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		Victoria had reached the edge of patience with Nathan's endless deflections, the way he'd promise change and then slide back into complacency, leaving her desires unmet, her commands ignored. One evening, after another half-hearted apology over dinner, she set her fork down with deliberate calm and looked at him across the table.

		"No more words, Nathan," she said, her voice low but unyielding. "Actions. Starting now."

		He blinked, uncertainty flickering in his eyes, but something in her tone made him still. She rose, took his hand, and led him to their bedroom without another word. There, she opened the drawer where she'd hidden her purchases—delicate lace bras in soft pink and black, matching thongs that barely qualified as fabric, a small steel cage that gleamed coldly under the lamp.

		Nathan's breath caught as she held the cage up between her fingers. "This goes on you. Tonight. And it stays until I decide you've earned release."

		He hesitated, cheeks flushing, but her gaze held him steady. Slowly, he undressed under her watch, his cock already half-hard from the authority in her voice alone. She knelt, her fingers cool and precise as she fitted the cage around him, the click of the lock echoing like a promise. Precum beaded at the tip before she sealed it away, and she smiled at the sight, wiping it delicately with her thumb and pressing it to his lips.

		"Taste your frustration," she whispered. He obeyed, tongue darting out, eyes locked on hers.

		Next came the thong—black lace that she slid up his legs herself, adjusting the thin strap between his ass cheeks until it nestled tight. The bra followed, her hands lingering as she fastened it, thumbs brushing his nipples until they peaked against the fabric. He looked at himself in the mirror at her insistence, the contrast of his masculine frame in delicate feminine lingerie sending a shiver through him that she felt under her palms.

		"You'll wear this every day now," she said, pressing against his back, her breasts soft against the lace. "Under your clothes at work, at home, always. My pretty, obedient companion."

		The first days were a torment of sensation. At the office, Nathan shifted in meetings, the lace rubbing constantly, the cage a relentless reminder that kept him edged and aching. He'd text her from the bathroom stall, begging silently with photos of his confined cock straining against metal. She'd reply with simple commands: Edge yourself three times tonight without release. Send proof.

		Evenings became rituals. Victoria would inspect him when he arrived home, making him strip slowly while she lounged on the bed in silk. She'd trace fingers over the lace, tug the thong aside to check how wet the fabric had become from his constant leaking precum. Some nights she'd unlock him briefly, only to tease his cock to the brink with her mouth, tongue swirling around the head until he whimpered, then lock him away again, wet and desperate.

		But she wanted more than obedience—she wanted transformation. One Friday night, after he'd cooked dinner wearing nothing but the pink set she'd chosen, she led him to the bedroom again. This time there were new additions on the nightstand: soft leather cuffs, silk rope, a bottle of lube that caught the light.

		"Hands behind your back," she ordered.

		He complied instantly now, the weeks of denial having worn down resistance into eager submission. She bound his wrists securely, the rope biting just enough to remind him of his helplessness. Then his ankles, spreading his legs as she pushed him face-down on the bed. The thong pulled tight across his caged cock, lace soaked through with his arousal.

		Victoria straddled his thighs, her own wetness evident through her thin panties as she ground slowly against him. "You've been so good," she murmured, nails dragging down his back. "Learning to please me without thinking of your own release first."

		She reached between his legs, fingers finding the cage and tugging gently, making him moan into the pillow. Precum dripped steadily now, wetting the sheets beneath him. With deliberate slowness, she peeled the thong down just enough to expose him, spreading his cheeks as she drizzled lube over his hole.

		Nathan tensed, then relaxed under her soothing touches, the weeks of training having taught him to open for her. Her fingers circled, pressed, one sliding in slowly while her other hand stroked the cage, collecting the precum that leaked through the bars to use as additional slick.

		"You're going to take everything I give you tonight," she said, voice husky with her own building need. "My perfect sissy, all dressed up and locked for me."

		Two fingers now, scissoring gently, finding that spot inside him that made his whole body jerk, cock straining uselessly in its prison. She worked him open patiently, adding a third finger as his moans grew desperate, hips trying to push back despite the bonds.

		Only when he was trembling, hole clenching greedily around her fingers, did she withdraw. She moved up his body, shedding her clothes until she was naked and glorious above him. Straddling his face, she lowered her pussy onto his eager mouth.

		"Lick," she commanded.

		Nathan devoured her like a starving man, tongue plunging deep into her wet heat, lapping at her clit with the devotion she'd trained into him. Victoria rode his face slowly at first, grinding against his tongue, her hands in his hair as she watched his caged cock twitch and leak beneath her.

		"That's it," she gasped, thighs tightening around his head. "Worship my pussy while yours stays locked away."

		Her first orgasm built steadily, crashing over her as she held his face tight against her, juices coating his chin and throat. But she wasn't done. She slid down his body, positioning herself over his bound form.

		Reaching back, she unlocked the cage at last—his cock springing free, purple and throbbing, precum streaming from the tip in a steady flow. But she didn't touch it. Instead, she guided a thick strap-on she'd fastened while he was blindfolded with pleasure earlier—the realistic silicone cock gleaming with lube as she pressed it against his prepared entrance.

		"Take me inside you," she whispered, pushing forward slowly.

		Nathan cried out as she breached him, the stretch burning beautifully, her weight pinning him as she sank deeper. The lace bra rubbed against the sheets with every thrust, nipples aching, his freed cock trapped between his belly and the mattress, leaking copiously.

		Victoria fucked him with building intensity, one hand reaching around to finally—finally—stroke his cock in time with her thrusts. The dual sensation overwhelmed him, her silicone cock hitting his prostate relentlessly while her grip milked him with expert pressure.

		"You're mine," she growled, pace becoming punishing. "My pretty sissy husband, taking my cock so well."

		The orgasm hit him like a freight train, cock pulsing in her hand as he came untouched by anything but her thrusts and grip, ropes of cum splattering the sheets beneath them. The clenching of his body around her strap-on triggered her second climax, pussy grinding against the harness as she rode out the waves.

		But she kept moving through his aftershocks, drawing out every last drop until he was sobbing with oversensitivity. Only then did she pull out gently, untying his bonds with tender hands.

		Nathan collapsed boneless, lace soaked with sweat and cum, as Victoria gathered him close. She cleaned him carefully, fingers gentle now where they'd been commanding moments before. When she refastened the cage—his cock soft and spent sliding easily back into confinement—he didn't protest. Instead he nuzzled against her breast, content in the knowledge that tomorrow would bring more lace, more denial, more of her perfect control.

		Victoria traced lazy circles on Nathan’s chest long after the tremors had left his body, the lace of his bra damp against her cheek, the scent of their mingled release thick in the room. His breath still came in shallow pulls, as though he feared any deeper inhale might shatter the fragile peace that had settled over them. She lifted her head, studied the flush that rode high on his cheekbones, the way his lower lip trembled when her thumb brushed it.

		“You came so hard for me,” she murmured, voice velvet and smoke. “All locked up for weeks, leaking like a desperate little thing, and still you held it until I let you break.”

		Nathan’s eyes fluttered open, glassy with afterglow and something deeper—gratitude, surrender, love sharpened to a bright edge. He tried to speak, but she pressed two fingers to his mouth.

		“No words yet. Just feel.”

		She shifted, sliding one thigh between his, the cage now refastened and already catching the first fresh bead of precum that welled at the thought of her nearness. The metal was warm from his skin, slick where her earlier strokes had left traces of his own spend. She rocked gently, letting the cage drag along her leg, watching his hips twitch involuntarily.

		“Already aching again,” she observed, amused. “My greedy sissy.”

		He whimpered behind her fingers, nodding as much as he dared. She removed them slowly, trailing saliva down his chin, then leaned in to lick it away herself, tongue slow and deliberate. The kiss that followed was filthy—open-mouthed, claiming, her teeth catching his lower lip until he moaned into her.

		When she pulled back, her pupils were blown wide. “I want more tonight. I want you trembling and begging in that pretty lace.”

		Nathan’s cock strained uselessly, the cage biting just enough to remind him who owned every throb. She rose from the bed with fluid grace, walked to the dresser, and returned with a length of soft black satin rope and a delicate silver chain that ended in small, padded clamps. His breath hitched at the sight.

		“On your back,” she said.

		He rolled obediently, arms stretching above his head without being told. The lace bra shifted with the movement, cups riding up slightly to expose the underswell of his chest, nipples dark and peaked from earlier friction. Victoria straddled his waist, pinning him with her weight, and began winding the satin rope around his wrists in intricate loops—tight enough to hold, loose enough to avoid true harm. She tied the ends to the headboard, testing the give with a sharp tug that made his whole body arch.

		Next came the clamps. She teased one nipple with wet fingers first, rolling it until he gasped, then fastened the clamp with deliberate slowness. The pinch drew a low, broken sound from his throat. She repeated the process on the other side, attaching the thin chain between them so that any movement would tug both at once.

		“Look at you,” she whispered, sitting back to admire her work. “Trussed up like a gift. Pink lace hugging your tits, cage dripping, clamps biting. All mine.”

		She leaned down, tongue flicking one clamped nipple, then the other, alternating soft licks with sudden sharp tugs on the chain until Nathan’s back bowed off the bed and tears pricked at the corners of his eyes. Precum flowed steadily now, painting shiny trails down the cage and over his balls.

		Victoria slid lower, settling between his spread thighs. She spread him wider, knees bent and pushed toward his chest so the thong—still pulled aside from earlier—framed his stretched hole, glistening with residual lube. Without warning, she lowered her mouth and licked a long, wet stripe from his caged balls to his entrance.

		Nathan cried out, hips jerking against the ropes. She pinned him down with forearms across his thighs and feasted—tongue circling his rim, pressing inside, fucking him with shallow thrusts while her nose brushed the soaked lace. Every so often she sucked hard enough to make obscene sounds echo in the quiet room, then pulled back to blow cool air over the wet skin, watching him clench desperately.

		“Please,” he finally gasped, voice ragged. “Victoria, please—”

		“Please what?” She lifted her head, lips shiny. “Tell me exactly.”

		“Please touch my cock. Please let me inside you. Please use me.”

		She smiled, slow and predatory. “Not yet.”

		Instead, she reached for the bottle of lube again, coating three fingers generously. One slid in easily; he was still soft and open from the strap-on. The second made him groan, the third had him babbling incoherently as she crooked them to stroke his prostate in firm, relentless circles. His caged cock wept openly now, precum pooling on his stomach, the cage rattling faintly with each involuntary thrust of his hips.

		Victoria watched his face the entire time—every flutter of lashes, every parted-lip plea—until his thighs shook uncontrollably and his breath came in sobs.

		Only then did she withdraw her fingers, wipe them on his inner thigh, and move up his body again. She unclasped her own bra—black lace that matched his thong—and let her heavy breasts spill free. Straddling his chest, she leaned forward, feeding one nipple into his eager mouth.

		“Suck,” she ordered.

		He latched on desperately, tongue swirling, cheeks hollowing as he nursed like it was the only thing keeping him sane. She ground her soaked pussy along his sternum, leaving wet trails over skin and lace alike, the chain between his clamps tugging with every rock of her hips.

		When both nipples were red and aching from his attention, she sat back, breathing hard. Reaching behind her, she unlocked the cage once more—his cock sprang up instantly, flushed dark and slick, veins standing out in stark relief. But instead of stroking him, she shifted forward and settled her dripping pussy directly over the head.

		“Not inside,” she warned as he tried to thrust up. “You stay perfectly still.”

		She rubbed herself along his length, coating him in her wetness, clit dragging over sensitive skin until they were both moaning. Every time he twitched too much, she lifted away entirely, waiting until he stilled again before resuming the slow, torturous glide.

		“Feel how wet you make me?” she whispered. “This pussy owns you. It decides when—or if—you come.”

		Nathan’s head thrashed against the pillow, ropes creaking. Tears slipped down his temples into his hair. “Yours,” he chanted. “All yours, please, Victoria—”

		At last she took pity. Rising slightly, she positioned him at her entrance and sank down in one smooth motion, taking every inch until he was buried to the hilt inside her tight heat. They both cried out at the sudden fullness.

		She didn’t move at first, just clenched around him rhythmically, savoring the way his eyes rolled back. Then she began to ride—slow, deep rolls of her hips that ground her clit against his pelvis while his cock dragged along every sensitive spot inside her.

		One hand braced on his chest, she tugged the chain between his clamps in time with her thrusts. The sharp pain blended with overwhelming pleasure until Nathan was beyond words, reduced to broken moans and whispered pleas.

		Victoria’s pace quickened, breasts bouncing, head thrown back as her own orgasm coiled tight. She reached down with her free hand, fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight circles.

		“Come with me,” she commanded, voice cracking. “Now.”

		Her pussy clamped down hard as she came, waves of pleasure crashing through her, juices flooding around his cock. The rhythmic milking dragged Nathan over the edge with her—he shouted her name, hips snapping up as much as the ropes allowed, cock pulsing deep inside her as he spilled again and again, filling her until it leaked out around them.

		She rode it out until the last shudder left her body, then collapsed forward onto his chest, both of them panting. Carefully, she removed the clamps—blood rushing back made him hiss—then untied his wrists, massaging the faint marks with gentle thumbs.

		Nathan wrapped trembling arms around her immediately, pulling her close, face buried in her neck. She stroked his hair, kissed the tears from his temples, whispered soft praise against his skin.

		“My beautiful boy,” she murmured. “My perfect sissy. You gave me everything tonight.”

		He clung tighter, cock softening slowly inside her, cage forgotten on the nightstand for now. In the quiet aftermath, with lace tangled and bodies sticky and spent, they drifted together—bound not by rope but by the deeper, sweeter tether she had woven around his heart.

		And when morning came, the ritual would begin again: fresh lace chosen for the day, cage clicked shut, her smile promising more nights just like this, endless and exquisite.
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		Tyler wanted to stop pretending. 

		When he accepted Brooke's invitation to a private gathering at a dimly lit loft, he was looking for an escape from the mundane, a chance to witness something authentic. But he never expected to become the centerpiece of a forbidden ritual designed to strip away his inhibitions along with his clothes.

		From the moment he steps inside, the atmosphere is hypnotic. Surrounded by a circle of beautiful, dangerous strangers, Tyler is guided into a world where control is a currency he willingly gives up. The command is simple: let go. What follows is a tantalizing descent into pure sensation, where the rough bite of rope meets the cool slide of rose satin against his skin.

		This is not just a party; it is a transformation. Under the watchful eyes of Marcus, Sadie, and Jenna, Tyler is dressed in provocative lingerie, bound in intricate rope, and pushed to the edge of sanity. It is a scandalous exploration of desire that blurs the lines between pleasure and pain. With every click of the high heels strapped to his ankles and every touch of the vibrator teasing his most sensitive spots, Tyler discovers a hidden side of himself—one that craves to be owned, exposed, and thoroughly used.
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