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Chapter 1
Getaway


The world felt quiet out here. Not just the kind of quiet that came from being far away from cities or people, but the kind that wrapped around you and settled in your bones. A stillness. A hush. Like the earth itself was holding its breath.

We walked slowly, side by side, along a narrow gravel path that curled through the trees. Wildflowers brushed against my ankles, and the scent of pine mixed with something sweeter—honeysuckle, maybe, or lavender carried on the wind. The sun hung low in the sky behind us, casting everything in a golden glow that made the world look softer, more forgiving.

Rachel’s hand was warm in mine. Steady and sure. Every so often she would glance at me, and each time I felt the same little spark flutter in my chest. That familiar cocktail of affection, safety, and awe. After everything we’d been through—every transformation, every lesson, every dark, delicious challenge—this felt… different. Not softer, exactly. But deeper.

Today wasn’t about power. It was about devotion.

“It’s just up ahead,” she murmured, giving my hand a squeeze. “Come see.”

When the trees parted, I gasped. Nestled at the top of a low hill stood a cottage. Old-world stone and whitewashed wood, trimmed in delicate ivy and surrounded by endless fields of tall grass and wildflowers. It was like a dream. Or maybe like something from an old love story. The kind where the prince carries the bride away from the world and into something untouched and safe.

Except this wasn’t that kind of fairy tale. There was no prince. Only her. And me. And the truth we had built between us.

“You picked this?” I asked, breathless.

Rachel nodded, watching me closely. “Rented the whole thing out for the weekend. No guests. No interruptions. Just us.”

Just us.

The words echoed in my chest. Not because I was surprised—Rachel had a way of arranging the world without ever lifting the curtain—but because I knew how much it meant to her to say those words.

Just us.

Not me kneeling at her feet. Not her with a hand in someone else’s hair. Not a game. Not a scene.

Just us.

She led me up the path to the front door, which creaked open into a warm, golden-lit space that smelled like old wood. A fire crackled low in the hearth. The windows were open, letting in the sweet air and rustling leaves. There was a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket on the table, beside a pair of delicate crystal flutes. Strawberries dusted with sugar sat on a small porcelain plate.

It was quiet, romantic. Intimate.

“I… I don’t know what to say,” I whispered.

Rachel turned to me then, brushing my hair behind my ear. “You don’t have to say anything. This is all for us. For you. I wanted this to feel like the start of something… real.”

Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

“I wanted to give you a day where you didn’t have to perform,” she continued softly. “Where you didn’t have to worry about being a good girl or earning your pleasure or knowing your place. You’ve already done all that. You’ve become all that. This day is for the woman I see when I look at you. My love. My Sarah.”

The tears spilled, silent and hot, slipping down my cheeks. I threw my arms around her and held her close, burying my face in her neck. She smelled like vanilla, and she held me the way she always did—completely. Like there was nowhere else she needed to be.

“You made me feel beautiful,” I whispered. “Like… more than just yours. Like I’m someone worth loving.”

She leaned back, cupping my cheek in one palm. Her eyes were glassy, but her voice didn’t shake. “You are worth loving,” she said. “You always were. But now… now you can receive it. That’s what today is. A chance to be fully seen. Fully loved.”

I smiled through the tears. “Even in my cage?”

She smirked, her thumb brushing the corner of my lip.

“Especially in your cage.”

I laughed, a wet, shaky thing that turned into a soft sob. Rachel kissed me then—slow and sweet and deep. The kind of kiss that didn’t need to lead anywhere. The kind that said, I’m here. I choose you.

When we pulled apart, the air between us was warm and still. She nodded toward a low wooden rack in the corner of the room. Two hangers sat beneath sheer ivory cloth.

“Our wedding clothes,” she said, rising to her feet. “Come see.”

I followed her, heart pounding, and she peeled back the fabric to reveal the dress she’d chosen for me. My breath caught in my throat as she unzipped the first wardrobe bag.

A wedding dress.

Not just lingerie made to look bridal, not something for a photoshoot or a scene—but a real dress. A ceremonial dress. Soft ivory satin, intricate lace, delicate capped sleeves. Feminine and elegant. Real.

My knees almost buckled.

“You… you really want to marry me?” I whispered, stunned. “Like—actually marry me?”

Rachel turned to face me fully, her expression unshakable. Loving. Firm. “Of course I do. I want the world—our world—to know who you are. Who you belong to. And that I’m not just keeping you locked and serving in my home—I’m choosing you. As my wife. As my partner. As my Sarah.”

Tears welled in my eyes again. I looked back at the dress, then to her, still not quite believing it was real. “You’re serious,” I whispered.

She stepped closer, lifting my chin with two fingers. “I don’t do anything halfway, sweetheart. Not with you. Not today.”

I felt like my heart was about to crack open. I rushed to touch the dress, to make sure it was real and that I wasn’t dreaming.

It was delicate. White lace over soft satin, with sheer capped sleeves and a sweetheart neckline. Feminine and romantic, but not girlish. Something for a bride, not a doll. Beneath it hung a matching lace garter, white thigh-high stockings, and a silken pair of ivory panties—more decorative than practical, given what they’d need to cover. A corset and a pearl hair comb completed the look.

I pressed a hand to my mouth, gasping as I took it all in.

“I had it tailored to your measurements,” Rachel said, almost shyly. “Months ago.”

“You knew I’d say yes?”

“I knew you were ready.”

I turned to her, and the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Will you help me dress?”

Her eyes darkened, and she reached for the zipper of my travel dress. “Of course, my love.”


Chapter 2
Preparations


She undressed me slowly, reverently, kissing each inch of skin as she revealed it. When she reached my cage, she paused, fingers grazing the small device with a kind of reverence. Then she knelt and kissed the tip, her lips soft and warm against the bulge.

“For luck,” she murmured.

I trembled as she stood up and began dressing me.

She started with the stockings, guiding me to sit on the edge of the bed. I lifted one leg, then the other, and she rolled each silky white stocking up with deliberate care, smoothing them over my calves and thighs like she was memorizing the feel of me. Her fingers grazed just under the hem of the lace, just enough to make me shiver.

“Hold still,” she said softly, fastening the garter straps in place. “You don’t need to do anything today. Just let me take care of you.”

I nodded, breath caught in my throat.

Next came the panties—thin and barely there, sheer enough to reveal the outline of the cage beneath. She slid them up my legs, her knuckles brushing over the pink device as she adjusted the front to lie flat.

“Still so obedient,” she whispered, pressing a kiss to my hip before rising.

The corset was next—creamy white satin with rows of tiny pearl buttons and ribbon lacing down the back. She stood behind me, wrapping it around my waist and drawing it tight inch by inch, humming under her breath as she did.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did, and she pulled the laces with practiced hands, not harshly, but firmly—like she was sculpting me into something precious.

“Perfect,” she murmured once it was cinched. “Soft in all the right places. Just how I like you.”

She moved to the front of me, fastening the final buttons, then paused to stroke her fingers over my belly, my chest, my collarbone.

“You’ve never looked more like yourself.”

She lifted the dress with care, holding it open so I could step in. The satin whispered against my skin as she pulled it up, guiding it over my hips, easing the bodice into place with a precision that felt ritualistic. Like this wasn’t just clothing—it was armor.

Or maybe a gift-wrapped offering.

She adjusted the neckline with gentle hands, tugging it so it sat just right across my chest. Her thumbs smoothed the fabric down over my waist, then flared it slightly at the skirt.

She knelt again to fasten the tiny buttons that closed the back, her breath warm against my spine. I stood completely still, trembling slightly, caged and corseted and laced into something that made me feel whole.

When she finished, she stepped around me and took a long look, her eyes moving slowly over every detail. Then she reached for the pearl comb and carefully slipped it into my hair, tucking a loose curl into place behind my ear.

“There,” she whispered. “Now you’re ready.”

I stared at her, lips parted, unsure whether I was about to cry or beg or kneel.

She smiled and touched my cheek. “You look like everything I ever wanted.” Her expression softened. “Beautiful.”

I turned to the mirror and saw myself.

Not Sam. Not a toy. Not a maid.

A bride.

Her bride.

Rachel dressed more quickly. A tailored black suit with a silver pocket square and a black lace bra peeking out beneath her jacket. Her heels clicked softly against the wood floor as she approached me, tilting my chin to meet her eyes.

“You know,” she said quietly, brushing a lock of hair from my face, “today changes a lot.”

I held her gaze, breathing softly.

She nodded. “It gives you freedom. It gives us both a place to be seen and loved exactly as we are.”

A pause. Her hand slid over my waist, down to the curve of my hip, squeezing me possessively.

“But the day-to-day won’t change. You’ll still be my devoted housewife. My sweet little maid. You’ll still rise early, serve me coffee, keep our home beautiful. That part of your life isn’t going anywhere.”

She traced a finger over the front of my gown where the cage pressed against the satin.

“Our new rings may shine brighter than your collar,” she whispered, “but it means the same thing. You belong to me. Body and soul. And I expect that devotion to continue, every single day.”

My lips parted. “Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned in, kissing me again, a little firmer this time.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now let’s⁠—”

She was interrupted by a knock at the door. Rachel turned toward it without hesitation, smoothing her jacket as she walked across the room.

She opened the door to reveal woman standing there—tall, elegant, with a leather-bound book in her hands and a warm smile on her face. She gave Rachel a nod, her voice low and kind.

“Are we ready?” she asked.

Rachel stepped aside to let her in and smiled at me. “We are.”

The woman entered gracefully, barely making a sound as her heels crossed the hardwood floor. She gave me a once-over, then nodded with quiet approval. “You look radiant.”

“Th-thank you,” I managed.

Rachel closed the door behind her, then turned to me with that same calm certainty she always carried, like gravity bent around her.

That’s when it hit me. My heart skipped.

“You meant today,” I whispered, my voice thin and shaking. “You meant right now?”

Rachel arched a brow, amused. “Of course I did. What did you think all this was for?”

“I thought…” I looked down at myself. At the dress. The lace. The way my hands trembled against the fabric. “I thought maybe we’d toast first or... talk about it more.”

She came to me then, closing the space between us in two quiet steps.

“There’s nothing left to talk about, sweetheart,” she said gently. “You’ve already said yes in every way that matters. This is just the moment we put it into words. The moment we seal it.”

I blinked up at her, overwhelmed.

“You’re ready,” she said again, brushing my cheek with her thumb. “I know you are. You’ve become ready. This isn’t just a ceremony—it’s a declaration. Yours, and mine.”

Her fingers slid over the ring she already wore, the one she would soon replace.

“This is us saying we’re not hiding anymore. That the life we live—the love we’ve built—is worthy of vows. Worthy of rings. Worthy of forever.”

A tear slipped down my cheek.

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “I don’t know why I am, but I know I want it. I want you.”

She smiled, and kissed me—tender and slow, a hand resting lightly over the cage beneath my dress.

“Then take my hand,” she murmured, “and let me marry you.”


Chapter 3
Vows


We stood before the hearth, the light from the fire casting a gentle glow across the room. The officiant stood between us, her leather-bound book open in her hands, but her gaze was on us—not reading, not rushing. Just… witnessing.

Rachel hadn’t let go of my hand since leading me into position. Her thumb brushed slow circles against my skin. I tried to focus on that. The touch. The grounding. Because everything else—the lace against my body, the corset hugging my ribs, the subtle weight of the cage pressing beneath my dress—felt almost unreal. I could hardly believe I was here.

The officiant gave a soft smile.

“You’ve chosen to begin this new chapter in your lives not with spectacle, but with sincerity. You’ve come to declare not just love, but truth. This is a commitment not just of hearts, but of identity. A shared life that honors exactly who you are.”

My breath caught.

She looked to Rachel, who gave a small nod, then stepped forward.

“We’ve chosen to read our own vows,” Rachel said, her voice calm and clear. “Ones I prepared for each of us.”

The officiant nodded. “Sarah, whenever you’re ready.”

Rachel reached into her jacket and pulled out a small, cream-colored envelope. She handed it to me, her fingers lingering as I took it.

“These are yours,” she said softly. “I wrote them for you. But they’re meant to be spoken in your voice.”

My hands trembled as I unfolded the note. Her handwriting was elegant, steady, unmistakably hers.

I looked up at her—tall, poised, radiant in her black suit—and I felt the tears coming before I even started.

I swallowed and began to read. “I vow to wake each day in your service. To care for your home, your needs, your pleasure—before my own.”

My voice shook.

“I vow to wear my cage not as punishment, but as purpose. A symbol of the life we’ve built, and the control I’ve given freely.”

Rachel’s gaze was unwavering.

“I vow to welcome your pleasure—even when it doesn’t include me. To support your desires, your lovers, your joy. Because your joy is mine.”

I felt the heat rise in my chest, my vision beginning to blur.

“I vow to be soft in your hands, proud in your collar, and grateful beneath your gaze.”

“I vow to never forget who I was… or how far I’ve come.”

My throat tightened.

“Because you didn’t just change me. You saw me. And you let me become her.”

A sob trembled in my throat.

“I vow to be your wife. Your maid. Your partner. Not because I’m small—but because your love makes me whole.”

“And I vow to live every day as a reflection of your strength, your leadership, and your love. Forever.”

The room was still.

I folded the paper slowly, fingers trembling.

The officiant turned to Rachel. “Would you like to speak your vows in return?”

Rachel didn’t hesitate. She didn’t reach for paper. Her words came strong and sure.

“I vow to lead you, protect you, and guide you.”

“I vow to make sure you are always seen—truly seen—for the woman you are. Not just in this home, but in the world I shape around us.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding.

“I vow to nurture your softness. To cherish your obedience. To shape your service and reward your surrender.”

“I vow to keep you locked when you need it… and to release you only when you’ve earned it.”

A flicker of a smile touched her lips.

“I vow to challenge you, tease you, train you—and love you with every breath I have.”

She stepped forward and took both my hands in hers.

“You were made to be mine. And I was made to guide you.”

The officiant gave a quiet, reverent nod.

She reached for the rings—two shining bands of silver, simple but elegant. She offered them to Rachel, who turned them in the light, revealing a subtle engraving inside.

Then she looked at me.

“Do you know what these are made from?”

I shook my head, still breathless.

She stepped closer, voice low and warm.

“They’re your old chastity keys. Melted down. Forged into something permanent.”

My breath caught.

Rachel stepped closer, her fingers curling around mine as she held the ring between us.

“They used to keep you locked,” she said softly, “and now they’ll keep you mine.”

She lifted my hand slowly, reverently, as if she were handling something sacred.

“This isn’t just a symbol of ownership,” she continued. “It’s a promise. That I see you. That I accept every part of you. And that I will protect what we’ve created. Always.”

Then, with both hands, she slid the ring onto my finger—slowly, purposefully—until the silver band rested snugly at the base.

“There,” she murmured. “Perfect.”

My breath trembled in my chest as I picked up her ring with shaking fingers. It was warm from her touch, heavy with meaning. I reached for her hand—steady, sure, commanding even in stillness—and eased the band into place.

The silver caught the firelight as I whispered, “I’ll never forget what this means.”

Rachel smiled—calm, certain, proud.

The officiant closed her book.

“Then by the power entrusted to me, I now pronounce you wife and wife.”

“You may kiss your bride.”

Rachel didn’t hesitate.

Her lips met mine with a heat that ignited every nerve in my body. Her hand cradled my jaw as her other slid around my waist, pulling me flush against her. My cage pressed against her thigh through the layers of fabric, a silent reminder of everything I had given her.

I moaned into her mouth, melting.

We were married.

I was hers.


Chapter 4
Afterglow


The officiant had gone, the door was closed, the rings were on our fingers, and the silence that followed felt like a blanket wrapping around us—heavy, warm, intimate. Like the world had finally stilled, just for us.

Rachel stood by the fireplace, back to me, undoing the buttons of her jacket with slow precision. She draped it carefully over the arm of the nearby chair and turned, catching me watching her with wide, unblinking eyes.

“You’re allowed to stare,” she said softly.

I blushed, looking down. “I just… you look…”

“Like your wife?” she offered, stepping closer.

I nodded. “Yes. And like a goddess.”

She smiled and reached for the champagne, pouring two glasses with practiced ease. She didn’t offer a toast, didn’t launch into another speech. She just handed me a glass, touched hers lightly to mine, and said: “To us.”

I took a sip, the bubbles sharp on my tongue. It was cold and bright and alive. My lips still tingled from the kiss we'd shared at the altar. My body was buzzing—overstimulated in a way that wasn’t physical, exactly, but emotional.

The silver ring on my finger felt weightier than the cage between my legs.

Rachel set her glass aside without finishing it and reached for me. She pulled me in slowly, wrapping one arm around my waist as the other cradled the back of my head.

We sank together onto the edge of the bed, firelight flickering over our skin.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured into my hair. “Every word. Every breath. I’ve never been prouder of you.”

I melted into her, curling my fingers into the fabric of her blouse, afraid that if I let go, I might drift away.

“I still can’t believe it happened,” I whispered.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. “It happened. You’re mine. And now… you get to feel like it.”

She said it not like a threat, or a promise, but a truth. The kind she could make real with a glance. Her hands slid over the shape of me—down my sides, across my corset, tracing the lace with a reverence that sent shivers racing across my skin. I didn’t even know where I wanted to be touched. I just wanted her.

“Tonight isn’t about roles,” she said softly, her fingers playing with the edge of my garter. “It’s not about rules or cages or protocols.”

Her hand slipped lower, coming to rest over the front of my dress—right where my cock throbbed helplessly inside the cage.

“But that doesn’t mean I’m not still in control.”

I whimpered. My whole body reacted to her like it had been waiting for that exact line.

“You’re my bride, Sarah,” she said. “And that means I get to worship you… and use you. And you get to give yourself to me. Freely. Without question.”

I nodded, breath catching. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She kissed me again—slow and searching, her lips coaxing mine open, her tongue sweeping in with a hunger I hadn’t expected. Her hands wandered, smoothing down my back, curling around my hips, pressing me closer.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited for this?” she asked between kisses. “Not the ceremony. This. This quiet. This surrender. This perfect little moment where I don’t have to train you anymore—I just get to have you.”

My heart pounded. “You do have me.”

“I know.”

She guided me down onto the bed, easing me back against the pillows with a tenderness that made my eyes sting. She didn’t undress me. She didn’t bark orders or shove my legs apart. She simply laid her body over mine, cradled my face in her hands, and kissed me like I was the only thing she’d ever wanted.

Our clothes tangled. My stockings slid against her thigh. My cage pressed tight and aching beneath the lace, caught between want and reverence.

“So soft,” she murmured, dragging her fingertips down the slope of my cheek. “So sweet. And all mine.”

She began to rock against me, barely moving—just the barest grind of heat against heat, rhythm syncing, hearts racing in time.

“You feel that?” she whispered.

I nodded. “Yes…”

“That’s what it feels like to belong.”

My eyes fluttered shut as her hands moved again—tracing the line of my corset, brushing the lace of my bodice, cupping my breasts through the thin satin.

“Do you want to feel more?”

“Please,” I whispered.

“Then undress me.”

She rolled onto her back and let me rise over her. My hands were shaking, but I followed her instructions without hesitation. I slid off her heels one at a time, kissed each ankle, then slipped up her body.

Her skin was warm underneath, flushed from the fire and champagne. Her lace bra, black and sheer and perfect, barely contained her breasts. My hands found them and squeezed as my lips kissed each one.

I reached behind to unclasp her bra. When I pulled it away, I paused—completely struck dumb by the sight of her bare breasts in the golden light.

“You always stare like you’re seeing them for the first time,” she teased gently.

“I always feel like I am.”

She reached up and ran her fingers through my hair, her nails grazing my scalp. “Maybe you should touch me that way.”

I did.

Softly at first—just my palms, cupping, caressing. Then my lips. Kissing the tops of her breasts, then lower, letting my mouth worship her the way I’d wanted to all day.

She moaned, low and steady, her body arching slightly into my touch.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “My sweet little bride…”

Her hands slid down my back, pressing into my corset, tugging me against her once more. Our bodies moved together, still clothed, but open in every other way. There was nothing hidden between us anymore. No masks. No pretending.

She kissed me softly, then ran her lips to my ear. “Lie back,” she whispered. “It’s time to undress you.”


Chapter 5
Us


Iobeyed instantly, settling against the pillows with my heart pounding. She stood beside the bed for a moment, eyes traveling over my body—my dress, corset, garters, stockings, and beneath it all… the cage. Her expression was unreadable. Almost worshipful.

“You wore this for me,” she murmured, running her hand slowly over my skirt. “Now let me take it off.”

“Yes.”

Her fingers traced back up to the hem of my dress, gathering the lace and satin in gentle folds as she worked it up my body, inch by inch. I lifted my hips when she asked me to—softly, firmly—and she slipped the gown over my waist, my chest, then my arms. The fabric whispered as it fell to the floor.

“Beautiful,” she whispered.

She moved to my garter, unclipping each strap with elegant precision. She slid the stockings down slowly, her hands dragging over my thighs in a way that made me shiver. She kissed the inside of each knee before guiding me down to the bed.

I lay there in the corset and panties, the cage outlined beneath the sheer lace. My whole body trembled beneath her gaze. Rachel climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside me, her hands trailing over my ribs, the lace of the corset creaking as she pulled at the laces with slow, deliberate tension.

“Breathe in,” she said.

I did.

“Now let go.”

She unlaced me slowly, methodically, loosening the ribbons, then slipping the boned structure off of me like she was unbinding a secret. I let out a quiet sigh as the pressure released and the air touched my skin.

“So soft,” she murmured, kissing my collarbone.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the lace panties, dragging them down until the cage was fully exposed.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” she whispered. “All night. All day. Every day.”

I whimpered beneath her touch. “Thank you.”

“You don’t need to do anything now,” she said, brushing my hair back from my face. “Just lie here and let me love you.”

Rachel kissed just above my cage, her lips grazing the line where it met my skin. She lingered there a moment, breathing me in, tasting the emotion on my skin.

Then she began to rise.

Her body slid against mine, skin on skin, nothing left of our wedding attire. She moved with deliberate slowness, like she wanted to savor every inch of the bride she had just unwrapped. When her face reached mine, she hovered—her breath warm, her eyes locked on mine.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Completely bare. Completely you.”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My breath was caught somewhere in my chest, tight and trembling. My hands reached for her instinctively—needing to touch, to ground, to feel her.

Rachel let me.

I ran my hands over her waist, up to her ribs, then to her breasts, still flushed from the heat of the fire and the weight of the day. Her nipples were hard under my palms. I cupped them gently, kissed her collarbone, then looked up into her eyes.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered.

“No,” she said softly. “We are.”

She lowered herself over me, straddling my hips, her body flush against mine. Her folds pressed against my cage and we both gasped—softly, deeply—like two puzzle pieces finding their place.

She rocked once. My breath hitched.

“So sensitive,” she murmured, her lips brushing my cheek. “All this teasing, all this waiting…”

She rolled her hips again, slow and deep, grinding her wet heat against the rigidness of my chastity cage.

“You’re trembling,” she whispered.

“I can’t help it.”

“I don’t want you to.”

She kissed me then—slow and deep, her hands cradling my face like I was something delicate and priceless. Her tongue slid against mine, confident and commanding, but full of warmth. Full of love.

She didn’t need to use words to claim me. Her kiss said everything.

When we parted, I was gasping, trembling, eyes half-lidded and needy. Her hands moved lower—over my chest, my sides, my hips—until she cupped the cage again, her palm pressing against the bulge. She didn’t stroke. She didn’t tease. She just held it, grounding me, claiming me.

“You wore this for me,” she said softly. “And now I’m going to show you what it means.”

She began to move—grinding her soaked pussy against the cage, slow and rhythmic. Her hands slid beneath me, cupping my ass, lifting me into her rhythm. I moaned beneath her, overwhelmed, my back arching into her touch.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Feel me. Let it build.”

I whimpered, panting now. “Rachel…”

“You want to touch me?”

“Yes—please⁠—”

“Then do it.”

My hands found her thighs and slid upward until I was touching her—slick, hot, throbbing with need. I rubbed her slowly, mimicking the pace of her grinding, circling her clit with practiced reverence.

She gasped, hips faltering for just a moment. “That’s it, my love… just like that…”

We moved together, hand in hand, heat to heat. Her body rocked over mine, her slick folds sliding over the cage, while my fingers circled her with aching devotion.

I couldn’t think. I couldn’t breathe. The scent of her was everywhere—sweet, earthy, hers. The fire popped and crackled behind us, casting shadows over her bare back as she fucked herself against my locked cock.

“You’re so good for me,” she whispered, forehead resting against mine. “You’ve always been so good…”

“And I always will be,” I gasped. “For you. Forever.”

“Yes. That’s why I need you. I’ve always needed you.”

She pressed harder against me, her hips picking up pace. My hand never left her, fingers working her clit in tight, soaking circles, faster now, matching her rhythm.

Her breath hitched. She moaned—low, guttural. “Sarah—fuck—don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

She dropped her head to my shoulder, panting, biting at my neck as her orgasm crested.

“I’m gonna cum—fuck—I’m gonna⁠—”

She came with a full-body shudder, grinding down hard against me as her slickness coated my cage. Her fingers dug into my skin, and she cried out—my name, over and over.

The second her orgasm hit, mine followed—not a release, not in the way I used to know it, but something more. My whole body tensed, back arching, eyes squeezed shut. The cage pulsed wildly, aching, throbbing, quaking with sensation.

“Rachel—!”

“Yes,” she whispered. “Cum with me. Let go.”

And I did.

Tears streamed down my cheeks as the sensation rolled through me—not just arousal, but surrender. Love. Belonging. Completion. I couldn’t even tell where the ache ended and the joy began.

We collapsed together, chests heaving, limbs tangled, our skin damp with sweat and sex and firelight.

Rachel kissed my temple, then my jaw, then my lips. Her hands stroked my hair gently, soothing me down from the edge.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered. “Do you know that?”

I shook my head, still dazed.

“You are,” she said again. “You’re the life I always wanted.”

I opened my mouth, but I couldn’t speak. All I could do was nod and press my face into her shoulder as she held me.

We stayed like that—wrapped in each other, basking in the afterglow, every breath shared. I could still feel the ring on my finger. The cage on my cock. Her scent on my skin.

Nothing else mattered.

We didn’t need more lovers. More tests. More training.

We had everything.


Chapter 6
The Next Morning


The fire had gone out sometime during the night, but its warmth still clung to the walls. The air in the cottage was cool and still, the only sound the soft rustle of sheets as I slowly stirred.

Rachel was beside me, half-draped across my body. One arm slung over my waist, her leg tangled possessively with mine. Her cheek rested just beneath my collarbone, lips parted in soft sleep.

I didn’t move at first. I just laid there. Breathing. Remembering.

Her scent was still on my skin. Our sweat had dried hours ago, but the intimacy of the night clung to us like a second layer. My thighs were sticky. My cage was still damp. My heart was full in a way I didn’t know how to explain.

This was what forever felt like.

The silver ring on my finger glittered faintly in the low light. I turned my hand slowly, watching it catch the first whispers of sunrise filtering in through the curtains.

My other hand drifted to Rachel’s. Our rings matched. Identical, simple, radiant. Forged from my past. Melted from my keys.

The things that once kept me locked now kept us together.

I blinked back the sudden sting in my eyes.

Rachel stirred slightly, but didn’t wake. Her breath deepened again, her grip around me tightening for just a moment before she settled. I smiled and gently eased out of her hold, careful not to wake her.

The air was chilly on my bare skin as I stepped out of bed, but I didn’t reach for a blanket. I wanted to feel it. The coolness, the contrast. I wanted to feel everything.

I crossed the room and slipped on the robe Rachel had chosen for me the night before—white satin, soft as a whisper. The chest was monogrammed with a single bold letter, stitched in silver thread: S.

I ran my fingers over it. S for Sarah. The woman I now was.

I tied the robe, then turned toward the kitchen. I boiled water for coffee and ground the beans by hand, just like Rachel liked. I knew the exact ratio, the timing, the tiny detail of adding a pinch of cinnamon just before the brew finished. She never asked for it. Never instructed me. She just… expected it. And I loved that.

I sliced a few strawberries from the tray left over from the night before and added them to a plate with honey, then arranged it all on a simple wooden tray.

I carried it back into the bedroom, where Rachel was beginning to stir. She blinked slowly, her lips curling into a lazy, satisfied smile as she stretched beneath the sheets. Her hair was tousled, her skin warm and flushed, and her eyes immediately found the tray.

“Good morning, wife,” she said softly.

I smiled. “Good morning, Mistress.”

Her expression softened, glowing with something deeper than approval. Something close to awe. “Already back to old habits.”

“They will never stop.”

She smirked and accepted her coffee. “I know.” She reached for me and cupped my cheek, her thumb softly caressing me. “You’re everything I hoped you would be.”

My voice cracked. “Because of you.”

We shared coffee in bed, curled up beneath the blankets, her hand occasionally slipping down to stroke my hair or brush her fingers along the edge of my collar. There was no rush. No schedule. No men to entertain or chores to complete. Just us.

When the tray was empty and our cups drained, she leaned back and looked at me with that calm, knowing gaze I had fallen in love with so long ago.

“I think it’s time,” she said softly.

“For what?”

“To go home.”

I blinked. “We’re not home already?”

She smiled. “No. Not yet. But we will be.”

She reached for the small velvet box on the nightstand—one I hadn’t noticed before. Inside, nestled in dark silk, was a key. Small, delicate. Engraved with the letter R to denote that it belonged to her.

She dangled it in front of me.

“A spare,” she said. “To remind you. You’re locked not just for me—but with me. This life, this home, this marriage… we built it together.”

She slipped it onto a thin silver chain, then fastened it around her own neck, letting it rest between her breasts.

My eyes filled again.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I know,” she said. “And I love owning you.”

We dressed slowly. I wore the dress she had chosen for the drive home—soft floral, modest cut, easy to kneel in. She wore jeans, heels, a silk blouse that showed her collarbones. Power and poise, understated but commanding.

Before we left the cottage, I stood at the mirror, looking at myself one last time.

The ring, the dress, the cage—the woman.

It was all me.

“Ready?” Rachel asked behind me.

I turned, smiled, and nodded.

“Let’s go home.”

And I followed her, just like I always would. Every day, forever.
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