’t sound proud. Tell me how much you love being shaved.”

“I love it,” he said quickly, but his voice cracked. “I love being shaved. I want to be smooth for you.”

“Louder.”

“I love being shaved!” he gasped. “I want to be smooth for you, Miss Sasha!”

She smiled, tilting her head. “Now move to your chest. I want those little boy hairs gone.”

His face burned, but he obeyed. He worked the foam over his chest in wide strokes, covering the faint trail of hair he’d never really thought about before. He scraped it away bit by bit, watching the image in the mirror change with each pass of the razor. No more sharp lines. No more texture. Just bare skin.

He hated how much it excited him.

When he finished, he looked at her for approval.

“Underarms, too,” she said without missing a beat. “A proper girl doesn’t stink like a man.”

Jamie bit his lip and raised one arm, applying more foam before dragging the blade through the soft patch of hair. He winced. It felt raw, but he didn’t stop. He did the other side with more confidence, shoulders tense, trying not to cry from the shame curling in his stomach.

When he finished, he looked down at himself. His entire body—neck to thighs—was smooth, pink in places, glistening with droplets of water and leftover foam. His cock twitched helplessly inside the cage.

Sasha stood and stepped behind him. She leaned close, her breath at his ear.

“You’re starting to look like something I’d keep,” she whispered.

Jamie’s eyes fluttered closed. The praise cut deeper than any insult.

She reached for a bottle of lotion—something thick, pale, and floral—and poured a generous amount into her hands. Without warning, she began rubbing it into his skin, starting with his shoulders, her palms strong and firm, pressing into him like she was molding something.

He gasped at the touch, not because it was sexual, but because it wasn’t. It was clinical. Methodical. She wasn’t caressing him—she was working on him.

“Stay still,” she said, massaging the lotion into his arms, chest, down to his belly. “This is part of your ritual now. Grooming. Maintenance. You want to be soft. Feminine. Touchable.”

“I do,” he whispered. “I want to be soft for you.”

“You want me to be proud of you when I dress you up?”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She knelt behind him, smoothing lotion into his thighs, working her way up toward the waistband of the cage. Her fingers danced dangerously close, but she didn’t touch the locked shaft.

“Good girls take care of themselves,” she murmured. “Good girls keep their skin smooth. Their scent sweet. Their posture elegant.”

“I’ll be good,” he breathed. “I want to be a good girl for you.”

She slid her hands up to his hips, standing again, and looked him over like a piece of art that was finally starting to take shape.

“You’re not a man anymore,” she said simply. “You’re mine. And you’re only going to get prettier.”

Jamie’s chest rose and fell in uneven breaths. He didn’t know what to say. He didn’t even know how to feel. The shame, the arousal, the fear—they were all tangled inside him like wires sparking under his skin.

She handed him a soft, pink towel.

“Dry off. And when you’re done, we’re picking your outfit.”

Jamie stepped out of the bathroom wrapped in the pink towel, face flushed, cock caged and twitching beneath the soft fabric. His skin was smooth now, tingling with the last traces of Sasha’s lotion. He smelled like strawberries and something floral, and his legs slid softly against each other as he walked, making the sensation even worse—deliciously wrong. He didn’t even feel like he was walking back to the bedroom. He felt like he was being led there, by the invisible leash tied to the collar still snug against his throat.

Sasha was already waiting for him, perched on the bed with a smug little grin and a neat pile of clothes laid out beside her.

“Drop the towel.”

He hesitated.

She raised an eyebrow.

He let it fall.

She didn’t say anything at first—just stared at him. From the collar to the soft, hairless chest, the locked pink cage, his trembling thighs. She took a slow sip from her drink, then set the glass aside and picked up the first item.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed. She slid a soft pink cami down over his head, smoothing the fabric over his torso. It clung in all the wrong ways. He could see the cage bulging beneath it, the faint outline of the bra straps digging into his skin underneath.

Next came the panties. Not plain this time—lace, white and sheer. He stepped into them, trying not to look at her, trying not to let the cage catch. She tugged them up herself, making sure the fabric stretched tight.

“You’re going to sit in these for the rest of the day,” she said as she adjusted the waistband. “Every time you get hard, you’ll feel how pathetic you look. That’s your reminder.”

She applied makeup next—nothing heavy. Just a dab of blush across his cheeks, soft pink lip gloss that tasted faintly like candy, a coat of mascara that made his eyes look bigger, wetter. He sat still as she worked, his cheeks burning hotter with every brushstroke.

“You’re prettier than you realize,” she said softly, almost to herself.

When she finished, she guided him to the living room by the wrist. There was a pillow on the floor in front of the couch—placed intentionally.

“Kneel.”

Jamie sank to his knees, legs spread slightly, hands on his thighs. The lace clung to his ass. The cage pressed tight between his legs. He didn’t know what this was yet. He only knew it wasn’t going to be fair. Nothing about this was fair.

Sasha sat on the couch with one leg tucked under her, watching him. She toyed with something small in her hand. It looked like a bullet vibrator. He recognized it immediately.

She smiled. “You won’t cum, Jamie. You’re not allowed. But you will beg.”

He swallowed hard, his breath catching.

She crawled forward, not rushing, and placed the tip of the toy against the cage. It vibrated on contact, low and steady, sending shocks straight through the head of his cock.

Jamie jerked. His back arched. His breath hitched into a moan he didn’t mean to let out.

“Sensitive?” she teased.

“Yes—fuck—it’s too much⁠—”

She clicked it higher. The vibration grew stronger, deeper. He felt it through his balls, trapped behind the ring, pressure building instantly.

“I want to hear it,” she said. “Tell me what you are.”

“I—I’m your sissy,” he gasped. “I’m locked… for you…”

“That’s right.” She dragged the toy slowly up and down the shaft inside the cage, lazy and cruel. “You’re a soft, needy little slut who can’t even jerk off anymore. You’re going to sit there and twitch until you’re crying, and I still won’t let you cum.”

His legs shook. He moaned louder now, thrusting helplessly into the air, trying to grind against the pressure.

“You like being denied?” she asked.

“Yes—yes—Miss Sasha, please⁠—”

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum!”

She pulled the vibrator away.

He almost screamed.

“No.”

Jamie let out a broken sound. His forehead dropped to the pillow, breath ragged, thighs shaking.

“No, no, no—please—just a little more⁠—”

Sasha laughed softly. “Good girls don’t whine.”

“I’ll be good,” he sobbed. “I’ll be your good girl.”

She leaned down, kissed the top of his head, then stood and stripped her cami off over her head, breasts bare, perfect. She slid her panties down and straddled the couch.

“Then you can earn it,” she said, spreading her legs. “With your mouth. Hands behind your back.”

Jamie crawled forward without question. Face still painted, cock still caged, soaking in lace and his own desperation.

She grabbed a handful of his hair as he buried his face between her thighs, licking, moaning, grinding his caged cock into the pillow as he served her. She pulled him closer, used him harder. He whimpered against her cunt, hungry for praise, for permission, for anything.

But when she came, shaking and gasping and curling her toes, she still didn’t give him anything.

When she was done, she pushed him off her, pulled his head to her thigh, and let him rest there.

“You’ll stay like this,” she said softly. “A wet little thing with a pink cage and a tongue made to please.”

Jamie didn’t argue. He couldn’t.

He was soaked. Painted. Locked. Broken.

And he had never felt more like himself.


Chapter Three




The morning light filtered softly through the bedroom curtains, casting golden stripes across the rumpled sheets. Jamie lay still beneath them, face half-buried in the pillow, muscles sore in the best way. The ache between his legs was worse today—not pain, just pressure. A dull, sweet pulse that never stopped.

The pink cage wrapped around his cock like a reminder, snug and slick against his skin. He could feel it with every breath. Every twitch. He hated it.

He loved it.

The lace panties he’d worn the night before were still stretched over the cage, clinging damply, the gusset sticky from hours of denial and teasing. His thighs pressed together instinctively. He didn’t want to touch himself. He couldn’t. But his whole body was alive—like his skin had been peeled open and rewired.

He barely noticed Sasha come in until her shadow darkened the edge of the bed. She was dressed already—tight black leggings, an oversized hoodie, her hair tied up in a messy bun. She looked so casual. So normal. So terrifying.

“Good morning, Jamie.”

His stomach twisted when she used the name. The sound of it came sharp and soft all at once. His name now. Not James. That one was buried somewhere back in yesterday.

“Good morning, Miss Sasha,” he mumbled, trying to sit up, but his body felt slow. Not heavy—just reluctant.

She carried two neatly folded outfits in her arms. One was clearly his old clothes: black jeans, boxers, a basic t-shirt. Safe. Masculine. Forgettable. The other pile was tighter, brighter. Skinny jeans. A cropped white hoodie with little hearts printed along the drawstring. The panties were bubblegum pink, trimmed in lace. No bra. No escape.

She dropped them both on the bed beside him.

“Choose.”

Jamie blinked. “What?”

Sasha sat on the edge of the mattress, legs crossed, eyes unblinking. “We’re going out. Coffee. Groceries. Maybe some shopping. You can either pretend you’re still James, or you can be the little thing I collared and locked in my cage. So pick.”

His chest tightened. He looked at the safe pile, then the humiliating one. The second he considered reaching for his old clothes, she made a soft, dismissive noise in her throat.

“Wrong answer.”

She reached over and grabbed the pink panties, sliding them down under the sheets to his legs.

“You hesitate, I choose. Legs up.”

Jamie obeyed before he even thought about it. The lace slid up over his ankles, over his calves, tugging softly at the smooth skin Sasha had made him shave yesterday. He gasped as the waistband reached his hips, the cage pressing up into the silk, barely hidden.

She pulled the sheet away entirely. He was exposed. Panties clinging to his ass, his flat chest still red from the razor, his cock locked and throbbing. He reached for the hoodie without a word. Her hoodie. Feminine. Tight.

He pulled it on, the hem riding just above his waist, revealing the full shape of his hips. His cock swelled again inside the cage—helpless, straining, leaking.

“You’ll wear that,” Sasha said, standing. “No adjusting. If people stare, let them. If you squirm, I’ll edge you in the car.”

Jamie’s mouth went dry.

She moved behind him, running a brush through his hair. She worked in soft, methodical strokes, then pulled it into a small, neat ponytail high on his head. “You’ll start growing it out now,” she said quietly. “Something girly. Something I can grab.”

He whimpered, but didn’t argue.

She capped the ritual by smearing clear lip gloss across his mouth—just enough to shine. Then she kissed him, lightly, and whispered at his lips:

“You’re perfect. So long as you stay obedient.”

He nodded. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Let’s go, sissy.”

His knees trembled as he stood. The skinny jeans clung to every curve Sasha had sculpted into him. The cage printed clearly through the front, unmistakable if anyone looked closely. The panties rode high on his waist. Her perfume still lingered in the fabric of the hoodie.

The world outside waited.

He followed her out the door.

The café sat on the corner of a tree‑lined street, all wide windows and warm light spilling onto the sidewalk. The smell of roasted beans and sweet syrups wrapped around Jamie the second they stepped inside. It was busy but not crowded; a low hum of conversation, the hiss of steaming milk, and a playlist of soft indie music playing somewhere above his head. Normally he liked this place. Normally he came here as James, laptop under one arm, hoodie zipped up, invisible.

Today there was no hiding.

The skinny jeans Sasha had chosen clung to his thighs with every step, the lace panties underneath sliding against his shaved skin. Her cropped hoodie sat just above his waist, making him constantly aware of how his stomach moved when he breathed. His hair was tied high, lip gloss slick. The cage pressed against the denim, a constant, maddening pressure. He could feel it with every heartbeat. If anyone looked closely enough, they’d see it.

He followed Sasha to the counter like a shadow. She moved with the easy confidence of someone who owned the ground she walked on. He moved with the careful steps of someone afraid the floor might collapse.

“What do you want to drink?” she asked without looking at him.

“Uh… a coffee?”

She smiled slightly. “Try again. Use your girl voice.”

He blinked. “My—what?”

“You’re Jamie now. You don’t mumble. You ask for something sweet.”

Heat crawled up his neck. “I… I’d like a caramel latte, please.”

“Better.” She turned to the barista, a cheerful woman with a nose ring. “Two caramel lattes. Extra whip on his.”

Jamie swallowed hard. On his.

The barista glanced at him, smiled politely. “Sure thing.”

As they waited, Sasha stood just a little behind him, close enough that her breath brushed his ear when she spoke. “How does it feel?” she murmured. “Standing here dressed like this. Locked up like a good little pet. Ordering your girly drink like nothing’s wrong.”

He shifted on his feet. “It feels—scary.”

“Scary makes you wet, doesn’t it?” she whispered.

He closed his eyes, biting back a moan. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She reached down, quick and subtle, and gave his caged cock a firm squeeze through the denim. To anyone watching it was nothing, a casual touch between a couple. To him it was a jolt straight through his body. He gasped, gripping the edge of the counter for balance.

“Careful,” she said softly. “Make a scene and I’ll pull the cage out right here.”

He whimpered under his breath. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please don’t.”

“Then stand still.” She smiled sweetly as the barista set their drinks on the counter. “Thank you,” she said brightly. Then to Jamie: “Say thank you.”

“Th‑thank you,” he managed, his voice trembling. He wanted to disappear. He wanted to stay here forever. He didn’t know which.

They found a small table by the window. Sasha sat, legs crossed, stirring her drink slowly with a straw. Jamie sat opposite her, clutching his cup with both hands like it was an anchor.

“You’re adorable when you’re terrified,” she said. “Drink.”

He took a sip. It was cloyingly sweet, whipped cream sticking to his lip gloss. Sasha watched him lick it away, her eyes darkening.

“You don’t even realize how pretty you’re getting,” she murmured. “Little pink mouth, smooth skin, eyes all wide. If someone saw you right now, they’d never believe you were a man a week ago.”

He shifted in his seat, thighs pressing together. The cage dug into him, merciless. “Please don’t talk so loud,” he whispered.

She leaned in across the table, her voice low but deadly. “Why? Afraid they’ll know what you are?”

He nodded, cheeks blazing.

“That’s the point,” she said, smiling. “Every time you feel that panic, remember: it’s the old you dying.”

She reached across the table and brushed her thumb along his lip, smearing a bit of cream deliberately. “So messy,” she said. “Like a little girl with her first milkshake.”

He caught his reflection in the window behind her—lip gloss shining, cheeks pink, hoodie riding high on his waist. He looked like a boy caught in a costume he couldn’t take off. But there was something else there too: a glimmer in his eyes he didn’t recognize. Something hungry.

Sasha’s foot slid forward under the table, pressing between his legs. The pressure was subtle, but he jerked anyway, a shudder running through him.

“Keep your hands on the table,” she murmured.

He gripped the edge. Her toes rubbed slow circles against the cage through his jeans, and he couldn’t stop the soft sound that escaped his throat.

“Does it feel good?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Sasha,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She withdrew her foot and sipped her drink like nothing had happened. “Good girl. Now finish your latte. We have shopping to do.”

Jamie’s heart thudded so hard it made his chest shake. He drank quickly, the sugar coating his tongue, the cage pulsing with every swallow. Around them the café went on as usual—laughter, steam, clinking cups. Nobody stared. Nobody whispered. He felt like they should. He felt like the whole world could see through his clothes, through his skin, right down to the cage and the pink lace.

And still, part of him didn’t want it to stop.

The clothing store was bright, loud, too full of people for Jamie’s nerves. Pop music pumped through the ceiling speakers, and teenage girls weaved between racks of skirts and crop tops, their arms loaded with fast fashion and attitude.

Jamie stayed close behind Sasha, keeping his eyes low, his shoulders hunched. Her hoodie did little to hide how tight the jeans were, and he was hyper-aware of the lace panties hugging his ass, the cage pinched between his thighs. Every mirror they passed felt like a threat.

Sasha, meanwhile, moved like she was gliding. She plucked items from hangers with expert grace—skirts, pastels, mesh tops, a couple of clingy sweaters with cartoon kittens on them—and held each one up to Jamie’s body with a thoughtful hum.

He flinched every time.

“Relax,” she said coolly, “you’re going to look adorable in these.”

He opened his mouth to protest—he couldn’t wear this in public, he couldn’t even walk out of the changing room—but her look shut him down before the words made it out.

“Unless you’re saying no to me?” she asked, head tilted.

“No, Miss Sasha,” he muttered, humiliated.

She handed him the clothes and took his wrist, dragging him toward the back of the store where the fitting rooms sat like tiny cells under buzzing fluorescent lights. A bored employee waved them toward the open stalls.

Sasha didn’t even hesitate. She followed him in.

Jamie’s eyes went wide. “You can’t—we’re not⁠—”

“Shhh,” she said, pressing a finger to his lips. “Try anything and I’ll scream for help. Tell them you’re assaulting me. You know who they’ll believe?”

He swallowed hard, frozen.

She locked the door behind them and leaned against it. The room was small, the mirror stretching floor to ceiling, three unflattering angles all pointing back at him. Sasha sat on the bench, legs crossed, smirking.

“Strip.”

Jamie’s hands trembled as he peeled off the hoodie, folding it neatly out of habit. He toed off his shoes, then unbuttoned the jeans, letting them slide down his thighs. The panties were soaked. The cage throbbed, visible through the thin white lace.

Sasha let her gaze roam. “You get wet in public, sissy?”

He nodded, barely audible. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Say it like you mean it.”

“I—I get wet in public, Miss Sasha. I can’t help it.”

She smirked. “No, you can’t.”

She tossed him the first item—a tiny crop top, baby blue with white trim. It looked like something a cheerleader would’ve worn in middle school.

He pulled it on. It was snug, clinging to his torso, the hem resting just beneath his ribs. His cage bulged obscenely beneath the panties, visible in the mirror even with nothing else on.

Next came the skirt. Pink plaid. Pleated. When he pulled it up over his hips, it barely covered anything. He looked in the mirror and saw exactly what Sasha had turned him into: a trembling, shiny-lipped sissy, caged and shaved, trying to look normal in clothes made for girls half his size.

Sasha stood behind him and wrapped her arms around his waist, her chin resting on his shoulder.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Look what you’ve become.”

“I look ridiculous…”

“You look right.”

He didn’t answer. His breath came in shallow bursts, chest rising and falling. He couldn’t look away from the mirror. From the way her hands moved over his body like it belonged to her. From the way the cage twitched visibly beneath the lace.

“You want to cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Miss Sasha. I want to cum.”

She reached into her purse and pulled out the vibrator again—small, brutal, battery-powered. She pressed it between his legs, directly against the cage, and switched it on.

The hum was soft but deadly. Jamie’s knees buckled.

“Don’t make a sound,” she said. “Anyone outside hears you, I’ll tell them you're jerking off in women's clothes.”

The vibrations shot through him. His hands went to the mirror for balance. He moaned against his wrist, trying to hold still, but his hips rocked forward helplessly. The cage dug into the lace, into his skin. His body ached to be touched.

“Beg,” she said softly.

“Please let me cum. Please…”

“Louder.”

“Please, Miss Sasha. I need it. I need to cum.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m yours. Because I’m your sissy. Because I’m a pathetic little thing and I ache for you.”

Sasha smiled.

Then she turned the vibrator off.

Jamie collapsed to his knees, gasping, his hands still pressed to the mirror as the pleasure drained from his body like blood. The cage throbbed with denial. The skirt rode high on his hips, the panties damp and clinging.

“You don’t cum,” she said, bending down to kiss his temple. “You serve.”

He nodded, eyes wet. “I serve.”

She tucked the vibrator away, helped him up, and straightened his skirt with a smirk.

“Let’s buy you something cute.”

The apartment door clicked shut behind them, and the silence inside hit like a wave.

Jamie stood just inside the threshold, hands hanging limp at his sides, chest heaving. His face was still flushed from the dressing room. His thighs trembled with the echo of that vibrator’s cruel hum. The skirt had ridden high on the ride home, exposing the slick stretch of lace that clung between his legs. Every bump in the road had been torture. Every second in public after that had been a blur.

He was dripping in his panties by the time they got through the parking lot.

Now he was home. But his body hadn’t come down.

He turned toward Sasha, desperate—needing her to say something, anything. Maybe to reward him. Maybe just to let him touch himself, just this once. The tension in his body was unbearable. He was buzzing under his skin.

Sasha gave him one look and pointed to the floor.

“Kneel.”

He dropped immediately, collapsing to his knees just inside the front door, the hardwood cold against his skin. The skirt pooled around his thighs. The panties stretched tight across the bulge of the cage. The pressure made his vision blur.

Sasha walked past him into the living room, kicked off her shoes, and sat on the couch like nothing had happened. She tucked one leg under the other and reached for her water bottle, taking a long, slow sip while Jamie knelt, shivering in place.

Then, finally, she looked at him. And she smiled.

“You did well today.”

His chest tightened. “Th‑thank you, Miss Sasha.”

“You were scared.”

“Yes…”

“You wanted to run.”

“I—I did.”

“But you didn’t.”

He shook his head. His throat felt tight. “No, Miss Sasha.”

She set the bottle down and patted her lap. “Come here, baby girl.”

Jamie crawled to her without thinking. It was instinct now. Muscle memory. The cage dragged against the floor with every movement, cruel and relentless. When he reached her, she gently guided his head into her lap. Her fingers threaded into his hair, scratching lightly at his scalp.

“You made me proud,” she murmured.

His body melted at the praise. He turned his face toward her thigh, nuzzling it, letting the skirt ride higher. He didn’t care anymore. He just needed to hear more. Needed to feel her approval.

“I was so scared,” he whispered.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why it matters. You were brave.”

“I wanted to cum so bad…”

She laughed softly and stroked his cheek. “Of course you did. That’s what you are now, sweetheart. You’re need. You’re ache. You’re soft and denied and desperate—and that’s exactly how I want you.”

He moaned into her leg. The cage throbbed. His whole body pulsed with it.

“But,” she added, “you don’t cum just because you’re desperate.”

“I know…”

“You cum when you’ve earned it. And right now? You’re close. But not quite there.”

He whimpered.

She kept petting him, soothing and slow. “You’ll stay like this for me, won’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“You’ll beg when I want. Wear what I want. Smile through the shame. Stay locked.”

“Yes…”

“Because what are you?”

He whispered it into her skin.

“I’m your sissy.”

“Good girl.”

She leaned down and kissed his forehead. “Now be quiet. And just feel it. You don’t need release. You have me.”

And Jamie—aching, caged, soaking through lace and praise—couldn’t argue.

He just nodded.

And stayed.


Chapter Four




Jamie woke to the smell of coffee and the soft hiss of the kettle shutting off in the kitchen. His eyes opened slowly. For a moment he didn’t know where he was; then the collar tugged at his neck, the cage pressed against his thigh, and reality settled on his skin like a second, tighter blanket.

He was still in last night’s cami and panties. The mascara Sasha had brushed on for the fashion show streaked faintly at the corners of his eyes. His lips still felt faintly tacky from the gloss. His cock was trapped, hard again without him even touching it. He shifted under the covers, the lace dragging against his freshly shaved skin. The ache was so constant now it felt like part of him.

Sasha padded in barefoot, holding a steaming mug. She had a towel draped over one shoulder, her hair damp from the shower. She looked casual, at home, completely in control. She set the mug on the bedside table and sat on the edge of the mattress, fingers immediately going to stroke his cheek.

“Morning, baby,” she said softly. “Did you sleep?”

Jamie blinked up at her. “A little,” he whispered.

Her fingers trailed down his jaw, thumb brushing over his lower lip. “You’re still hard,” she noted, voice amused. “Good. That means the training’s working.”

He flushed, looking away. “It never stops…”

“That’s because you’re starting to live in it.” She picked up the mug and handed it to him. “Drink.”

He sat up slowly, the cami shifting against his chest, the panties stretching. He took a sip. Sweet coffee with vanilla creamer. Sasha always made it that way for him now. She waited until he set it back down, then leaned in, eyes fixed on his.

“You’re not James anymore,” she said quietly. “James was a mask you wore. You can’t go back.”

His heart lurched. “I…”

“You’re mine now. We need to make it official.” She reached for her phone and scrolled with a finger. “I’ve been thinking of names for you. Soft names. Names that make you sound like what you are.”

He stared at her screen. Names scrolled past—Daisy, Bella, Lacey, Angel. Each one felt like a slap and a caress. He imagined them being whispered into his ear while he was on his knees. His cock throbbed inside the cage.

Sasha watched his face, smirking at every flinch. “Daisy?” she asked. “You’d look cute in yellow. Bella? Little bells on your collar. Lacey? That’s obvious.”

He shook his head weakly. “Please…”

“Please what?”

“Please pick one…”

She tilted her head, studying him. “Jamie,” she said finally. “Soft. Pitiful. Easy to moan when you’re on your knees. You’ve been halfway to Jamie since the day I met you.”

The name hit him in the chest. It wasn’t a suggestion. It was a verdict.

“Say it,” she told him.

He swallowed. “I’m Jamie.”

“Again.”

“I’m Jamie.”

Her eyes glinted. “Say, ‘I’m Sasha’s sissy Jamie.’”

His cheeks burned. “I’m Sasha’s sissy Jamie.”

“Again.”

“I’m Sasha’s sissy Jamie.”

“Again.”

He repeated it, voice trembling at first, then louder as she stared him down. She made him say it ten times. Then ten more. By the last, his voice cracked but didn’t break. The sound of it rolled off his tongue like a confession.

Sasha stroked his hair. “From now on, Jamie is who you are. James was a lie. Jamie is the truth.”

He stared at his hands, pale against the satin sheets. He felt something in his chest unspool—fear, shame, maybe both. A part of him mourned James, the safe man in boxers and t-shirts. But another part, darker and hungrier, exhaled like it had been waiting for this moment.

“I’m Jamie,” he whispered again. “I’m your sissy Jamie.”

“That’s my girl.” She smiled and kissed his forehead. “Now finish your coffee. We’ve got a closet to clean.”

Jamie stood in front of the open closet, bare except for the panties and cami Sasha had dressed him in earlier. His collar stayed locked around his throat. His cock was still caged, straining every time he caught her scent lingering on the fabric. The air was warm, the room quiet, but his skin buzzed like there was static under it.

The closet was a mess—half his, half Sasha’s. His side was full of what used to feel like armor: jeans, plain t-shirts, black hoodies, sneakers. Safe, neutral, boring. It was the camouflage of someone who never wanted to be noticed.

Sasha stood behind him, arms crossed, a cardboard box already sitting at her feet. She tapped it with one barefoot toe.

“Start packing,” she said simply.

He turned toward her. “All of it?”

She arched a brow. “Do you see any of that fitting your new life?”

His throat tightened. “I just thought maybe⁠—”

“You thought wrong,” she said. “Every piece of that closet says ‘James.’ And James is gone.”

Jamie turned back to the clothes. He reached for a hoodie—his favorite one, oversized and soft, something he used to wrap himself in like a blanket. He clutched it for a second, holding it to his chest.

“Put it in the box,” Sasha said.

He didn’t move.

She stepped up behind him and ran a hand down his back, slow and possessive. “That hoodie smells like fear,” she whispered. “Box it.”

He dropped it in.

One by one, he folded everything and packed it—boxers, socks, jeans, old button-downs from college. The deeper he went, the less he felt like the person who used to wear them. They didn’t look right in his hands anymore. The colors were too dull. The fabric too coarse.

He hesitated on a pair of boots—black leather, heavy. Sasha walked past him, picked them up, and dropped them in the box herself.

“You’re not stomping around anymore,” she said. “You’re not here to take up space.”

He didn’t argue.

When the box was nearly full, Sasha handed him a marker. “Label it.”

He looked at her, confused.

“Write it,” she said. “Big letters. Right across the side.”

His hand trembled as he uncapped the marker. He stared at the cardboard, then wrote slowly:

JAMES

Sasha smiled. “Now write: DONATE.”

He added it underneath, the marker squeaking. When he finished, he stepped back.

It looked like a headstone.

Sasha kissed his cheek. “Good girl.”

She reached into the closet and pulled out a second box—this one pink, labeled in her handwriting. Jamie’s Things.

Inside, there was everything Jamie needed and more.

Lace panties in every shade imaginable.

Thigh-high socks.

Crop tops and cami sets.

A pastel binder full of makeup samples.

A pair of soft kitten-ear earmuffs.

A lavender perfume bottle labeled Submissive.

She turned to him, holding up a sheer white babydoll dress. “Try this one first.”

He stripped out of the cami and panties, standing nude except for the cage and collar. Sasha helped him slip the babydoll over his head. The hem floated just past his ass. The lace cups didn’t even try to hide his flat chest.

He turned to the mirror and stared.

Sasha stepped behind him. “Look how easy it is. One layer. And you’re not a man anymore.”

Jamie’s reflection said everything he couldn’t.

“You’re going to try every single outfit I give you,” Sasha said softly. “And when you’re done, that box will be your new closet. No more pretending. No more hiding.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha,” he said, staring at the sissy in the mirror.

And for the first time—he didn’t look away.

“Stop slouching. You’re not a boy. You’re a display.”

Jamie straightened his back immediately, thighs trembling under the tiny white skirt that barely covered his ass. The crop top was tight, pale blue with silver stars, and every time he moved it lifted high enough to show the pink waistband of his panties. His cock throbbed helplessly behind the cage, the lace stretching, the metal unrelenting.

Sasha sat on the couch, one leg draped over the other, sipping iced water like she wasn’t watching her feminized boyfriend shuffle through a runway show in the living room. She had a clipboard in her lap and a pencil she tapped against it with quiet, deliberate rhythm.

“Pose.”

Jamie shifted on his heels, one hand on his hip, the other brushing his hair back behind his ear. He turned slowly, giving her a full view of his outfit from front to back.

“Better,” Sasha said. “You still move like you’ve got balls.”

He blushed. “I’m sorry⁠—”

“You’re what?”

“I’m sorry, Miss Sasha.”

She smirked. “Next outfit. Go.”

Jamie scampered back into the bedroom, careful not to let the skirt flip up too much even though he knew Sasha would love it if someone saw. He stepped out of the skirt and top and grabbed the next item she’d laid out on the bed: a soft pink sundress, thin straps, a hem that hit mid-thigh. No bra. Just bare chest, smooth from shaving, and the familiar shape of the cage pushing out beneath the panties.

The fabric was sheer enough to show it all.

He stepped back into the living room and froze under her gaze.

Sasha tilted her head, pencil poised. “Spin.”

He did. Slowly.

“Bend.”

He bent forward, ass pushing out, the panties straining. He heard her make a low, amused sound in her throat.

“Stay like that.”

A moment later, something small and humming pressed between his legs—the vibrator. She’d taken it out again without him noticing. The soft buzz hit the cage directly, vibrating up his shaft, into his spine.

He whimpered, legs shaking.

“Don’t move.”

The vibrator slid up and down the line of the cage, cruelly slow. Jamie’s knees nearly gave out. He braced himself on the arm of the couch, panting, forehead pressed to the cushion.

“Tell me what you are,” Sasha said calmly.

“I’m a sissy,” he gasped. “I’m your little dress-up slut—please, Miss Sasha⁠—”

“Not yet.”

She clicked the vibrator off and tossed it on the coffee table.

“Next outfit.”

He stumbled back to the bedroom, his cock throbbing in the cage, panties soaked. Each step felt like he was walking through syrup—slow, sticky, trembling.

He tried on a frilly blouse, thigh-high socks with hearts on them, a little ruffled romper that made him look like a doll. Sasha judged every one. Some she laughed at. Some she made him wear longer. Some she dismissed without comment, just waving him back to change.

Each time he came out, the cage bulged harder. His legs felt weaker. His brain fuzzier.

The last outfit was the one that broke him.

A bodycon dress—skin-tight, pastel pink, sleeveless, short enough that if he bent even a little, the entire bottom curve of his caged cock would show. Sasha had set it aside all evening. He hadn’t dared touch it.

But now it was the only thing left.

He pulled it on, shaking. It stretched over his body like a second skin, smoothing over every inch of him, pressing the cage down tight and bulging. He stepped into the living room, head lowered.

“Look at you,” Sasha breathed. “Turn around.”

He turned slowly, cheeks burning, cock pulsing inside the tight prison of plastic and lace. He couldn’t stop the way he whimpered as her eyes drank him in.

“Kneel.”

He did.

“Open your mouth.”

She stepped forward, placed two fingers on his lips. “You’re ready to say it, aren’t you?”

He nodded.

“Then tell me.”

Jamie looked up at her, dizzy from the teasing, the heat, the weight of everything she’d done to him.

“I’m Jamie. I’m your sissy. I’m not a man.”

Sasha’s smile was slow and deep. She crouched in front of him, cupped his face, and kissed him—soft, slow, devastating. Her tongue tasted like iced lemon and ownership.

When she pulled back, she ran a hand down the front of the dress and pressed gently on the cage, making him gasp.

“Still no cumming.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“But you’re finally starting to look the part.”

And for the first time… he believed her.

The bedroom was quiet when Sasha led him in by the collar.

She didn’t yank. She didn’t tug. Her fingers just curled gently around the loop on the front and guided him like someone walking a leashed pet they trusted not to misbehave. Jamie followed without hesitation, without thinking. The bodycon dress still clung to his skin, warm from his own sweat and Sasha’s eyes. The cage pressed hard against the fabric, leaking slowly into the panties she’d told him not to change.

There was no command to kneel. No order barked from across the room.

She sat him down in front of the full-length mirror.

“Look,” she said.

Jamie did.

His breath hitched.

The mirror showed everything—legs folded neatly beneath him, thighs smooth and parted. The pink dress stretched across his chest, clinging to his ribs, tight enough to show every soft curve Sasha had taught him to exaggerate. His lips were still glossy. The mascara framed his wide eyes. His collar caught the light, subtle but present, and the little bulge of the cage strained between his thighs.

He looked like a sissy caught mid-transformation. Not a girl. Not a man. Something Sasha had made to please her.

“I don’t even recognize myself,” he whispered.

“That’s the point,” she said.

She sat behind him on the bed and began removing what was left of his makeup. Slow, methodical. Gentle swipes of a damp cotton pad across his cheeks, then his forehead, his lips. She didn’t say anything for a while. Just worked. He stayed still. The only sound in the room was their breathing and the occasional wet flick of the pad as she wiped him clean.

When she finished, she reapplied everything—fresh mascara, pink gloss, a little powder. This time it wasn’t for fun. It was deliberate. She used soft brushes and quiet focus, like she was painting something sacred.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked softly.

“Because this is what you are now,” she said. “And I want you to see it.”

She finished the last touch, then clipped something to the collar—a small pink tag, no bigger than a thumbprint. When he turned his head slightly, he saw it reflected in the mirror: white letters etched into the surface.

Property of Sasha

He stared at it. His breath shook. He didn’t move.

Then she rose and pushed him gently back onto the bed.

The dress rode up as she spread his legs, the panties damp and clinging. She didn’t tease him. Didn’t grab the cage. She simply sat on his chest, lifted her dress, and slid her bare pussy across his lips.

“Use your mouth,” she whispered. “I want you to taste what you’ve become.”

Jamie obeyed.

She guided him with slow rolls of her hips, soft moans that got louder the longer he licked. The cage pulsed every time she whimpered. Every wet sound of her cunt against his tongue sent his hips twitching up into nothing. He couldn’t even rut. Couldn’t hump. The cage wouldn’t let him.

But it didn’t matter.

He wanted this more.

He opened his mouth wider. He sucked, kissed, let her smear herself all over his face until his lips glistened with her slick and his jaw ached. He watched it all in the mirror. His mascara smearing again. The pink tag swinging with every breath. His eyes wide and desperate. His body feminine. His mouth doing exactly what she taught it to do.

When she came, she clenched around his tongue with a ragged gasp, grinding down onto his face like he was just a toy built to serve.

He moaned into her, the cage swelling, balls tight, thighs shaking.

She didn’t thank him.

She didn’t unlock him.

She climbed off and laid beside him, stroking his cheek as his breath caught in his throat.

“You looked beautiful,” she whispered. “Just like I wanted.”

“I only want to be her now,” he said before he could stop himself.

Sasha kissed him softly. Her hand found the tag again and rubbed it between her fingers like a worry stone.

“Then we’re right on schedule.”

She pulled the blanket over them both and turned off the light.

Jamie lay there, caged and soaked, mascara streaking down his cheeks, watching the mirror in the dark. Watching her.


Chapter Five




Jamie was still half-asleep when Sasha pulled the blanket off his legs. His body shivered in the early morning chill, his cage pressing hard against the warm fabric of his soaked panties. His makeup was smeared from the night before, collar still locked around his neck. He didn’t even ask what time it was.

Sasha was already awake, sitting at the edge of the bed. She was dressed in nothing but a robe, tied loose at the waist, hair in a messy twist at the nape of her neck. Her expression wasn’t teasing this time.

It was focused.

Beside her on the nightstand sat a soft towel, a bottle of clear lube, a box of tissues, and a small pink dildo—narrow, smooth, silicone. Deliberately non-threatening. But still unmistakable.

Jamie’s heart skipped.

Sasha didn’t say good morning. She just reached down and cupped his cheek with one hand. “Today’s the day,” she said softly.

He swallowed hard. “The day for…?”

Her hand slipped down his body, fingers grazing his stomach, sliding over the waistband of his panties. “For you to stop pretending this isn’t where you belong.”

She pulled the panties down, slow, deliberate. The cage stood proud and desperate, the skin around it raw from tension and time.

She leaned down, kissed just above the lock, then looked up at him.

“Are you ready to be mine?” she asked.

“I already am.”

Her nails ran down his thighs, light enough to make him twitch. “No, baby. Not the way I mean.”

He froze.

“I’m not going to hurt you,” she said, voice velvet-smooth. “This isn’t about pain. This is about home. Your hole is mine. You’ll learn to feel full for me. To open for me. And eventually… to crave it.”

Jamie stared at the ceiling, trembling.

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

Sasha leaned in and kissed him once—firm and slow. “You don’t have to know. You just have to try.”

She reached for the key around her neck and unlocked his cage.

The moment the plastic clicked free, his cock sprang up, angry and aching, flushed and leaking. It twitched in the cool air, already dripping with weeks of denial.

Sasha didn’t touch it.

She just grabbed the towel and spread it out across the sheets, then guided him down to lie on it. His legs parted on instinct, his body pliant under her hands.

“Be still,” she murmured. “Watch me.”

She squeezed lube onto her fingers and rubbed them together to warm it. Then she cupped his balls with one hand and reached lower with the other, her fingertips slippery and confident. The first touch to his hole made him gasp.

He jerked, but she held him still.

“Ssshhh. Just feel it. Let your body understand what this is.”

She rubbed slow, small circles around the rim—never pressing in, just circling, teasing. Jamie whimpered, hips twitching.

“It’s not shameful,” she said. “It’s not dirty. It’s not wrong.”

“It feels…”

“Weird?”

He nodded.

“It will. At first.” She added more lube, then finally let her finger press in—just the tip. Barely enough to breach.

Jamie tensed.

“Breathe.”

He did.

The finger sank in, slowly, until the first knuckle slipped past the ring. Jamie’s eyes fluttered. His cock pulsed against his belly, untouched, ignored.

“I’m going to teach you how to open,” she whispered. “Not for anyone else. Just for me.”

She withdrew, added more lube, then pressed again—deeper this time.

Jamie let out a helpless, shuddering moan.

His cheeks were red. His hands gripped the towel.

Sasha kissed his knee. “That’s it, baby. That’s my good girl.”

He moaned louder at the words.

“Say it,” she said.

“I’m your girl,” he gasped.

She added a second finger.

He cried out—soft, needy.

Not from pain.

From overwhelm.

And she smiled.

Jamie sat at the edge of the bed with his knees pressed together, fingers fidgeting in his lap. The towel was gone, but the faint scent of lube still lingered on his skin, warm and clinical. His cock hung soft but flushed between his thighs, still raw from being freed after so long. Sasha hadn’t let him touch it. She’d simply cleaned him, slowly and silently, then set the cage aside with a nod that said it would be back soon enough.

The pink dildo she’d used lay on the dresser, glistening with lube, like a test he’d passed. But what came next was different. Bigger. Real.

Across the room, Sasha adjusted the straps of the harness around her hips. It was pale pink, matching the toy she slid into place—a dildo longer and thicker than the first, still sleek and curved, not cruel but deliberate. Jamie couldn’t stop staring at it. At the way it jutted out between her thighs like it belonged there. She moved like it did. There was no awkwardness, no hesitation. She didn’t treat it like a prop. She treated it like a part of her.

She caught him watching.

“You’re scared,” she said.

He blinked. “A little.”

“That’s fine.” She tightened the straps and stepped toward the bed. “But it’s not fear of me. It’s fear of what you’ll feel. What it’ll mean. And you already know the answer.”

He wanted to deny it, to argue, to ask for more time. But all he managed was a quiet, “I think I want this.”

Sasha climbed onto the bed beside him and ran her fingers along the side of his face. “You don’t just want this, Jamie. You need it. And I need you to understand the difference.”

Her hand moved from his cheek to the back of his neck, pulling gently until his head rested against her shoulder. She held him there, cradling him with surprising tenderness, her voice low and steady in his ear.

“You’ve begged. You’ve dressed. You’ve knelt for me. But this…” Her hand slid down his back, across his ass, spreading him ever so slightly. “This is how I claim you.”

He whimpered into her skin. The stretch still echoed faintly in his body, from the earlier toy. He could still feel her fingers inside him. Now his body ached for something more, even if his brain couldn’t keep up.

Sasha kissed his temple. “Lay down, baby.”

Jamie moved to the center of the bed and lay on his stomach, arms tucked under the pillow, face buried in cotton. He tried to calm his breathing, but his body was buzzing again—every nerve high and sharp, as if the air had turned electric. He could hear Sasha behind him, the creak of the harness, the sound of lube being squeezed into her hand again. He felt the bed dip as she knelt between his legs.

Then her hand was on his lower back, warm and steady.

“I’m going slow,” she said.

He nodded into the pillow. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She spread his legs gently with her hands, her palms guiding him into position. The cool air hit his hole and he instinctively flinched, but Sasha’s fingers stroked down his spine and the tension melted just a little. She pressed a kiss between his shoulder blades.

“You breathe for me,” she murmured. “Nothing else matters.”

Then he felt the tip of the dildo nudge against his entrance. Just a nudge. No pressure yet. Just presence.

His breath hitched.

The first push was barely more than a whisper—just enough to part the slick skin and remind him that this wasn’t her finger anymore. He tensed, but Sasha’s hands were there again, one resting firm and calming on his hip, the other stroking the back of his thigh.

“You’re safe,” she said again. “You’re doing so well.”

It burned, even with the lube. Not a sharp pain, but a deep ache that made him want to twist away and lean into it all at once. He pressed his face into the pillow and whimpered.

Sasha didn’t stop. But she didn’t push further either. She held still, letting him adjust. Letting his body realize.

After a few seconds, she leaned forward until her chest was over his back, her lips brushing the shell of his ear.

“Let me in, Jamie.”

The next inch slid deeper. His muscles clenched instinctively, and the stretch widened. It felt like he was being pried open from the inside, slow and thick and all-consuming.

“I feel so full,” he choked.

Sasha kissed his ear. “That’s how you’re supposed to feel.”

Another inch. Another breath. Another pulse of heat deep in his belly. The pressure wasn’t just physical—it was emotional, like she was forcing out every last bit of his old self with each thrust forward. He wasn’t James anymore. He couldn’t be. James wouldn’t have taken this.

He felt Sasha’s thighs against the backs of his own. She was fully inside him now. No fanfare. No announcement. Just the quiet knowledge that he had taken all of her.

He started to cry.

Not from pain. Not even from fear.

From surrender.

He couldn’t hold onto anything anymore—not shame, not doubt, not resistance. It had all been fucked out of him, softly, slowly, expertly.

And Sasha didn’t mock him.

She kissed his temple and held still, letting him cry, letting him come undone right there on the bed with her cock buried deep inside him.

“You’re mine,” she whispered. “Say it.”

He sobbed once, nodded against the pillow.

“I’m yours,” he said, voice hoarse. “All of me.”

“That’s my girl.”

She stayed inside him a moment longer, just holding him like that, wrapped around him from behind, her body flush to his back, cock snug inside his hole like it belonged there. Like he belonged there.

And for the first time, he believed it.

Jamie didn’t know how long Sasha stayed inside him before she started moving. Time had melted into sensation. The soft pressure of her chest pressed against his back, her fingers stroking his hair, the weight of the strap-on snug inside his stretched hole. His breath came slow, shallow, his thighs twitching with every slight adjustment of her hips. Even before she began to thrust, he felt like his whole body had been cracked open and filled with something too big to name.

And then she began.

The first motion was shallow. Barely a roll of her hips. Just enough to make the dildo slip back an inch before pressing back in. Jamie’s breath hitched. She did it again. And again.

There was no rush in Sasha’s movements. No frantic rhythm. She was slow, precise, steady. She thrust into him like she was pressing a fingerprint into wet clay. Like she was making her mark, deep where no one could see.

Jamie’s fingers gripped the pillow beneath his head. His legs had parted wider on their own. His back arched without thinking, offering himself up instinctively. His cock throbbed between his thighs, leaking freely now into the sheets. The ache wasn’t just physical—it was emotional. Every push into his hole pushed the word mine deeper into his brain.

Sasha’s hands slid under his body, one arm looping around his chest, the other sliding down his stomach. She didn’t need to guide herself anymore. She was buried fully. Claiming her rhythm now.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, voice husky against his ear. “Soft. Spread. Open for me.”

Jamie moaned, high-pitched and ragged. The sound didn’t sound like it came from a man. It didn’t sound like anything James would’ve let himself make. It sounded right.

“Miss Sasha,” he gasped, “I⁠—”

“Shhh.” She kissed the nape of his neck. “You don’t have to think anymore. Just take me.”

She began to thrust deeper now. The dildo dragged against his inner walls with every motion, and the head bumped something inside him that made him tremble. He sobbed into the pillow, his body shaking like an overstretched cord.

Sasha laughed softly behind him. Not mocking. Amused. Proud.

“There it is,” she murmured. “I found your button.”

Jamie tried to speak, but all that came out was a strangled moan.

She thrust again. Deeper. Slower. Her hips pressed flush with his ass, and her arm squeezed around his chest as if to anchor him in place.

“You feel that?” she whispered.

“Yes…”

“You’ll never want anything else again.”

She rocked into him with a rhythm that made his body melt. She wasn’t just fucking him—she was programming him. Every thrust became a sentence, every squeeze of her arms a period. He felt like she was writing on his insides, scripting his thoughts, carving out the last pieces of James and replacing them with Jamie.

He moaned again, and this time she brought her hand down between his thighs—not to stroke, not to tease, but to re-cage.

The moment she clasped the ring back around his base and began threading the cage into place, his cock twitched violently.

“No—please—I can’t⁠—”

“Yes you can,” she said softly. “You’re not fucking to cum. You’re fucking to serve.”

She slid the lock back in place and snapped it shut with a click that made Jamie cry out. The cage throbbed painfully, his cock squeezed tight again with no chance of release. But the dildo kept pressing in. The rhythm never stopped.

“You’re my cocksleeve now,” Sasha whispered. “That’s your reward. I use you. I fill you. I lock you. You stay soft and aching and fucked.”

Jamie sobbed with pleasure. His hole was soaked, stretched wide around the dildo, his whole body trembling as Sasha fucked him slow and deep, over and over again.

“You feel it?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Sasha,” he whimpered. “I feel you.”

“Good.” Her lips brushed his ear. “Now moan for me. Let the neighbors hear who you belong to.”

And he did.

He moaned with every thrust, louder and louder, his voice cracked and raw, echoing off the walls. There was no shame anymore. No fear. Just need. Just her.

“Say it,” Sasha breathed.

“I’m your sissy,” he cried out.

“Again.”

“I’m your toy. I’m your hole. I’m yours.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your fuckpet! I’m your—fuck—I’m yours!”

The words spilled out of him like they’d been living in his chest for years. She drilled them in with every inch, and he took it all, no resistance left. Just warmth, fullness, surrender.

Eventually, Sasha slowed. Not because she was tired. Because she’d gotten what she wanted. Her toy was broken in. Her girl was filled. Her sissy was sealed.

She pressed one final thrust, deep and slow, burying the dildo until he whimpered.

Then she kissed his shoulder.

“You’re done.”

And just like that, the rhythm stopped.

Jamie didn’t move when she pulled out.

He felt the loss instantly, a sudden emptiness that made his whole body twitch. The wet sound of her strap sliding free echoed in the silence. A rush of slick slid down between his thighs, dripping onto the sheets. His hole ached, open and stretched, muscles fluttering around nothing now. The cage pulsed tight against his skin. His legs had stopped shaking, but only because they’d gone numb.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t even open his eyes.

Sasha didn’t rush him.

She sat back on her heels, pulled the strap-on from her hips, and tossed it onto the floor. Then she leaned forward and kissed the curve of his lower back, just above the mess.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured.

Jamie let out a tiny, broken sound.

His throat was raw from moaning. His lips were slick with drool. His chest felt cracked wide open.

She ran a hand down the length of his back, fingertips dragging slow over the thin sheen of sweat on his skin. Then she climbed off the bed and padded across the room to the bathroom.

He heard the water turn on. The soft splash of a tub filling. The smell of lavender.

Sasha returned a few minutes later and didn’t say anything. She just gathered him up—gently, carefully, like lifting a sleeping child—and guided him to stand.

His legs nearly gave out. He stumbled into her arms, dazed.

She held him without a word. Kissed his forehead. Walked him naked across the hall.

The bathroom was dimly lit, the tub steaming, bubbles high. She helped him step in, guiding him down into the water. The warmth hit him instantly, drawing a low moan from his throat. It felt like sinking into a womb. Like going back to somewhere he didn’t know he’d left.

Sasha climbed in behind him. She sat with her legs around him, pulling his body back against her chest. He let his head fall against her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, cock still locked and twitching under the water.

“I love how you look when you’re used,” she whispered into his wet hair.

He didn’t answer. Couldn’t. Just breathed.

Her hands moved slowly through the water, lathering soap between her fingers. She washed his arms, his chest, his thighs. She rinsed between his legs, cleaning away the lube and slick. When she touched his hole again, his body shuddered, the memory of her still lingering deep inside.

“I can feel you,” he whispered. “Still.”

“You’re supposed to.”

Her fingers found his caged cock under the water and stroked the cage, gentle and possessive.

“You won’t cum,” she said softly. “Not for a long time. But you’ll feel like this for days. That’s my gift.”

Jamie whimpered, leaning harder into her body. He didn’t want to leave the tub. Didn’t want to be anywhere that wasn’t right here, wrapped in her arms, filled with her touch.

She tilted his chin up and kissed him, slow and full.

Then she whispered against his lips, “You’re the only person who’s ever made me want to keep something.”

He opened his eyes.

“I’m not a person anymore,” he said. “I’m yours.”

And she smiled.

Because he was right.


Chapter Six




Jamie didn’t realize something was different until he stepped out of the bathroom.

He’d shaved that morning—arms, chest, legs, even around the cage. The pink razor Sasha gave him glided smooth over every curve, and the lotion she insisted on afterward left his skin soft and shiny. When he looked in the mirror, he saw her girl. Glossed lips. Light mascara. A high ponytail that swished when he turned his head. He didn’t even think twice about it now.

It was just what he did.

But the bedroom stopped him cold.

The clothes laid out on the bed weren’t lingerie. They weren’t bedroom playthings. They were normal. Stretchy black yoga pants. A pale lavender crop hoodie with a little heart stitched above the hem. White ankle socks with lace trim. Pink cotton panties with “Princess” written in silver script on the back. And his collar—still locked, still permanent.

It was the kind of outfit he’d seen a hundred girls wear running errands, grabbing coffee, walking their dogs. It was almost casual.

But on him, it was a costume.

He turned toward the closet, halfway reaching for a robe. “What are we doing today?” he asked.

Sasha didn’t answer immediately. She was at her vanity, tying her hair up, slipping small gold hoops into her ears. She looked effortlessly hot—tight jeans, black crop top, no bra. Her nipples teased the fabric every time she moved. He was already hard in the cage just looking at her.

When she stood and turned, her smile was dangerous.

“We’re going out.”

Jamie froze. “Out?”

“Yes, out. Into the world. Just errands.” She walked past him, grabbing a purse from the hook. “Groceries. Maybe a little shopping. Lunch.”

His heart slammed in his chest. “Like… dressed like this?”

Sasha gave him a look. “What part of that outfit isn’t yours?”

He opened his mouth. Closed it.

“It’s what you wear at home, isn’t it? It’s what you look best in. Why hide it?” She stepped closer, hand landing on his cheek. “What are you afraid of, Jamie?”

He tried to swallow the knot rising in his throat. “What if someone sees? What if they… say something?”

Sasha’s voice didn’t rise. But her tone cut like a whip. “Let them.”

He looked at the clothes on the bed again. The yoga pants were thin. Hugging. You could see the cage if he moved wrong. The crop hoodie would leave part of his stomach bare. He wouldn’t even have a way to hide behind his hands—Sasha hated that.

She stepped behind him and whispered in his ear, “Do you trust me?”

He nodded, small and fast.

“Then dress. And remember the rules.”

She walked away without waiting for him to argue.

Jamie stood frozen for another minute, then started dressing. The panties stretched tight over the cage, the waistband peeking above the waist of the yoga pants. The pants themselves clung to his hips, outlining every soft curve Sasha had sculpted into his figure. He pulled on the crop hoodie last, fingers trembling slightly as it settled just above his bellybutton.

He caught himself in the mirror and winced.

It didn’t look like a disguise.

It looked real.

By the time Sasha returned, he was standing stiff by the door, hands curled at his sides.

“Good,” she said, circling him like a hunter. “Now the rules.”

Jamie straightened. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“One. You do not try to hide the cage. It’s part of you.”

He nodded, cheeks burning.

“Two. Hands stay visible. No fidgeting, no stuffing them in your pockets, no shielding your shame.”

“Y-yes, Miss.”

“Three. If someone looks at you—smile. I don’t want a single ounce of shame on that pretty little face.”

He opened his mouth to protest, but her eyes stopped him. He just nodded.

“And four,” she said, leaning in close, fingers curling under the collar, “If I say the word present, you stop what you’re doing and pose. Just like I’ve taught you.”

Jamie’s lips parted. “Even in public?”

Her smile was soft, but cold. “Especially in public.”

He swayed on his feet, heart pounding in his chest. The idea of stepping out the door like this made his stomach twist into knots. But Sasha was watching him, waiting for resistance—and he found none.

He licked his lips. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She kissed him—quick and light.

“Good girl.”

Then she opened the door.

The boutique was nestled between a nail salon and a smoothie place, small and bright with pastel signage and racks of clothes crammed too close together. Sasha didn’t even ask—she just walked in, leash dangling from her wrist like an accessory. Jamie followed, heart in his throat, thighs slick with his own arousal leaking through the cage and into the thin cotton of his panties.

A bell chimed as the door closed behind them. Inside, it smelled like vanilla lotion and new fabric. Three other customers wandered the aisles—young, disinterested, probably college girls. A cashier glanced up, offered a tired “Let me know if you need a room.”

Sasha didn’t respond. She was already pulling hangers off the racks.

“Shorter,” she murmured. “Tighter. More exposed. No padding—you’re not hiding what I’ve given you.”

Jamie stood still, half trying to blend into a wall as Sasha gathered clothes. The pressure between his legs was relentless now. Every step made the cage grind against his skin, and the sticky heat between his thighs had become undeniable. He felt used. Still stretched from earlier. Still aching. Still Sasha’s.

She returned with a bundle of clothes and grabbed his wrist.

“Let’s play dress-up.”

The changing rooms were stalls separated by thin curtains, not even full doors. One pull of the fabric and anyone could look in. Sasha didn’t care. She pushed Jamie inside, stepped in after him, and hooked the curtain shut.

“Strip.”

He obeyed.

The hoodie came off, then the leggings, then the sticky panties and socks. His cage hung red and tight, slick with frustration. Sasha didn’t give him time to breathe before handing him the first outfit: a sleeveless pastel romper with a button-up front and little frills at the thigh.

He pulled it on. It clung in all the wrong places.

“Bend,” Sasha ordered.

He did.

She pressed her hand against the bulge of the cage through the thin fabric. “You’re so hard for this. You like being humiliated.”

Jamie whimpered. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She gave the cage a sharp tap. “Good. Next.”

The next outfit was worse. A micro crop top with the word “Tease” written across the chest in glitter letters, paired with white tennis shorts that barely covered the bottom curve of his ass.

She made him twirl. Made him pop a hip. Made him bend again. This time, she pressed her lips to the cage through the shorts and exhaled warm breath.

Jamie shuddered so violently he nearly stumbled.

“No touching,” she said, and swatted his thigh.

He choked on a moan.

By the third outfit—knee-high socks, a mini skirt, and a halter top—he was visibly trembling. He couldn’t even stand still anymore. His hole ached from how long it had been stretched earlier. His balls were tight and pulsing. He wanted to collapse into her arms and beg to be ruined again.

Instead, he posed.

And she watched.

Sasha’s fingers grazed his chin. “This one’s perfect.”

Jamie blinked. “For what?”

“For walking out in.”

His blood ran cold. “W-walking out? Like… outside?”

She nodded. “You’re not wearing what you came in. You’re mine now. You wear what I pick.”

His breath caught. “I can’t.”

She leaned in close. “Then we’ll leave with you in nothing. Panties and a leash. Or naked, if you stall. Choose.”

He stared at her, mouth open, shaking from head to toe. Part of him screamed to protest. To pull the curtain open and run. But the other part—the soaked, stretched, caged, owned part—was already lifting the crop top back into place.

“I’ll wear it,” he whispered.

Sasha grinned. “That’s my sissy.”

She helped him straighten the hem of the skirt, pulled his collar straight, and re-tied his ponytail. Then she kissed him, slow and deep.

“Let’s go be stared at.”

And he followed.

They took a patio table at a café on the corner, the kind with metal chairs and little white umbrellas that looked cute until the sun hit hard. Sasha chose the seat facing the street. She made Jamie sit with his back to the sidewalk—so she could watch who noticed him first.

The outfit left nothing to question. His pleated skirt barely covered the upper swell of his thighs. His panties were pink and sheer—visible if the breeze picked up just right. The halter top pulled tight across his chest, outlining the soft mounds his hormones hadn’t given him, but Sasha’s lessons had. The collar was locked, as always, tag visible, the words Property of Sasha swinging whenever he shifted. No bra. No safety net.

Just Jamie. Soft, trembling, cage-bound, and on display.

Sasha didn’t look nervous. She never did.

She crossed one leg over the other, leaned back in her chair, and smiled like she owned the street.

And she did.

Because she owned him.

“Water?” the waitress asked, doing a poor job hiding her glance at Jamie’s chest, then his collar. Her eyes flicked down—caught the skirt, the cage, the cage-bulge. Her mouth opened slightly, then snapped shut.

Sasha smiled. “Yes. And lemonade. Extra sweet.”

Jamie couldn’t meet her gaze.

Once the drinks arrived, Sasha picked up her phone and scrolled like nothing was strange. Her foot slipped beneath the table, pressed between Jamie’s legs, and applied pressure right under the cage.

He jumped.

“Sit still,” she murmured, not looking up. “You’re supposed to be trained.”

“I am,” he whispered, teeth clenched.

“Then act like it.”

Her foot pressed harder.

Jamie let out a soft, helpless sound.

People passed by. Some glanced. A few lingered. One man—a little older, maybe thirty—stood at the crosswalk across the street and watched for a long moment. His gaze didn’t leave Jamie’s legs.

Sasha noticed.

She smiled.

“Someone wants you.”

Jamie blushed hard. “Miss⁠—”

“He doesn’t know if you’re a girl or a boy,” she continued. “He doesn’t care. He just sees a soft thing in a short skirt, blushing and trembling.”

Her foot flexed, the cage grinding against his soaked panties.

“You’re making people hard, baby.”

Jamie whimpered.

Sasha took a slow sip of her drink, then leaned forward, elbows on the table. “If you don’t leak while we finish lunch,” she said, “I’ll let you watch me cum tonight.”

His mouth fell open.

“I won’t touch you,” she added. “You won’t get out of the cage. You’ll sit on the floor and watch while I moan your name and ride my own fingers. That’s your reward.”

He swallowed. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“You’d like that?”

“I need it.”

She smiled.

“Then keep those panties clean.”

Jamie sat still for the rest of the meal, shaking like a glass full of ice, thighs tight, hands gripping the edge of the table. He didn’t speak. Didn’t dare move. But when the check came, Sasha touched his chin and tilted his face up toward hers.

“You’ve never looked prettier,” she whispered.

And he almost leaked just from that.


Chapter Seven




The first rule of the new week came before Jamie even opened his eyes.

“Good girls wake on command,” Sasha whispered, voice low in his ear, her hand sliding down his chest, cool fingers stroking lightly over skin that had been stripped of hair, shame, and most of its resistance.

The second rule came the moment he blinked.

“You do not speak until I say your name. Not a word. Not a sound. If you moan, whimper, even yawn before I allow it—I’ll ignore you for the rest of the day.”

Jamie’s lips parted, instinctive. Her fingers were already brushing the edge of his cage, waking it before the rest of him caught up.

But he shut his mouth.

And nodded.

Sasha kissed his cheek. “Perfect.”

She pulled back the covers and helped him out of bed, hands guiding him like she was sculpting his posture. Back straight. Chin slightly tucked. Chest forward—not puffed up like a man, but tilted the way she liked, soft and inviting. Legs close together. Feet pointed inward, like a doll.

She made him stand like that for five full minutes while she brushed her teeth.

Then she gave the order.

“Speak.”

“Good morning, Miss Sasha,” he said, voice breathy. “Thank you for waking me.”

“You may proceed.”

That meant: Start your day. His day. The one she built.

On the wall beside her vanity, Sasha had installed a new dry-erase board.

It had Jamie’s name on it, written in pink marker with a heart over the "i."

Underneath were the categories:

• Wake-up Performance

• Uniform Compliance

• Posture & Movement

• Grooming Score

• Service Tasks

• Journal Completion

Each section had three boxes: Obedient / Acceptable / Needs Correction.

Jamie was expected to fill out the chart by 8pm every night—and rate himself honestly.

Beneath the board, Sasha had mounted a small shelf with Jamie’s new training journal. A real leather-bound book. Pink ribbon. Lock and key.

He unlocked it that morning with hands still trembling from not being allowed to speak, and turned to the first blank page.

At the top, in Sasha’s handwriting:

“Today I will serve. Today I will surrender. Today I will not forget who I am.”

Jamie stared at the sentence for a full minute before writing a single word beneath it:

“Yes.”

Then he continued:

I feel safe when I don’t have to make choices. When she tells me what to wear, how to stand, how to speak… it’s like the world stops being confusing. It just makes sense.

I know I’m supposed to want freedom. But I don’t. Not with her.

I want rules. I want to please. I want to be reshaped into something she’s proud of.

I don’t need to cum. I need to be seen.

When he finished, he looked down and saw he was leaking into his panties again.

Sasha inspected him after breakfast.

He wore what she picked: pastel boyshorts with tiny strawberries printed across the seat, a sheer camisole, and matching ankle socks with tiny bows. He’d spent twenty minutes doing his makeup with trembling fingers, trying to match the photo she left on the counter—pale lips, glossy eyes, soft pink shadow.

She circled him twice like a general inspecting her property.

“You’re getting better at the eyeliner,” she said. “But the posture’s slipping.”

Jamie immediately lifted his chin and adjusted his shoulders.

“Good.”

She reached behind him, clipped the leash to his collar, and handed him a feather duster.

“Now smile. You’re going to learn domestic obedience the same way you learned to take cock: slow, deep, and without question.”

And he smiled.

Evening came with soft light filtering in through the blinds and Sasha’s voice calling from her chair.

She didn’t shout. She never had to.

“Front and center.”

Jamie padded in quietly, still dressed from the obedience uniform she’d chosen—white mesh thong, bare chest, thigh-high socks. No cage-touching allowed all day. No edging. No praise. Just rules. His cock was aching, trapped in the plastic shell, damp from friction and denial. He was so hard he couldn’t stop twitching. But he didn’t speak. He knew better.

Sasha sat in her wide chair like a throne, robe open over a silk bralette and black lace panties. Her legs were spread, one knee hooked over the armrest. A book was open in one hand. Her other rested casually on her inner thigh.

She didn’t look up when he entered.

“Kneel.”

Jamie dropped, quiet and practiced.

She turned the page in her book.

“I’ve read your journal entries, sissy.”

He trembled.

“You don’t lie in them. That pleases me.”

She set the book down and reached out, not for his face, but for his leash, giving it a single tug.

“Crawl closer.”

He shuffled forward on his knees, inching until his face was less than a breath away from the heat of her pussy beneath the lace. He could smell her arousal, thick and sweet. His mouth watered.

But he didn’t move.

Not until she gave the word.

“Worship.”

He leaned forward and pressed a slow, reverent kiss to the inside of her thigh.

Then another, just above the lace hem.

He kissed every inch she offered—hips, thighs, lower stomach, the curve of her inner leg. But not her pussy. Not even the fabric over it.

She’d never needed to say it. That part wasn’t his.

“You wrote today that you feel safe without choices,” she said, voice low. “That when I make your decisions for you, the world makes sense.”

He kissed the edge of her panties.

“Say it.”

Jamie swallowed. “I feel safe without choices, Miss Sasha.”

“Why?”

“Because I trust you more than I trust myself.”

She smiled. “Good girl.”

Her hand found the back of his head, fingers winding into his hair.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed.

She pressed her pussy forward, grinding the soaked lace gently against his lips. He whimpered—more from pleasure than desperation. His tongue licked slowly, soaking the fabric, savoring the heat.

“You like being this close to something you’ll never own?”

He nodded.

“You’d rather kneel and serve than ever have control again.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“You don’t need to cum. You just need to make me.”

He moaned.

Her hips rolled forward slightly, letting the lace press harder against his mouth. She was slick already—dripping through the fabric. He licked and kissed and nuzzled into it, his cage throbbing, untouched.

“You said you wanted to be used like a toy,” she whispered, voice tightening. “Are you ready to be put back on the shelf when I’m done?”

Jamie’s voice was hoarse. “Yes, Miss.”

Her thighs tightened around his head. Her hips rocked slow. She wasn’t humping him—she was claiming him. His nose pressed into the hot, soaked gusset. His tongue moved with devotion, not hunger.

“You’re not my boyfriend,” she whispered. “You’re not even my partner.”

She moaned quietly.

“You’re my thing.”

He nodded helplessly, tears hot behind his eyes.

She came with a slow exhale, hips arching into his face, one hand gripping the top of his head like reins. She didn’t scream. She didn’t squirm. She possessed.

And Jamie stayed perfectly still while she used him.

When it passed, Sasha leaned back in the chair and looked down at him. Her panties were soaked. His lips were wet. His eyes were glassy.

“You can kiss the wet spot.”

He did.

“You may thank me.”

He looked up. “Thank you for using me, Miss Sasha. Thank you for letting me be part of it.”

She nodded.

Then reached for her book.

“You’re dismissed.”

He didn’t move.

She raised an eyebrow.

He crawled backward, slow and silent, and disappeared down the hall—head spinning, heart full, cage aching, mouth still full of her.

And not one drop of it had belonged to him.

The house was quiet the next morning. Not peaceful—controlled. The silence was Sasha’s doing. It wasn’t emptiness. It was expectation.

Jamie stood in the hallway wearing a powder-blue apron and nothing else. Cage locked. Hair in pigtails. Makeup lightly done—just enough to show he’d followed her written instructions. There was a checklist taped to the bathroom mirror now. Every item initialed in pink marker.

It was 7:02 a.m. He was two minutes late.

Sasha appeared in the doorway.

Her voice was calm. “You’re not on time.”

Jamie’s stomach dropped. “I’m⁠—”

She raised her hand, palm flat.

He shut up instantly.

“You knew the schedule,” she said, walking around him. “You were trained. You set the alarm. So what excuse could there possibly be?”

“I forgot to set my clothes out, Miss Sasha.”

“Sloppy.”

“Yes, Miss.”

She snapped her fingers. “Posture drill. Now.”

Jamie dropped his gaze and lifted his chin, shoulders down and back, chest forward. He placed his hands neatly behind his back and pressed his knees together.

“Too stiff. Relax the shoulders.”

He adjusted.

“Better.”

She walked a slow circle around him. “Feet together.”

He obeyed.

“Now say it. Full phrase.”

“I am your sissy. I exist to obey. I wear what you tell me. I think what you allow. I am here to serve, not speak.”

Sasha stepped closer. “Tone?”

Jamie cleared his throat and repeated it, softer this time, more melodic.

She nodded.

Then: “Get on all fours. Heel walk. Living room.”

He dropped to his knees without hesitation and began crawling.

Sasha made him clean the entire kitchen on hands and knees.

Not scrubbing. Organizing. Every spice label had to face forward. Every dish arranged by size, every drawer by category. She watched the whole time from a stool, sipping her coffee, one leg crossed over the other, the leash resting in her lap like a housecat.

When he fumbled a dishcloth and dropped it, she clucked her tongue.

“Again.”

He folded it neatly, corners aligned, placed it on the rack.

“Time check?”

“Two minutes, thirty-nine seconds, Miss Sasha.”

She raised a brow. “Target time was two. You’ve been slow all day.”

“I’ll do better.”

She stood up and unclipped the leash from her belt loop.

“You’ll do it again.”

Next was grooming.

Not hers. His.

He knelt on a towel in the bathroom while she inspected every inch of him with a small pink LED flashlight and a pair of tiny scissors.

She checked his pubes—every stray hair removed. She measured the length of his eyebrows. She plucked three. She adjusted his blush with a cotton swab. And when she found a rough patch behind his knee?

“You missed your lotion pass.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Sasha⁠—”

“You’re not sorry. You’re lazy. Say it.”

“I was lazy.”

“Again.”

“I was lazy, Miss Sasha.”

She smeared a dollop of lavender lotion over the spot and rubbed it in herself.

“You are not allowed to represent my ownership with half-assed skin.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Later, she made him stand in front of a full-length mirror and practice ten minutes of speech repetition.

He was required to say:

• “My name is Jamie. I am Sasha’s girl.”

• “I don’t need to cum. I need to serve.”

• “My cage is my reminder.”

• “I am pretty when I’m obedient.”

Each sentence had to be said with different inflections: cheerful, whispering, breathy, tearful. She corrected tone, posture, even his pitch.

When he got one wrong, she made him start the whole sequence over.

By the end of the hour, Jamie’s voice was raw and his cage was dripping through the satin of his training thong.

She didn’t touch him once that day.

No teasing. No petting. Not even a tap to the cage.

Total discipline.

When she finally allowed him to rest, it was on the floor beside her chair, curled up with his head on her bare foot.

“I’m not punishing you,” she said, stroking his hair. “I’m shaping you.”

“I know, Miss Sasha.”

“And when you’re perfect, I’ll relax. But not until then.”

Jamie shivered against her leg.

And whispered, “Please don’t relax.”

Jamie didn’t ask for release that night.

He didn’t even dream of it.

He knelt at the edge of the bed, collar locked, wrists resting in his lap like a doll waiting to be played with. His cage was full. Not just of cock and ache—but obedience. Focus. Purpose. Every part of his body had been scrubbed, inspected, corrected, positioned. The world had shrunk down to exactly one room, one woman, one need.

Sasha stood at her vanity, brushing out her hair in long, slow strokes. Her robe had slipped open, showing the soft curve of her waist, the peek of black lace beneath. She knew he was watching. She always knew.

When she finally turned, her eyes met his. She said nothing at first. Just watched him.

Then she spoke the only command he needed:

“Undress me.”

Jamie rose to his knees and crawled forward without a word. His hands were delicate, reverent, pulling the robe from her shoulders. He folded it and set it neatly on the nightstand, then sank back to his knees.

Sasha wore only the lace panties now.

“Do you want to make me cum?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Why?”

“Because your pleasure is the only thing I’m allowed to want.”

Her mouth curved.

She climbed onto the bed, stretched across it like a goddess offering nothing. She didn’t look at him when she spoke again.

“You may watch.”

Jamie stayed on the floor, breath caught in his throat.

Sasha spread her legs, fingers sliding down slowly. Her touch wasn’t frantic. It was intentional. Lazy. Cruel. She traced the outline of her lips through the lace, then slid them down and off, tossing the panties to the side.

Jamie whimpered.

She slipped one finger inside herself without fanfare. Then another. The wet sound of it made Jamie’s eyes roll back.

“This is what you serve,” she whispered, voice thick. “Not a woman. Not a girlfriend. Not a fantasy.”

She moaned, slow and quiet.

“You serve my need.”

Her hips rocked. Her thighs tensed. Jamie’s forehead pressed against the mattress, lips parted, panting like a dog at her feet. His cage twitched violently, the pressure enough to make him dizzy.

She fucked herself with deep strokes, knuckles wet, her other hand teasing her clit. She looked down at him—mascara dark around her eyes, lips parted in pleasure.

“I think about you like this,” she gasped. “Helpless. Hard. Watching.”

Jamie trembled.

“I cum for me,” she said, “but I cum harder because you’re denied.”

That’s when she came.

Her back arched, one hand gripping the sheets, her mouth spilling his name. She didn’t scream. She growled it—deep and broken.

“Jamie…”

He nearly came in the cage just hearing it.

She let the tremor ride through her, hips jerking softly, then collapsing against the bed, sweat on her stomach, her chest rising and falling with every breath.

Jamie was still frozen.

Still kneeling.

Still hers.

Sasha turned her head lazily toward him.

“You may kiss my thigh.”

He crawled forward and did. Slow. Grateful. Reverent.

Then he whispered against her skin: “Please never stop owning me.”

She laughed softly, fingers carding through his hair.

“Oh, baby,” she said, voice half-breathless, “I haven’t even started.”


Chapter Eight




Jamie was brushing out his hair when the phone vibrated.

It wasn’t a loud buzz. Not even a long one. Just a small, sharp tremor on the marble counter where Sasha kept the locked device he wasn’t allowed to open. He froze, brush halfway through a pigtail. Sasha was on the couch, one leg over the other, casually flipping through a home design magazine like she wasn’t watching him.

But she always watched him.

Jamie turned. “Miss Sasha…”

She tilted her head. “Say it properly.”

He took a breath. “May I ask about the phone, Miss Sasha?”

“You may.” She closed the magazine. “It’s your sister.”

Jamie’s heart stopped.

His voice cracked before he could even catch it. “W-what?”

“She found your new number. Likely from one of the old contacts you didn’t scrub hard enough. It’s a message. She’s in town. Wants to meet.”

Jamie’s stomach twisted.

He hadn’t seen her in almost a year. Since long before Sasha. Since long before the cage, the rules, the collar, the sissy panties that now felt like skin. Last time they spoke, he was James. A little awkward, a little aimless, but normal. Now he was kneeling to a woman who kept a key to his body hanging between her tits.

“Wants to meet when?” he asked.

“Today. Coffee shop downtown.”

He bit his lip, struggling. The instinct was still there. The guilt. The man-shaped reflex. He should go. He should apologize for falling off the grid. He should explain something—anything—to someone who used to love him like family.

But Sasha didn’t interrupt.

She let him stew in it.

Finally, he looked at her. “Should I go?”

She shrugged. “Do you want to?”

“I… I don’t know.”

“Then I won’t decide for you.”

Her eyes didn’t blink. “But if you go, you go as mine.”

Jamie swallowed.

“You don’t take off the cage. You don’t wear boy clothes. You don’t bury yourself under guilt or denial or ugly half-truths. If you go—you go as what you are. What I’ve made you.”

He felt his knees weaken.

She stood and walked over slowly, took his chin in one hand, and held him still.

“I don’t care if she accepts you. That’s not the test.”

He nodded.

“I want to see if you accept you.”

The room was still.

He whispered, “I want to try.”

Her smile was small, quiet. “Then go get dressed.”

Fifteen minutes later, Jamie stood in the full-length mirror.

He wore a soft pink blouse tucked into light skinny jeans. No bra—but the shirt clung to the soft swell of his chest. He wasn’t padded. Sasha refused to let him pretend. What shape he had was earned—hormones, posture, practice. Underneath the jeans, he wore a mesh thong and the locked cage, now pressing tight against denim with every shaky breath.

Sasha had tied a ribbon around his ponytail.

She’d chosen a pale gloss for his lips and a hint of blush to highlight his cheekbones.

The only thing that wasn’t visible was the collar—replaced, temporarily, by a velvet choker with a tiny silver charm.

“You can’t lie,” she said, standing behind him. “But you don’t have to give anyone the truth, either.”

“I don’t know what I’ll say.”

“Then say nothing. Or just tell her what you need her to know. But don’t apologize for who you are now. Or I’ll take that choker off and put the collar back on and make you walk there in heels and a fucking miniskirt.”

Jamie let out a shaking breath. “I don’t deserve you.”

She leaned in, lips against his ear. “Then go earn me.”

The coffee shop was bright, crowded, casual. White tile floors, wooden tables, laptops open, phones out. Nobody paid attention to anyone else. That should’ve helped.

It didn’t.

Jamie entered on Sasha’s arm. She wasn’t holding his hand. She wasn’t walking in front of him. She was beside him—coiled and poised, the way only a woman completely in control ever looked. He wasn’t caged by her hand. He was caged by everything else she’d built into him.

He felt it in the click of his boots on the tile. In the gentle swing of his hips. In the slight tug of the cage through his jeans as he walked.

She’d told him he could go alone.

He didn’t want to.

His sister sat in the far corner, back to the wall, phone in one hand, coffee in the other. She didn’t look up right away. Sasha leaned toward him, just enough to whisper:

“You do this at your pace.”

Jamie nodded, mouth dry.

He walked ahead and crossed the room alone.

Her head lifted when the shadow fell over her table. Her smile was polite at first. Casual. She blinked, clearly not recognizing him. Jamie stood still.

Then her eyes shifted.

Froze.

“...James?”

He nodded slowly. “Hi, Talia.”

Her mouth parted slightly. She looked him up and down—subtle, not cruel. But confused.

“You look… different.”

Jamie pulled the chair out and sat across from her, legs crossed carefully, posture exact.

Talia squinted. “I mean… wow. Okay. I didn’t know what to expect. But you—” she stopped. “You look kind of like a girl.”

He didn’t flinch. “That’s not an accident.”

A pause.

Another scan. Eyes on the pink gloss. The soft jaw. The choker. The narrow frame. Then, maybe—just maybe—the shape under the jeans that didn’t match anything familiar.

“Okay,” she said slowly. “So… is this a trans thing?”

“No.”

Another pause.

“I mean… are you okay?”

Jamie tilted his head. “I’m better than okay.”

She gave a nervous laugh. “Okay. So, like… is this who you are now?”

“Yes.”

Talia’s eyes darted past him—to Sasha, across the room, watching silently from a small table by the window.

“Is that… your girlfriend?”

He nodded.

“She make you do this?”

Jamie stiffened. “No.”

She leaned back. “I mean, you vanished, James. You ghosted me. You ghosted everyone. Then you show up in tight jeans and lipstick calling yourself someone else—what am I supposed to think?”

“I don’t call myself someone else,” he said. “You do.”

That landed harder than he expected.

She stared.

“You’re serious.”

He nodded.

“This is, like… a thing. Not a phase. Not some fetish.”

Jamie blinked. “Of course it’s a fetish.”

She choked. “What?”

“It turns me on. It makes me alive. But it’s not a joke. It’s not a game. It’s real. I live this. Every day.”

Talia’s brow furrowed. “You’re serious.”

“I’m always caged,” he said quietly.

Her eyes widened.

“I don’t cum. I don’t jerk off. I don’t get touched unless she decides I’ve earned it. I don’t own my name anymore. My time. My privacy. My choices. She owns me.”

Talia was speechless.

“And I choose that,” he said.

Silence stretched.

Jamie looked down at his hands in his lap. Then back up. “You don’t have to understand it. You don’t even have to like it. But I’m not ashamed of who I am.”

Her eyes softened—just a little. “I’m not mad at you. I’m just… worried.”

“I’m not,” he said.

And then, softer: “Not anymore.”

Talia sat back, hands around her coffee cup. “Okay.”

He blinked. “Okay?”

She gave a breathy laugh. “I still think this is fucking weird. I mean… c’mon.”

Jamie smiled.

“But if you’re not in danger—if this isn’t some cult or manipulation thing—and if you’re happy…” she trailed off. “Then maybe that’s all that matters.”

He took a breath.

Then: “I don’t need your approval. But thank you.”

Talia sipped her drink. “Still. Would’ve been nice to get a damn text first.”

Jamie smiled again. “I’m not the same person anymore.”

She nodded. “Clearly.”

A pause. Then:

“You have a new name?”

He hesitated.

Then looked toward Sasha.

She gave him the faintest nod.

“Jamie.”

Talia smiled—reluctant, but real. “Okay, Jamie.”

Outside, Jamie leaned against the wall and exhaled hard.

Sasha stepped in front of him and pulled a small tissue from her purse. She dabbed gently under his eyes where the mascara had smudged.

He whispered, “Did I mess it up?”

“No,” she said simply.

“I almost backed down.”

“But you didn’t.”

He looked up at her, eyes wet.

“I told her the truth.”

“And you didn’t ask me if you were allowed.”

Jamie froze.

“You didn’t wait for a script. Or a command. You spoke as yourself.”

He bit his lip.

Sasha reached out, her hand cupping the cage through his jeans.

“You did exactly what I needed.”

She leaned in.

“And tonight, I’m going to remind you who that voice belongs to.”

The walk home was quiet, but not cold. Sasha didn’t ask questions. She didn’t give commands. She didn’t rush. Jamie walked beside her, hands tucked into the sleeves of his blouse, the cage tucked tight between his legs, rubbing gently with every step like it was reminding him: this isn’t yours anymore.

The city moved around them, but the noise didn’t reach him. He kept replaying the conversation in his head—his sister’s shock, her hesitation, the disbelief in her eyes. He hadn’t shattered her, but he hadn’t softened things either. He’d said the words that mattered, without permission, without scripting, without Sasha there to puppeteer him.

It had felt… terrifying. And so fucking real.

His stomach twisted with pride and leftover fear, like the moment hadn’t entirely settled inside him yet.

He glanced sideways at Sasha. She was watching ahead, calm and unreadable. He always tried to guess what she was thinking, but the truth was, when she wanted to be still, she was still—like glass water on a lake. But there was something in the way her hand brushed his lower back when they stopped at a crosswalk. Not a command. Not a warning. Just… contact. A grounding touch. Like she knew he was in his head, and she was reminding him where he belonged.

Back at the apartment, Jamie stood by the door, unsure of what happened next. He didn’t know if she was going to pull him in close or put him on his knees or ignore him completely. He felt cracked open—raw but not bleeding. There was no arousal, not really. The cage pulsed faintly, but it wasn’t lust that filled him.

It was this heat behind his ribs, this sense that something had shifted inside him and there was no way back now.

Sasha unhooked her coat and draped it over the chair. She turned to look at him, her expression still unreadable. Jamie swallowed, heart thumping. He didn’t dare speak first.

She stepped forward slowly and reached for the hem of his blouse.

Jamie didn’t move.

She lifted it over his head in one smooth motion, folded it once, and placed it gently on the table. Then her fingers went to the clasp of his jeans. He felt his breath catch—not because he expected sex, but because this felt important. Like a ritual, not a striptease.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t look him in the eye.

She just undressed him. Quietly. Thoroughly.

Once the jeans were peeled down, the thong followed, and then he was bare except for the cage, the collar now visible again, and the soft socks she’d chosen for him that morning.

Sasha stepped back and finally looked at him, fully naked, shaking, breath shallow. He couldn’t find the words to explain what was happening in his head. How it felt to stand there, not just exposed but revealed. There was no mask left. Not even the idea of one.

He whispered, “Miss Sasha…”

She raised one finger.

He stopped.

Then she moved to the side of the room and picked something off the dresser.

The leash.

She walked back, clipped it to his collar with a clean metallic click, and gave the faintest tug downward.

He dropped to his knees instantly.

His body obeyed faster than his thoughts.

She didn’t smile, but there was warmth in her eyes now—quiet pride, like she was seeing something she’d been waiting for. She knelt with him, level, and rested her hands on his shoulders. The weight of them was familiar. But the look in her eyes wasn’t dominance.

It was ownership.

Not because she forced it—but because he gave it.

“You didn’t ask me for strength today,” she said quietly. “You didn’t need me to speak for you. You didn’t hide behind rules or rituals.”

Jamie’s throat tightened.

“You stood in front of someone who only knew the ghost of you—and you didn’t shrink.”

She leaned forward, forehead touching his.

“That’s what I needed to see.”

His breath hitched. He wanted to cry, not because she was yelling or denying or teasing—but because he’d never been seen like this. Not even by her. Not this version of him. The one that stood on his own and still chose her. The one that didn’t need a leash to know where he belonged—but wanted it anyway.

“I didn’t know if I could do it,” he whispered.

“I did.”

He blinked hard, fighting the sting behind his eyes.

“Do I still belong to you?”

Sasha nodded, firm. “More than ever.”

The room was dim, quiet except for the faint hum of the air conditioner and the soft rustle of fabric as Sasha moved through the space like she was preparing a ritual.

Jamie knelt at the foot of the bed, his leash coiled neatly in his lap, head bowed but not in shame—in offering. There was no erection. The cage pulsed, yes, heavy with denied pressure, but that wasn’t what this was about. This was beyond arousal. This was what it meant to give himself over, again—but more willingly than ever.

Sasha lit a single candle on the nightstand.

She didn’t need it for light.

She wanted ceremony.

“Close your eyes.”

Jamie obeyed. The world darkened.

He could hear her movements: the drawer opening, the light rattle of metal, the quiet creak of leather. His pulse thudded in his ears, but he didn’t move. He didn’t flinch. He felt her fingers brush his jaw.

“Open your mouth.”

He parted his lips.

She slid something soft between them—not fabric. Silicone. A blindfold, but not for his eyes. He held it there without biting. She adjusted the strap behind his head, tightening it until darkness was complete.

“Hands behind your back.”

He folded them slowly, deliberately, the way she liked. Shoulders back. Spine straight. His knees ached on the hardwood, but he didn’t shift. That ache was earned.

Sasha circled him, the whisper of her bare feet on the floor like the wind around a flame.

“Repeat your mantra.”

Jamie licked his lips and spoke softly.

“My name is Jamie. I am Sasha’s girl.”

“Again.”

“My name is Jamie. I am Sasha’s girl.”

He swallowed, breath catching.

“I don’t need to cum. I need to serve.”

“I don’t own my body. I wear what I’m given. I speak what I’m allowed.”

“I am not a man. I am hers.”

Silence. Stillness.

Then a hand, warm and sure, pressing over the cage.

Not teasing.

Claiming.

“You may not touch this,” she whispered. “Not ever. Not unless I give you permission. This doesn’t belong to you.”

Jamie’s voice broke. “Yes, Miss Sasha.”

She leaned closer. He could feel her breath on his cheek.

“You belong to me. Not because I locked you up. Not because I dressed you. Not because I trained you.”

Her lips brushed his ear.

“You belong to me because you stayed.”

He felt the tears start before he could stop them. Not sobbing. Not wild. Just the quiet, hot surrender of a dam that didn’t need to hold anymore.

“Please,” he whispered. “Please don’t let me go. Take it all. My name, my choices—my past. Take it.”

Sasha’s hand rose and stroked through his hair.

“It’s already mine.”

She pressed her fingers against the front of the cage, firm and possessive.

“And that name you were born with?”

He nodded slowly, not speaking, not daring to break the moment.

“It’s dead now.”

Her voice was final.

Only she knew who he was.

Only she would.


Chapter Nine




The light was soft and gray when Jamie woke up. He blinked slowly, disoriented—not because of a dream, but because he wasn’t cold. He wasn’t on the floor. He wasn’t curled up on the foot of the bed like a good girl waiting to be called up. He was in the bed. With her.

That hadn’t happened before.

His first instinct was to check the rules. Was this allowed? Was it a test? But the leash was looped gently around his neck and coiled into Sasha’s hand where it rested on the pillow beside her cheek. Not tight. Not pulling. Just… present. A thread between them.

Her other hand rested on his hip, warm and bare.

He didn’t move. Not at first.

His cage throbbed faintly against the mattress, morning ache restrained by unforgiving plastic. But the pressure wasn’t panic-inducing. It wasn’t desperation. It was background noise—his constant companion. Just another part of his body now.

Sasha stirred. Her grip on the leash didn’t tighten, but her fingers flexed.

“You’re awake,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep.

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

He could feel the heat of her breath against the back of his neck.

“You didn’t ask permission to speak.”

Jamie stiffened slightly. “Do I need it in bed?”

There was a long pause. Not cold, just deliberate.

“No.”

She let the word hang there for a moment, then curled her fingers tighter into the leash.

“Not today.”

Jamie let himself exhale slowly, the tension bleeding out of his back. His body relaxed into hers.

He didn’t know what this was—what it meant. Sasha never explained her softness. She gave it in moments like this, in half-closed eyes and quiet grips, in the way she didn’t correct him when he turned toward her and buried his face into the space between her collarbone and the edge of her nightshirt.

He whispered, “I didn’t expect to sleep up here.”

“You earned it.”

That wasn’t what made his throat tighten.

It was how simply she said it.

No fanfare. No ceremony. Just truth.

“I thought you only let me in your bed if I was going to be used.”

“You are being used.”

Her hand moved to the back of his neck, cupping it lightly.

“I use your body when I want. I use your trust when I need. But this—” her thumb brushed his jaw, “—this is the part of you I keep when you’re empty.”

Jamie felt his chest seize. His lip trembled. But he didn’t speak. Not yet.

“You’ve proven yourself,” she said after a long pause. “You’ve been broken. You’ve been tested. You didn’t just survive—you obeyed, even when I wasn’t watching.”

She pulled the leash until it rested snug under his jaw. Not choking. Not painful. But enough to remind him whose he was.

“Now I want to see how deep you’ll let me in.”

Jamie swallowed hard.

“I don’t know what’s left.”

Sasha didn’t laugh. She didn’t smirk. Her voice was low and warm.

“Then I’ll show you.”

He turned to face her slowly, and her hand came up to brush a lock of hair from his cheek. There was no lipstick on his lips this morning, no mascara on his lashes. Just skin. Just him. And her eyes, still full of sleep, softened in a way that made his stomach flutter.

“Do I still need to wear the cage today?” he asked, barely a whisper.

Her thumb traced the curve of his chin.

“Yes.”

Jamie nodded. “I like that answer.”

The bathroom was already warm from the steam when Sasha tugged Jamie by the leash across the tile. The floor was cold on his bare feet, but her grip was firm and slow, the leash draped loosely in her hand like she was walking a prize—not dragging a pet.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t tell him what was about to happen. She just opened the glass shower door, stepped in without undressing, and looked at him like that was all the command he should need.

Jamie followed instantly.

The water was hot, almost too hot. It rolled down his chest in thick rivulets, streaming over the cage and down his thighs. His skin prickled. His breath caught. Sasha still hadn’t spoken.

She turned slowly under the stream, her white sleep shirt turning sheer and sticking to her skin, clinging to the curve of her breasts, the slope of her hips. He didn’t move. He just stood there, wet and silent, the cage already pulsing between his legs.

She reached for the small bottle on the shelf. Shampoo. Unscented. Functional.

Jamie expected her to hand it to him.

She didn’t.

Instead, she squeezed a dollop into her palm, rubbed it between her fingers, and reached up—fingers slipping into his hair like they belonged there.

His eyes fluttered shut.

She massaged his scalp with slow, circular motions, careful and practiced. Not like she was washing him. Like she was anointing him. He melted under her touch, his knees nearly giving out. Every time her fingers grazed the base of his skull, he felt his whole body light up.

“You don’t move until I say.”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

Her hands worked through his hair for minutes. When she rinsed him, she used both hands to guide the water down the strands, fingers combing through gently. When it was done, she reached for the body wash.

Coconut. Feminine.

He braced for her to command him to wash her.

But she knelt instead.

She started with his feet.

He watched, stunned, as Sasha—his Mistress, his owner—lathered her hands and began washing him. Toes. Ankles. Calves. Her fingers gentle but thorough, slipping behind his knees, up his thighs, circling the cage but never touching it directly. The fabric of his body was hers now. Every inch.

She rose slowly, suds coating her hands, and moved behind him.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed.

She scrubbed his back, slow strokes down his spine, fingers curling around his ribs. Then his arms—every finger, each palm, the undersides of his wrists. She turned him around and washed his chest, avoiding his nipples at first, then returning to them with a teasing swirl that made him gasp.

He almost forgot to ask.

“Miss Sasha… may I wash you?”

She tilted her head, water dripping down her jaw. “Do you want to?”

“Yes.”

She handed him the washcloth.

“No hunger,” she said softly. “No claiming. Just care.”

He nodded, swallowing.

He began with her neck, gentle circles down to her shoulders. Her shirt stuck to her skin, and he slid his hand slowly across the cotton, eyes locked on hers, reading every twitch of approval, every blink of correction. She didn’t need to speak. He could tell when his pressure was wrong. He could see it.

He adjusted.

She let him.

He washed her arms, then down the sides of her ribs, her stomach, her hips. She didn’t stop him when he knelt. She didn’t stop him when he slipped his hands under the shirt to wash her thighs, the swell of her ass, the crease where skin met skin.

When he moved too close to her pussy, she spoke one word:

“No.”

He froze. “Yes, Miss.”

“Not like that,” she said. “Not yet.”

She stepped back and dropped the washcloth.

“Now rinse me.”

He obeyed, hands guiding the water down her arms, her stomach, her legs. He didn’t touch the fabric between her legs. Not even once. He didn’t dare.

“You’re learning,” she said quietly.

“Learning what?”

Sasha turned off the water.

“How to worship without needing.”

She dried herself quickly and stepped out, grabbing a towel for her hair. Jamie stood dripping, waiting.

She handed him his towel and nodded toward the mirror.

“Look.”

He turned.

His hair was wet, curling softly around his jaw. His chest looked smooth and flushed from the heat, his thighs pink and trembling. The cage stood out like a permanent reminder—tucked between his legs, swollen but helpless. His cheeks were red. His lips parted.

“You look owned,” she said.

He swallowed hard. “I feel it.”

She stepped behind him, wrapped her arms loosely around his waist, and rested her chin on his shoulder.

“Tell me what you saw today.”

“In the mirror?”

“No. In you.”

Jamie blinked. “I saw… peace. Not safety. Not just obedience. But… peace.”

Sasha kissed his shoulder. “Good girl.”

By early afternoon, Sasha had dressed in something simple: a soft cotton tank top, no bra, and loose lounge pants that sat low on her hips. She moved barefoot through the apartment, sipping from a pink ceramic mug while Jamie trailed behind her like a well-trained shadow.

He wasn’t made up. No makeup. No collar. No leash. No tight lingerie to restrict his hips or corset digging into his ribs.

Just Sasha’s shirt.

One of her oversized sleep shirts, so worn it was nearly translucent. It hung off one shoulder and brushed the tops of his thighs like a dress. Underneath, of course, he was still locked in the cage. That part hadn’t changed. Wouldn’t change. But for once, he wasn’t dolled up for attention or humiliation. He was just… home. Still a sissy. Still hers. But softer.

“You walk quieter like this,” Sasha said, glancing over her shoulder as she set her mug down on the counter. “No heels, no clacking. Almost like a little ghost.”

“I like being quiet,” Jamie said, stepping up behind her. “It helps me hear you better.”

She raised an eyebrow. “That was dangerously sweet.”

He flushed.

She handed him a dish towel. “Start drying.”

They worked side by side at the kitchen sink. Sasha washed, Jamie dried. It was mundane. Domestic. Ordinary, if not for the visual of his bare legs poking out under her shirt and the occasional jingle of the cage when he shifted too fast. Every now and then, she’d flick water at his thigh or ruffle his hair. Not hard. Not cruel. Just enough to remind him he was still her sissy, no matter how cozy the moment felt.

Jamie caught himself humming at one point—some half-remembered tune from years ago—and froze, wide-eyed.

Sasha didn’t scold him.

She just smiled and said, “You hum when you’re happy.”

He relaxed.

“I used to only do it when I was alone,” he admitted.

“Because it was safer?”

“Because I didn’t know what safe was supposed to feel like.”

Later, Sasha curled up on the couch with a book while Jamie folded laundry on the floor. Her laundry. He touched each item like it was sacred: panties, bras, loungewear, stockings. All clean. All worn by her. His hands were careful, his folds precise, every edge aligned, like this was a task that decided whether or not he slept in her bed again tonight.

When he finished, he turned around and sat on his knees, folding his hands in his lap.

Sasha looked over the rim of her book.

“You’re waiting for something?”

“Permission.”

“For what?”

“To touch you.”

She marked her page, set the book down, and held out her hand.

Jamie crawled forward and climbed into her lap like a cat—slow, reverent. She adjusted him until his head rested on her chest, cheek pressing against the soft cotton of her tank top. Her hand slid into his hair. She scratched gently behind his ear.

“You’re quieter now than when I first met you,” she said.

“I was still trying to figure out if you were real.”

She gave a low hum. “And now?”

“Now I’m trying to figure out how I lived without this.”

Sasha didn’t answer right away. She just kept stroking his hair, her fingers idly curling a strand around her knuckle.

“You thought love had to look like freedom,” she said eventually. “Like compromise.”

Jamie blinked slowly. “I thought love meant being accepted.”

“No,” she said softly. “Love means being claimed.”

He nuzzled into her shoulder. “I don’t want to be anything else.”

She pulled the leash off the coffee table and clipped it to his collar.

“You’re not.”

Jamie had long since stopped trying to guess Sasha’s moods.

Even now, as she guided him toward the bed with the leash slack in her fingers, he didn’t ask if this was going to be pleasure or punishment. The energy wasn’t sexual in the traditional way—there was no rush, no edge to her voice. She wasn’t prowling or pouncing. She was settled.

It was worse. And better.

She sat down on the mattress, back against the headboard, and gave one small tug.

Jamie climbed up slowly, his knees sinking into the sheets, the oversized shirt brushing against his thighs. She didn’t tell him where to go. She didn’t give him instructions. He simply curled himself into her side like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Because it was now.

He belonged there.

Sasha slung the leash once around her wrist and coiled the end in her palm, then laid her arm around his shoulders. Not pinning him. Not locking him down. But making a point.

“You’ve earned this,” she said softly.

Jamie rested his head on her chest. “It doesn’t feel like earning.”

“Because you’ve been made to think comfort has to be conditional.”

He didn’t answer. He wasn’t sure how.

“You used to think surrender meant weakness,” she continued. “But you’ve surrendered everything—and now you’re strong enough to rest.”

Jamie let out a slow breath and nodded against her collarbone. The cage pulsed gently, aching, restrained. But not in desperation. It was just a reminder. A weight. His anchor.

He whispered, “You’re the only one who sees me.”

“I’m the only one who wanted to.”

Silence followed. Heavy, full. Not awkward. Not cold.

Full.

Sasha reached down and slid her hand under the hem of the shirt. Not rough. Not teasing. Her fingers drifted down over the curve of his hip, tracing slow, deliberate lines across the smooth skin of his inner thigh. When she reached the cage, she let her fingers rest there. No pressure. Just presence.

Jamie’s breath caught.

She started to stroke it—not the way someone jerks off a cock. No urgency. No demand. Just a lazy rhythm that sent waves through him like gentle tide. The cage couldn’t respond, not really, but his body still did. His hips twitched. His eyes closed.

“You still get hard for me,” she murmured. “Even when there’s no point.”

“There’s always a point.”

She chuckled.

“You’re right.”

She kept stroking, slowly, rhythmically, until he was shaking—cage full, thighs clenched, breath shallow.

“Please,” he whispered.

“Please, what?”

He swallowed. “Please never stop. Never let go. Never give me back.”

Sasha let her fingers trail down from the cage to the leash, giving it a soft tug.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

Jamie’s eyes welled. Not from pain. Not even from frustration.

Just love.

Deep, sharp, unrelenting love that filled his chest and made it impossible to breathe.

He pressed his face into her shoulder and cried.

And Sasha held him with one arm while stroking the cage with the other, whispering over and over again⁠—

“You’re mine.”


Chapter Ten




Jamie entered the bedroom expecting nothing. It was late morning. The sunlight was soft, pouring through the sheer curtains Sasha had insisted on months ago. The bed was still perfectly made, untouched since early dawn, though he hadn’t slept there last night. She’d kept him in the corner—naked but collared, curled into the soft plush of her floor rug with the leash wrapped around one wrist.

And he had felt… loved.

But now something new waited.

A small square box sat in the center of the bed. Pale pink. Silver ribbon. There was no note attached to the lid, but Jamie didn’t need one. The fact that it was on her bed, centered like a ritual object, told him enough. This wasn’t a gift. It was an instruction.

His fingers trembled slightly as he pulled the ribbon free.

The lid lifted with a whisper, and inside—folded with careful perfection—was a full set of lingerie. But not like the training pieces she used to give him. Not pink lace or ridiculous ruffles. This was elegant. Refined. Black and mauve satin, sleek lines, high-end details. The bra was underwired and padded in a way that curved outward, not upward—realistic femininity, not parody.

There was a garter belt. Matching stockings, rolled tight. A thong—tiny, severe, not designed for comfort.

And beneath it all, sitting on a soft black silk square like jewelry, was the plug.

Thick. Tapered. Glass. With a small pink gem on the base.

Jamie’s throat closed.

He didn’t notice the card tucked under the last piece until his hands began shaking.

He unfolded it slowly.

Put it on.

Come to me when you’re ready to never go back.

He read the words again.

Then again.

Then he just stared down at the set, chest rising and falling fast, breath catching at the edge of his ribs like it didn’t know where to settle.

He could have stopped. That option existed. Sasha hadn’t locked the bathroom. She hadn’t stood in the doorway. There were no cuffs, no chains, no tricks. She’d left a box on the bed, and a choice inside it.

But it didn’t feel like a choice.

It felt like a door.

And Jamie was already stepping through it.

He undressed carefully, folding the soft cotton shirt Sasha had let him sleep in and placing it at the foot of the bed. His body looked different now than it had months ago. Not just in shape—though the hormones and diet and training had sculpted him noticeably—but in posture. The way he stood. The way he moved.

The way he looked at himself.

He didn’t see a man in a cage anymore.

He saw something that had become.

He pulled on the stockings first, rolling them delicately up his thighs, the satin sheen catching the light. The garter belt clicked into place with a snug tug across his hips. Then the thong—tight, merciless, but aligning everything like it was made for his cage.

The bra took a moment. But once it was clipped, adjusted, the curve of it framed his chest just right. The illusion was complete. No. Not illusion. Truth.

He’d never looked more like what he felt.

Then the plug.

His hands trembled as he lifted it, the cold glass shocking against his palm.

He lubed it thoroughly, bracing one hand against the mattress, and positioned the tip. His breath caught when it began to slide in—not because of the stretch, which was familiar now, but because of the finality. This wasn’t prep. This wasn’t play.

This was claiming.

When it seated fully, the jeweled base settled between his cheeks with a snug, heavy throb.

Jamie stood slowly, legs trembling. He looked in the mirror. Gartered, plugged, caged, padded, collared.

He couldn’t go back.

He didn’t want to.

He walked to Sasha’s door without knocking. She would already know.

And when he entered, she was waiting—dressed in a black satin robe, hair pinned back, seated in her chair like a queen waiting for her bride.

Her eyes traveled from his feet to his throat.

She didn’t smile.

She didn’t speak.

She just nodded once.

And Jamie walked forward, trembling.

Jamie stopped a few feet in front of her.

His heels weren’t high—Sasha hadn’t asked for that. But the slight lift shifted everything. He stood with a gentle tilt in his hips, shoulders back, chin lowered. He hadn’t been ordered to pose. He hadn’t been told to kneel. He simply understood what his body needed to say.

The lingerie clung to him like it was always meant to be there. The satin shimmered where the light caught the swell of his thighs, the arch of his chest, the subtle outline of the locked cage beneath the thong. The plug nestled deep inside pulsed like a private heartbeat. Every movement reminded him of it. Of her.

Sasha didn’t speak right away.

She watched.

Let her eyes roam—like she was inspecting a gallery piece. Her sissy. Her property.

Finally, she rose from the chair.

Her bare feet made no sound on the hardwood as she stepped forward and slowly circled him. Jamie held still. He didn’t dare twitch. Her hand slid up his back, fingers grazing the strap of the garter belt where it connected to the waistband. She adjusted it slightly. Perfecting it.

She walked a slow orbit around him, stopping at his side to gently lift the edge of the bra. She tugged it forward a little, then let it snap back into place.

Her voice was soft. “You padded it too much.”

Jamie’s breath hitched. “I wanted to look good for you.”

“You already do.”

She moved behind him, hand drifting down over the small of his back, over the plug. She pressed on it gently—not enough to move it, just enough to own it.

Her tone didn’t change. Still level. Still calm. “Is it inside you right now?”

“Yes, Miss Sasha.”

“Do you remember who told you to wear it?”

“You did.”

“No,” she corrected, stepping around in front of him again. “I told you to come to me when you were ready to never go back. You chose the rest.”

Jamie’s lip trembled.

“I gave you a question, not an order.”

He nodded, slowly. “I wanted to answer it right.”

She stepped in closer.

“So now I ask again.” Her voice was silk. “Do you want this forever?”

Jamie opened his mouth—and nothing came out at first.

Not because he didn’t know.

Because the weight of the moment had filled his lungs with something else. Something too thick to speak through.

He tried again.

“Yes.”

That wasn’t enough.

Sasha waited.

Jamie swallowed, the plug pressing deep as he shifted weight to one knee and sank down.

“I don’t want to pretend anymore,” he said. “I don’t want to test it. I don’t want to have a safeword in my head I never use. I don’t want an escape hatch. I want you.”

Sasha tilted her head slightly.

“I want to be yours,” Jamie continued, his voice shaking. “In name. In flesh. In purpose.”

Sasha moved to the dresser.

She opened the top drawer and removed a small black case.

Jamie’s heart skipped.

The old collar was fabric. Temporary. A daily ritual. A symbol.

The one in the case was leather. Pale pink. Double stitched. It gleamed.

At the front, a silver ring.

At the back, a lock.

And no key in sight.

She opened the case and held it up for him to see.

“If I put this on you,” she said softly, “there’s no going back.”

Jamie’s voice cracked. “Please.”

Still, she hesitated.

“You’ll wake up every day and feel it. Not just around your neck. In your chest. In your head. In your spine. You’ll know it’s there.”

“I want that.”

“You won’t belong to anyone else again.”

“I don’t want to.”

Sasha stepped forward.

“Kneel up.”

He rose to his knees fully, back straight, chest lifted.

Sasha moved behind him.

He felt the leather brush his throat. Cool. Thick. He tilted his chin up as she fastened it, sliding the lock into place at the nape of his neck.

The click of the lock closing was louder than he expected.

No key was handed over.

She stepped around to face him again.

And spoke without ceremony, without fanfare.

“You are my satin girl.”

Jamie’s eyes filled instantly.

“Thank you,” he whispered. “Thank you, Miss Sasha. Thank you for keeping me. Thank you for not giving up on me. Thank you for…”

He broke off, choked.

Sasha placed her fingers over his lips.

“No more words.”

And then she pointed to the floor between her feet.

Jamie didn’t hesitate.

He dropped forward into a perfect kneel between her feet, thighs spread just wide enough to make the plug shift inside him, back straight, hands resting on his thighs with his palms up—open, vulnerable, ready. The posture was no longer something Sasha had to correct. It was instinct now. Ingrained. As natural to him as breathing.

She didn’t say anything right away. Just stood over him, silent and calm, her pink-collared sissy trembling below her like an offering. Jamie’s eyes stayed low. He didn’t look at her feet, didn’t stare at her legs, didn’t let himself get distracted by arousal. That was there, sure. The cage pulsed with its usual fullness, straining behind the satin thong like it had been waiting for this moment too. But that wasn’t what this was about. He wasn’t on his knees because he was desperate to cum.

He was on his knees because he wanted to belong.

Sasha stepped back slowly and lowered herself into the chair behind him. The wooden legs creaked slightly under her weight. She crossed one leg over the other, her robe shifting just enough to reveal bare thigh, and let the silence stretch until the air between them felt heavy with meaning.

“Look at me,” she said finally.

Jamie lifted his eyes, heart hammering. She looked… radiant. Not made up. Not overdone. Just complete. She was the center of this ritual, and he felt like a worshipper at her altar. No one had ever made him feel this way—small, cherished, wanted, rebuilt.

She uncrossed her legs and leaned forward slightly, her voice calm and commanding.

“Repeat after me.”

Jamie nodded without speaking.

“My name is Jamie.”

“My name is Jamie,” he echoed, voice steady but breathless.

“I am not a man.”

“I am not a man.”

“I do not lead. I do not demand. I do not take.”

“I do not lead. I do not demand. I do not take.”

“I wear what I am given.”

Jamie’s lip quivered. “I wear what I am given.”

“I keep my cock locked.”

“I keep my cock locked.”

“I give my holes in return.”

“I give my holes in return.”

“My purpose is not to cum.”

“My purpose is not to cum.”

“It is to serve.”

“It is to serve.”

“I belong to Sasha.”

His voice cracked. “I belong to Sasha.”

“Say it again,” she said, a little firmer.

Jamie swallowed and sat taller. “I belong to Sasha.”

“Say it louder.”

“I belong to Sasha!”

Sasha reached down and curled her fingers under his chin. She held him there for a long moment, her thumb brushing the side of his cheek.

“You said it like you meant it.”

“I did.”

Her eyes flicked to the collar. The pink leather, snug and locked at the back of his neck, gleamed faintly in the soft lighting.

“That collar doesn’t come off. Not when you’re alone. Not when you’re angry. Not when you’re scared. You gave yourself to me, and I took you.”

Jamie nodded. He felt the weight of the words settle into his chest like bricks. Heavy. Permanent. But grounding. There was no more question. No what-if. He had crossed the line—and now he wanted to stay behind it.

She slid her hand down from his face to his chest, over the curve of the bra he wore. Then lower, fingers tracing the satin of the thong, the bulge of the cage underneath.

“Do you feel like mine now?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Yes.”

She smiled softly. Not cruel. Not amused. Just… proud.

“I’m not just keeping you because you’re obedient, Jamie.”

He blinked. “You’re not?”

“I’m keeping you because you finally chose it. You didn’t fall into this. You didn’t submit because you were too weak to resist. You submitted because you realized you didn’t want to be anything else.”

Jamie felt tears prick at the corners of his eyes. His throat tightened, but this time, he didn’t look away. He wanted her to see the tears.

“You saved me,” he whispered.

“No,” she said. “You saved yourself. I just showed you where to kneel.”

He let the tears fall. They ran silently down his cheeks, catching on his lip, soaking into the front of the bra. The ache between his legs throbbed, constant and ignored. He didn’t ask to cum. He didn’t even want to anymore. That part of him was locked away and it felt… right.

He didn’t need release.

He needed to be held in place.

Sasha opened her legs slowly, letting her robe fall open. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

Jamie’s breath caught. Not in lust. Not in greed. But in awe.

She pointed.

“Come.”

Jamie moved on instinct.

There was no hesitation left in him. No lingering doubt, no inner voice screaming questions. The man he used to be—the one who hesitated, who feared exposure, who second-guessed every fantasy he ever had—was already dead.

What walked forward between Sasha’s legs now was her satin girl.

He crawled to the edge of her chair and lowered his head without needing direction. The scent of her made his cage ache harder. Warm. Familiar. Undeniably hers. His tongue slipped between his lips before he could even think. He didn’t need a script anymore. His mouth knew her.

He licked her slowly.

Soft. Reverent. Almost shy at first. Not out of inexperience—he’d been trained well—but because the moment itself carried a sacredness. This wasn’t about teasing her. It wasn’t about showing off.

It was about offering himself. One last time. One final seal.

Sasha let out a low, approving hum, her thighs parting wider, her hand reaching down to gather the leash slack beside her. She wound it once around her knuckles and tugged. The leather collar shifted against Jamie’s neck, reminding him again: this is permanent now.

He whimpered softly and pressed his face deeper between her legs.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t moan. She simply watched—one hand resting on his head, fingers combing slowly through his hair, the other gripping the leash like a steadying anchor. Her breathing changed subtly, rising and falling in steady, shallow waves as his tongue traced slow figure-eights over her clit, dipping low, then rising again.

Jamie wasn’t focused on making her cum.

He was focused on making her feel owned. Worshipped. Served.

When she finally did moan—just a low, husky exhale of breath through her teeth—it sent a bolt through his body that made the cage throb with painful intensity. The plug inside him shifted every time he squirmed, grinding deliciously against nerves he’d long since learned to love. But he didn’t touch himself. Didn’t try.

He just kept licking.

When Sasha’s thighs clamped gently around his ears, he knew she was close.

When her fingers twisted in his hair, he knew it would be intense.

When she came, she didn’t cry out. She didn’t shudder violently. She leaned forward, lips hovering above his ear, and whispered⁠—

“Good girl.”

Jamie whimpered against her pussy.

Her orgasm pulsed quietly around his tongue, hips rolling forward in slow, controlled waves. She rode his face like it belonged to her. Because it did. She didn’t stop him until her breath had slowed, until her thighs had relaxed, until she was finished.

Then she pulled his head back by the hair—not harshly, just enough to make his eyes meet hers.

She stared down at him, lips parted slightly, face glowing.

“You know what you are now,” she said softly.

Jamie’s voice trembled. “I’m yours.”

She nodded. “And?”

“I’m your satin girl.”

A smile touched her lips.

“You’re not just mine. You’re meant for this.”

Jamie blinked hard, breath catching.

“I don’t want freedom,” he said. “I don’t want release. I don’t want permission to stop. I just want to be owned. I want to serve you forever.”

Sasha leaned in and pressed her lips to his forehead.

“You already do.”
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