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Tristan leaned forward over the bathroom sink, carefully running the razor down the soft expanse of his smooth thigh. The steam from his shower still clung to the mirror, blurring his reflection, but he’d done this enough times to know exactly where the blade needed to glide. Slow, deliberate strokes left his skin flawless, the way Caleb liked it. Anything less than perfect wasn’t acceptable. The razor caught on a tiny patch of stubble, and he paused, biting his lip as he adjusted his angle to smooth it out. Satisfied, he rinsed the razor and shifted his focus to his other leg, repeating the process with meticulous care.

The warm, slick sensation of the razor gliding against his skin sent a small shiver through him. He enjoyed these moments of preparation, knowing Caleb would appreciate every inch of effort he put into his appearance. By the time he finished, Tristan’s legs were smooth, gleaming slightly from the water that still clung to them.

He straightened up, inspecting his body in the foggy mirror. His chest, shaved clean and moisturized to a soft sheen, reflected the warm bathroom light. He ran his fingers over his nipples, letting his thumbs circle the tender buds until they hardened beneath his touch. A sharp, pleasurable jolt traveled through him, and he lingered, pinching and teasing them until his breathing grew uneven. Caleb had trained him well—those little nerves had become a direct line to his arousal, despite the chastity cage that kept him from acting on it. He bit his lip, savoring the tension building inside him, then reluctantly let his hands fall away.

The pastel pink lingerie set waited for him on the edge of the sink: lace panties with tiny bows on the hips, a matching bralette that would barely contain his slim chest, and a delicate garter belt with straps that promised to hug his thighs in just the right way. He reached for the panties first, holding them up to admire the intricate lace before stepping into them. He pulled them up slowly, the fabric sliding up his legs, over his thighs, and finally settling snugly against his hips. The tight material framed his ass perfectly, leaving nothing to the imagination, and pressed against the chastity cage in a way that made him squirm.

He adjusted the waistband, making sure the small bow at the front sat perfectly centered, and then turned to the mirror to admire the view. The cage created a subtle bulge beneath the delicate lace, a constant reminder of who controlled his pleasure. Tristan’s fingers traced the waistband, tugging slightly to make it sit just right, before moving on to the bralette.

Slipping the bralette over his head, he pulled the soft straps into place and adjusted the cups so they framed his chest. His hands lingered at the straps, tugging them slightly to lift his nipples and make them more prominent through the lace. Caleb would notice. Caleb always noticed. He pressed his palms against his chest, squeezing gently and letting out a soft sigh as his thumbs grazed his hardened nipples again. The sensation sent a fresh wave of frustration through him, his cage straining against the pressure.

Next came the garter belt, a delicate piece of lace and satin that sat low on his hips. He fastened it with care, the cool metal clips brushing against his skin as he attached them to the tops of the sheer stockings he’d chosen. The stockings themselves slid up his legs effortlessly, hugging his thighs and calves like a second skin. Each clip snapped into place with a satisfying click, and he ran his hands over his legs, savoring the silky texture beneath his fingertips. The garter straps stretched taut as he moved, framing his thighs and drawing attention to the lace panties beneath.

Tristan stepped back to take in the full effect in the mirror. The pastel pink tones complemented his fair skin, the soft lace making him look every bit the submissive pet Caleb had molded him to be. He turned slightly, checking the curve of his ass and adjusting the waistband of the panties again to make sure it framed him perfectly. His chastity cage was snug and unyielding, a small, inescapable prison that Caleb had chosen specifically for him. Every movement reminded him of its presence, the gentle pressure against his body keeping him constantly aware of his submission.

Nearby, a lacy robe hung on a hook, and Tristan reached for it, slipping it on and tying it loosely at the waist. The robe fell open slightly as he moved, teasing glimpses of the lingerie beneath without hiding anything entirely. He ran his hands over his hips, smoothing the fabric and admiring how the robe flowed around him, emphasizing his feminine shape.

Satisfied with his outfit, Tristan leaned closer to the mirror to finish his makeup. A touch of blush to enhance his already flushed cheeks, a light pink gloss that made his lips shine, and just enough mascara to make his eyes pop. Caleb always said he preferred a subtle look during the day—a teasing suggestion of what lay beneath the surface. Tristan’s hands shook slightly as he applied the gloss, his excitement bubbling over at the thought of Caleb’s reaction when he arrived.

When he was done, Tristan stepped back again, turning to check every angle in the mirror. He posed slightly, arching his back and letting the robe slip off one shoulder to reveal more of the lace straps. His fingers traced the delicate trim along his hips, adjusting where the panties met the cage. Everything had to be perfect. Caleb wouldn’t accept anything less.

Tristan padded softly to the small desk in the corner of the living room, his stockings brushing against each other with a faint, teasing whisper as he walked. The subtle swish of the lace robe trailing behind him was a constant reminder of how Caleb liked him to dress—always pretty, always presentable. He settled into the chair carefully, crossing his legs delicately at the knee, mindful of how the garter straps tugged slightly against his stockings. His movements were slow, deliberate, each one a silent rehearsal of how he’d greet Caleb later.

The laptop screen glowed to life as he opened it, revealing the perfectly organized desktop Caleb had insisted on. Every folder—meticulously labeled for Caleb’s projects—was in its place. Academic articles, research notes, and spreadsheets lined the screen like obedient soldiers, ready for review. Tristan clicked into the most recent file Caleb had sent him, his eyes scanning the dense text for errors or inconsistencies. His fingers moved lightly across the keyboard, making small adjustments as needed, but his focus drifted almost immediately.

Every word on the screen felt like a thread tying him back to Caleb. The instructions in the file carried the same precision Caleb always used, each directive a subtle reminder of his authority. Tristan couldn’t help but smile faintly as he worked, thinking about how different his life had become since graduation. His chest tightened as memories of university flooded back—how Caleb’s sharp gaze had lingered on him during lectures, the almost imperceptible smiles when Tristan answered questions correctly, and the way Caleb’s presence had filled the room with quiet dominance.

At first, Tristan had thought it was admiration. Caleb was the kind of professor everyone respected: brilliant, confident, untouchable. But admiration had quickly turned to something deeper, something that made Tristan’s heart race every time he stepped into Caleb’s office for a one-on-one meeting. By the time graduation approached, Tristan couldn’t hide his yearning anymore. When Caleb offered him a position as a research assistant, the offer had felt like salvation. It wasn’t just a job; it was a chance to stay close to the man who had captivated him.

The sharp ping of a notification startled him, pulling him out of his thoughts. His heart skipped as he glanced at the corner of the screen. The familiar icon for his OnlyFans account blinked invitingly, its bold red badge demanding attention. Tristan hesitated, his fingers hovering over the trackpad. Caleb wasn’t due to arrive for another thirty minutes. Biting his lip, he gave in to the temptation and clicked the icon.

The page loaded quickly, revealing a steady stream of notifications and comments on his most recent upload. One in particular caught his eye:

"You’re the prettiest sissy I’ve ever seen. That lace looks incredible on you. Can’t wait to see more!"

Heat rushed to Tristan’s cheeks, and a soft gasp escaped his lips. His thighs pressed together instinctively, the lace panties and snug chastity cage creating a tantalizing friction that only heightened his frustration. The memory of the video—and the session it captured—played vividly in his mind. Caleb had been in complete control, guiding him with a firm hand and a voice that dripped with authority. Tristan’s lips tingled at the thought, remembering the taste of Caleb and the way his hands had gripped his hair so possessively.

Caleb allowed the videos, but only under strict conditions. His face was never shown, but his voice, his hands, and the unmistakable dominance in his movements told their own story. Tristan’s fans adored it. They loved seeing him on his knees, trembling and eager, his lace-clad body a canvas for Caleb’s control. The praise was intoxicating, but none of it compared to the moment Caleb had leaned down after the shoot, cupping Tristan’s chin and murmuring, "Good girl."

Of course, there were other perks to the OnlyFans account besides the praise. The monthly royalties were generous, more than enough to ensure Tristan lived comfortably. Caleb’s wealth and the steady flow of research grants meant Tristan was already well taken care of, with every bill paid and every luxury accounted for. But the extra income from his side gig allowed Tristan to invest more into his savings account and indulge in even more—new lingerie sets, specialized toys, and anything else that might catch Caleb’s eye.

More than the money, though, it was the attention that thrilled him. Knowing that thousands of people were watching him be the sissy slut he’d embraced becoming was a rush unlike anything else. He loved putting on a show, teasing his audience with every soft moan and coy glance, and feeling their admiration pour in through comments and messages. It was validation, pure and simple, and it made him feel alive in a way nothing else could. Tristan’s fans might not have known the full extent of his dynamic with Caleb, but they saw enough to know who owned him. That knowledge was what made it all the more arousing.

Tristan’s fingers brushed lightly over the trackpad, tempted to respond to the comment. But Caleb had rules about that too. Every interaction with his fans had to be approved first. Caleb wasn’t just protective; he was possessive, and Tristan loved it. Reluctantly, he closed the notification and returned to the research file. His hands trembled slightly as he typed, the lingering arousal from the memory making it impossible to focus entirely.

The clock on the wall ticked steadily, each second dragging Caleb closer to home. Tristan’s pulse quickened at the thought. He glanced at the clock again, his thighs shifting restlessly as the cage reminded him of its presence. He needed to be perfect when Caleb arrived. That thought was enough to steady his hands, and he took a deep breath, letting it fill him with purpose. His eyes returned to the screen, and he focused on the task at hand, determined to make Caleb proud.

After some time, when Tristan was fully immersed in a 1960s French research paper on socialist politics. While going through the lines carefully Tristan’s heart leaped suddenly as the sound of the key turning in the lock echoed through the apartment. He stood up, turned towards the door, and instinctively straightened his posture, smoothing the hem of his lacy robe and tugging at the garter straps that hugged his thighs. The door opened, and there he was—Caleb, every bit as commanding as Tristan remembered from their last encounter. The man carried an effortless authority, his sharp eyes scanning the room before landing on Tristan.

“You’re dressed and ready… Good girl,” Caleb murmured, shutting the door behind him. His voice was low and deliberate, every word laced with ownership. He stepped closer, towering over Tristan as he inspected him with a critical eye. “Let me see you properly.”

Tristan swallowed hard, his hands trembling slightly as he untied the loose sash of his robe and let it slip off his shoulders. It pooled at his feet, leaving him standing in the pastel pink lingerie that Caleb had chosen for him. The lace bralette barely concealed his chest, the panties snug over the chastity cage that pressed against his skin, and the garter belt framed his thighs perfectly. Tristan twirled slowly under Caleb’s gaze, his cheeks flushing as he felt the man’s eyes roam over every inch of him.

“Not bad,” Caleb said, his tone making it clear he wasn’t entirely satisfied. He reached out, his fingers grazing Tristan’s lips. “But this lipstick… it’s too subtle. I told you I like bold colors. Fix it later.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whispered, his voice barely audible as Caleb’s hand moved to cup his chin. He tilted Tristan’s face upward, his thumb brushing over the glossed lips before trailing down to his neck. Caleb’s touch was firm, and possessive, sending a shiver through Tristan’s body.

“You’re trembling already,” Caleb noted, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “I haven’t even started.”

He took Tristan by the hand, guiding him toward the kitchen. Caleb’s movements were deliberate, his grip unyielding as he lifted Tristan onto the counter. The cool surface sent a chill through Tristan’s thighs, contrasting sharply with the heat radiating from Caleb’s body as he stepped between his legs.

“Spread,” Caleb commanded, his voice firm. Tristan obeyed immediately, parting his legs to reveal the delicate lace panties stretched taut over the chastity cage. Caleb’s hands found Tristan’s thighs, fingers pressing into the soft flesh as he leaned in close.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” Caleb growled, his hands sliding upward to toy with the garter straps. “My perfect little sissy, all dressed up for me.”

Tristan whimpered as Caleb’s hands traveled higher, slipping beneath the hem of the panties to graze the edge of the cage. Caleb’s touch was torturously slow, and deliberate in the way he teased the sensitive skin. The chastity device strained against Tristan’s arousal, a constant reminder of Caleb’s control.

“Look at you,” Caleb murmured, his lips brushing against Tristan’s ear. “So needy, and I’ve barely touched you. Do you even deserve it?”

“Please, Daddy,” Tristan begged, his voice trembling with desperation. “I’ll be good. I’ll do anything.”

Caleb chuckled, the sound deep and commanding. He pulled the bralette down, exposing Tristan’s chest, and immediately began toying with his nipples. His thumbs brushed over the hardened buds, his fingers pinching and twisting just enough to make Tristan gasp. Caleb’s mouth followed, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peaks before sucking gently, then biting down just hard enough to draw a cry from Tristan’s lips.

“You’re so sensitive here,” Caleb said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “I’ve trained you well, haven’t I?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan moaned, his back arching as Caleb continued his relentless assault on his chest. The sensation was overwhelming, the mix of pleasure and frustration building with every flick of Caleb’s tongue and press of his fingers.

Caleb’s free hand slipped back to the cage, pressing against it firmly through the lace. “This stays on,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument. “You’ll stay locked up until I decide you’ve earned otherwise.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whispered, his voice barely audible over the sound of his own labored breathing. His body trembled beneath Caleb’s touch, every nerve alight with sensation.

Caleb’s hands roamed lower again, tracing the edges of the garter belt and running his fingers along the straps that held Tristan’s stockings in place. He tugged on one strap lightly, letting it snap back against Tristan’s thigh with a playful smirk. “So delicate,” he murmured, “but still such a filthy little thing, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whimpered, his head falling back as Caleb’s lips pressed against his neck. Caleb kissed his way down, biting gently as his hands squeezed Tristan’s thighs, spreading him wider.

“Let’s see how much you can take,” Caleb said, his voice dark and commanding. His fingers slipped beneath the lace again, grazing the cage deliberately, his touch sending jolts of frustration and need through Tristan’s body. The teasing was excruciatingly slow, each movement calculated to drive Tristan closer to the edge without letting him fall over it.

Caleb’s mouth returned to Tristan’s chest, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin around his nipples before latching onto one. He sucked harder this time, his hand twisting the other nipple in time with his tongue. Tristan’s cries filled the room, each one muffled by his trembling hands as he tried to stay composed. But Caleb wouldn’t let him. The man’s free hand trailed down, cupping Tristan’s caged bulge and pressing firmly.

“You’re so fucking desperate,” Caleb growled against Tristan’s chest. “Pathetic and perfect all at once.”

Tristan’s moans turned to pleas, his voice breaking as he begged, “Please, Daddy, please.”

“Not yet,” Caleb said, his tone leaving no room for argument. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against Tristan’s ear as he whispered, “You’ll stay on edge until I decide you’ve earned it. Understand?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whimpered, his body shivering under Caleb’s control. The man stepped back briefly, letting his eyes roam over Tristan’s flushed, trembling form before stepping back in to continue his teasing ministrations. “We’re far from done, doll.”

Tristan’s cheeks were still flushed as he padded softly into the bedroom, Caleb’s voice echoed in his mind, firm and commanding. “Go change,” he had instructed, his tone brooking no argument or delay. “I want to see you in the lavender set.” The excitement and nerves that always accompanied Caleb’s instructions thrummed through Tristan’s body as he approached the wardrobe.

The lavender crop top hung neatly on a padded hanger, its delicate ruffles spilling over the edges. Next to it, the short white pleated skirt Caleb had paired with it waited, the pristine fabric a stark contrast to the dirty thoughts racing through Tristan’s head. He reached for the crop top first, slipping it off the hanger and holding it up to admire the way the fabric shimmered faintly under the light. Caleb’s tastes were always impeccable, each choice of fabric and design a testament to his refined eye. Tristan felt a flush of pride knowing he was trusted to embody Caleb’s vision, his every curve and detail perfectly adorned.

Tristan began to undress, his movements slow and deliberate as he let the lacy pink bralette slip from his shoulders and fall to the floor. He hesitated for a moment, glancing at the mirror to admire his bare chest, his nipples still sensitive and pink from Caleb’s earlier attention. A shiver ran through him as he thought about how Caleb’s mouth had felt, the way the man’s teeth had scraped and tugged in ways that left him aching for more. He bit his lip, forcing himself to focus as he picked up the lavender crop top.

Slipping it on, Tristan adjusted the straps carefully, the ruffles framing his shoulders just so, creating a soft, feminine line that perfectly complemented his delicate collarbones. The fabric hugged his slim frame, caressing the contours of his body as it clung to his chest and left his midriff bare. His skin seemed to glow against the lavender hue, his fingers gliding over the smooth material, savoring the way it felt beneath his touch. Tristan adjusted each strap with careful precision, his fingers smoothing over the ruffles to ensure they framed his shoulders flawlessly. His hands trembled slightly as he worked, fully aware of Caleb’s sharp eye and how no detail, no matter how small, would escape his notice.

When he reached for the skirt, a flush spread across his cheeks. The pleated white fabric seemed impossibly short, barely more than a tease of a garment, designed to highlight the soft curve of his hips and thighs. He stepped into it slowly, pulling it up over the lace panties that hugged his caged form. The skirt flared gently as he zipped it at the side, its movement playful yet tantalizing. Tristan couldn’t resist giving a small twirl in front of the mirror, watching how the hem danced above his thighs, offering just a hint of the garter straps beneath.

Satisfied but trembling with anticipation, he turned to the stockings Caleb had laid out. The lavender thigh-highs shimmered faintly in the light, their delicate texture an enticing contrast to the firm hold of the garter clips. Tristan sat on the edge of the bed, rolling one stocking up his leg with practiced care, savoring how the sheer fabric slid over his skin. Each inch was a sensual journey, the tightness of the stocking accentuating the graceful curve of his calves and thighs. The soft snaps of the garter clips fastening them into place sent a shiver down his spine, each click a reminder of his submission and Caleb’s impeccable standards.

Tristan’s hands roamed over his thighs, smoothing the silky material and tracing the line where the stockings met bare skin. The contrast was intoxicating, the garter straps pulling taut with every movement, framing his legs in a way that made him feel both vulnerable and irresistible. He took a deep, shaky breath, his reflection in the mirror stealing his attention once more. What he saw was breathtaking—a vision of submission and allure, every detail carefully curated by Caleb. His lavender-clad figure looked nothing like the timid boy who had once tried to disappear into baggy clothes and messy hair.

Now, the boy in the mirror was unrecognizable. He was a doll crafted by Caleb’s hands, his shy features transformed into a picture of delicate beauty and elegance. Each strap, each ruffle, every inch of exposed skin spoke to the transformation Caleb had nurtured. Tristan ran his fingers along the waistband of the skirt, tugging it slightly to reveal a little more of the garter strap, knowing Caleb would appreciate the effort. He tilted his head, his soft blonde hair framing his flushed cheeks, and allowed himself a small, satisfied smile.

Tristan had once concealed his delicate features under baggy clothes and unkempt hair, trying to disappear into the background of his life, but now every detail of his appearance was crafted to captivate Caleb’s gaze. He’d been painfully self-conscious about his delicate frame and soft voice, traits that made him feel out of place among his peers. But Caleb had seen through all of that. The way Caleb’s sharp gaze lingered on him during lectures, the faint smile that played on his lips whenever Tristan spoke—it had been thrilling, confusing, and utterly addictive.

Tristan’s thoughts drifted to those early days, when Caleb’s compliments had been subtle but deliberate. “You have such delicate hands, Tristan,” or, “That color suits you; it brings out your eyes.” At the time, Tristan had dismissed them as kindness, but now he realized they had been calculated. Caleb had been planting seeds, waiting for Tristan to grow into the person he was meant to be.

A soft chuckle from behind snapped Tristan out of his reverie. He turned to see Caleb leaning casually against the doorway, his arms crossed and a knowing smirk on his lips. “You’re taking your time,” Caleb said, his voice laced with amusement. “Are you admiring yourself, or are you teasing me on purpose?”

Tristan’s face burned, but he couldn’t help the small smile that tugged at his lips. “Just making sure it’s perfect, Daddy,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Perfect,” Caleb repeated, stepping into the room. He moved to sit on the edge of the bed, gesturing for Tristan to continue. “Finish dressing. And take your time. I’m enjoying the view.”

Tristan’s heart raced as he bent down to pick up the lavender heels that completed the outfit. He knew exactly what he was doing, arching his back just enough to give Caleb a better view of the short skirt riding up over the curve of his ass. The chastity cage pressed snugly against the lace panties beneath, a constant reminder of Caleb’s control. The subtle friction sent a shiver through him, making it harder to keep his composure.

“You’re getting bold,” Caleb remarked, his tone mocking yet approving. “Look at you, bending over like that. You live for my attention, don’t you?”

Tristan straightened slowly, his cheeks flushed but his eyes shining with excitement. “Yes, Daddy,” he said, slipping the heels onto his feet. He stood up and turned to face Caleb, his hands smoothing the pleats of the skirt as he waited for the man’s judgment.

Caleb’s eyes roamed over Tristan’s body, lingering on the exposed skin of his thighs and the way the crop top hugged his chest. “Come here,” he ordered, his voice firm.

Tristan took a hesitant step forward, the soft swish of his stockings brushing together with each delicate movement. The faint friction of the lace against his skin sent a shiver down his spine, amplifying the tension building in the air. His breath hitched as he finally stopped between Caleb’s knees, his gaze nervously flickering upward to meet the man’s piercing eyes. Caleb’s presence was overwhelming, his commanding gaze stripping Tristan bare despite the carefully chosen outfit.

Caleb reached out slowly, his fingers curling around Tristan’s hips with an unyielding grip. The heat of his hands seeped through the thin fabric, grounding Tristan in place as if he were tethered by Caleb’s touch alone. Caleb’s thumbs moved with maddening precision, brushing along the waistband of the pleated skirt. The soft material shifted under his deliberate strokes, each pass of his fingers sending ripples of anticipation through Tristan’s trembling frame.

As Caleb’s hands drifted lower, they found the garter straps hugging Tristan’s thighs. His touch was possessive, his fingertips tracing the taut lines of the straps and grazing the delicate clips with an almost teasing rhythm. The sensation of his fingers against the smooth skin exposed between the stockings and the skirt made Tristan’s knees wobble slightly, his body betraying just how much he craved Caleb’s control.

Caleb’s smirk deepened, his eyes never leaving Tristan’s flushed face. His touch became slower, more sensual as if savoring every moment of Tristan’s trembling submission. "So obedient," Caleb murmured, his voice a low rumble that carried both approval and an edge of possessive dominance. "You’re practically begging me without saying a word."

“And you’re learning,” Caleb murmured, his tone both approving and teasing. “But don’t think I’ve forgotten how shy you used to be. You’ve come a long way, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whispered, his voice trembling slightly. Caleb’s touch was firm and deliberate, grounding him in the moment as the man’s eyes bore into his.

“Good,” Caleb said, a satisfied smirk playing on his lips. His hands slid lower, tracing the curve of Tristan’s thighs before slipping beneath the skirt. “Now, let’s see if you’re as perfect as you look.”

Caleb’s fingers trailed along the lace edge of Tristan’s panties, teasing the skin beneath. His touch was light, deliberate, as if testing Tristan’s resolve. Tristan shivered, his knees threatening to buckle under Caleb’s relentless control.

“Stay still,” Caleb murmured, gripping Tristan’s hips to steady him. His thumbs dug into the soft flesh, a reminder of his dominance. “I didn’t say you could move, did I?”

“No, Daddy,” Tristan gasped, his breath hitching as Caleb’s hands wandered higher, his fingers grazing the cage beneath the thin fabric. The pressure was maddening, a cruel mix of pleasure and frustration that left Tristan desperate for more.

“You’re trembling,” Caleb noted with a smirk, his lips curling as he leaned in closer. “Do you like this? Being teased until you can’t think straight?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Tristan whispered, his voice barely audible. His hands gripped the fabric of his skirt, fighting the urge to beg outright. Caleb’s control over him was absolute, and he loved every second of it.

“Good girl,” Caleb murmured, his voice dripping with approval. “You’ll stay just like this until I decide otherwise.”

Caleb’s lips brushed against Tristan’s neck, planting slow, deliberate kisses along his collarbone. His hands never stopped moving, exploring every inch of Tristan’s trembling frame with a confidence that left no room for resistance. The chastity cage pressed tighter against Tristan’s skin, a constant reminder of who held the key—both literally and figuratively.

Tristan’s heels clicked softly against the polished hardwood floor the faint rhythm echoing in the quiet living room as Caleb’s firm grip on his wrist propelled him forward. The scent of Caleb’s cologne lingered in the air, mixing with the faint aroma of leather from the armchair ahead. Each step made Tristan acutely aware of the snug fit of his skirt brushing against his thighs and the way his pulse quickened under Caleb’s unrelenting hold. His heart pounded in anticipation, the weight of Caleb’s gaze on his back as palpable as his touch. The lavender crop top clung to him perfectly, the pleated skirt swaying with every step, brushing against his thighs in teasing little whispers. By the time they reached the plush armchair, Tristan’s breath was already uneven, his chest rising and falling in shallow gasps.

Caleb sank into the armchair with an effortless dominance, pulling Tristan closer with a measured, deliberate grip that left no question about who was in control. Tristan’s pulse quickened as he felt the weight of Caleb’s command, the magnetic pull of his authority grounding him in the moment. His voice, low and commanding, sliced through the room. "Over my lap, kitten. Let’s see if you’ve learned how to behave."

Tristan didn’t hesitate. He bent forward, his hands resting on the arm of the chair as he draped himself over Caleb’s legs. The short skirt rode up instantly, exposing the soft curve of his ass framed by the garter straps and the snug lace panties stretched taut over his chastity cage. He felt exposed, vulnerable, and utterly under Caleb’s control—just the way he liked it.

Caleb’s large hand rested on Tristan’s ass, his touch firm and possessive. "Look at yourself," Caleb said, his tone dripping with smug satisfaction. "All dolled up and practically begging for my attention. You love this, don’t you? Being my perfect little showpiece."

Tristan whimpered, his face burning as Caleb’s hand slid lower, caressing the exposed skin of his thighs before snapping the garter strap against his flesh. The sting was sharp but fleeting, sending a jolt of arousal straight to his caged cock.

"Admit it, you thrive on this," Caleb purred, his fingers brushing lightly along the lace edge of the panties. "Every touch, every tease—it’s exactly what you were made for, isn’t it? Being paraded around like my little doll, knowing everyone who watches you online sees exactly what you are."

"Yes, Daddy," Tristan whispered, his voice trembling with equal parts shame and excitement.

Caleb chuckled darkly, his hand lifting only to come down with a sharp smack against Tristan’s ass. The sound echoed through the room, followed by Tristan’s soft gasp. Caleb rubbed the spot he’d just spanked, his hand soothing the sting before delivering another slap, harder this time. Each strike made Tristan squirm, the chastity cage pressing uncomfortably against the chair as his arousal grew unbearable.

"Keep still," Caleb commanded, his free hand sliding beneath the crop top to toy with Tristan’s nipples. His fingers pinched and rolled the sensitive buds, drawing desperate little moans from Tristan’s lips. "You’re supposed to be my perfect little sissy. I expect obedience."

Tristan nodded frantically, his back arching as Caleb’s touch alternated between punishment and pleasure. The spanking continued, each sharp slap punctuated by degrading remarks that made Tristan’s head spin. Caleb’s hand moved lower, grazing over the bulge of the chastity cage, his grip firm enough to make Tristan gasp.

"This cage is perfect for you," Caleb said, his tone low and deliberate. "Every tremble, every desperate gasp—it all shows just how perfectly you fit into this role. It’s exactly where you’re meant to be, isn’t it?"

Tristan whimpered, his thighs trembling as Caleb reached into the pocket of his blazer and pulled out a sleek black vibrator. He flicked it on, the low hum filling the room as he pressed the tip against the thin lace stretched over the cage. The vibrations were maddening, teasing the sensitive skin trapped beneath.

"You think you’re so special, don’t you?" Caleb taunted, pressing the vibrator harder against the cage. "All those fans watching you spread your legs for the camera. They think you’re theirs, but we both know the truth. You belong to me."

Tristan’s moans grew louder, his body writhing against Caleb’s lap as the vibrations sent shocks of pleasure through him. Caleb’s other hand remained on his nipple, pinching and tugging in a way that made his whole body tense with need. Just as Tristan felt himself teetering on the edge, Caleb pulled the vibrator away, leaving him gasping and trembling.

"Not yet," Caleb said with a smirk. "You don’t get to cum. Not until I say so."

The teasing continued, Caleb edging him mercilessly with the vibrator, bringing him to the brink only to pull him back again. Each denial made Tristan’s desperation grow, his pleas turning incoherent as he squirmed helplessly over Caleb’s lap. The filthy words spilling from Caleb’s lips only heightened his arousal, each degrading remark reinforcing his place as Caleb’s submissive.

"This is what you’re made for," Caleb murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "To be used, teased, and denied until you can’t think straight. And you love every second of it, don’t you?"

"Yes, Daddy," Tristan sobbed, his voice breaking as Caleb pressed the vibrator against him once more, starting the cycle all over again.

Caleb’s hands explored every inch of Tristan’s trembling frame, from the curve of his thighs to the sensitive skin beneath his skirt. His touch was slow, deliberate, his fingers tracing over the delicate lace and lingering on the garter straps. The vibrations grew more intense, the toy pressing harder against Tristan’s cage as Caleb leaned closer, his breath hot against Tristan’s ear.

"So undeniably mine," Caleb murmured, his voice dripping with dominance. "Look at you, trembling as if my touch is the only thing keeping you alive. Tell me, is this how you want to spend your days? My perfect, obedient plaything?"

"Yes, Daddy," Tristan choked out, his words barely cutting through the low, constant hum of the vibrator. His thighs quivered, the lace of his stockings shifting slightly with every desperate movement.

Caleb tilted his head, his eyes narrowing with predatory satisfaction. He tugged the hem of Tristan’s skirt higher, exposing the soft skin of his thighs and the delicate garter straps stretched tight against them. His fingers brushed over the straps deliberately, his movements slow as he watched Tristan’s body jerk with every teasing touch.

"You know," Caleb said, his tone mocking but calm, "every gasp, every little sound you make… it’s all mine. You don’t even own your pleasure anymore, do you?"

"No, Daddy," Tristan whimpered, his hands clutching at the edge of the chair as Caleb adjusted the vibrator, angling it to send the pulsations directly against the cage. The pressure was maddening, every second of contact dragging him closer to the edge.

Caleb’s smirk widened as he leaned closer, his breath hot against Tristan’s ear. "Beg for it," he whispered, his voice low and commanding. "Show me how badly you want to be broken."

"Please, Daddy," Tristan sobbed, his voice cracking as he arched his back, his hips bucking slightly despite his attempts to hold still. "Please, I… I need it."

"Needy," Caleb murmured, his grip firm on Tristan’s hip, keeping him still. "That’s exactly what I crave from you. Helpless, aching, and surrendering completely to my control."

Caleb pulled the vibrator back just enough to snatch away the release that hovered so tantalizingly close. Tristan’s groan of frustration tore through the air, his hips jerking instinctively in a futile attempt to chase the fleeting sensation. His chest heaved, and a desperate, breathless whimper escaped his lips, the ache of denial searing through his body like fire. The absence of sensation left him trembling, every nerve raw and alight, the craving for Caleb's control now a visceral need that consumed him completely. Caleb’s free hand slid along Tristan’s inner thigh, his fingers brushing just shy of the cage as he murmured, "You’ll stay like this for as long as I want. Locked up, teased, and begging. That’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?"

"Yes, Daddy," Tristan gasped, his voice barely audible as his body trembled, every nerve alight with unfulfilled need. Caleb’s dominance was absolute, his control over Tristan leaving no room for escape or relief, only submission and longing.

The tension in the room was suffocating as Caleb’s firm grip on Tristan’s chin tilted his face upward. The man’s piercing gaze locked onto Tristan’s wide, pleading eyes, a smirk curling across his lips.

"You’ve been such a good little sissy," Caleb murmured, his voice low and deliberate. "And I think it’s time to reward you."

Tristan’s breath hitched, his body trembling with anticipation as Caleb guided him off his lap. Caleb’s fingers traced down Tristan’s arm, sending a shiver through him before resting on the edge of his skirt. Without breaking eye contact, Caleb tugged the fabric upward, exposing the delicate lace panties stretched over the bulge of Tristan’s chastity cage. The sight of Tristan’s caged form, trembling and needy, brought a satisfied growl to Caleb’s throat.

"On your knees," Caleb commanded, his tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Tristan obeyed instantly, dropping to the floor and settling between Caleb’s legs. His hands rested lightly on Caleb’s thighs as he gazed up, his lips parting slightly, ready for whatever Caleb desired. Caleb reached down, running his fingers through Tristan’s hair, the grip tightening as he pulled him closer.

"You’ve worked so hard for me today," Caleb said, his voice mocking but tender. "Let’s see if you can earn that release."

Tristan nodded, his cheeks flushed as Caleb leaned back, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness. The clink of the buckle and the rustle of fabric filled the room, each sound amplifying Tristan’s racing heartbeat. Caleb freed himself with deliberate precision, his cock standing firm and demanding as he guided Tristan forward with a slow, commanding motion. Tristan’s lips parted to take Caleb into his mouth, his tongue swirling deliberately around the tip before sliding down, inch by inch, until his lips stretched to accommodate the full girth. His movements were slow, his tongue flicking and pressing against the underside with calculated precision, savoring the salty, musky taste. As Caleb’s cock pushed deeper, Tristan gagged slightly but adjusted, his throat relaxing to take more, his hands gripping Caleb’s thighs to steady himself. Each motion was intentional, each flick of his tongue and bob of his head designed to please, leaving no doubt about his eagerness to satisfy Caleb’s every demand.

Caleb’s hand on the back of Tristan’s head controlled his pace, each thrust deliberate and measured. "That’s it," Caleb murmured, his voice roughened by arousal. "Show me how much you need this."

Tristan’s muffled moans vibrated around Caleb’s shaft, the warmth of his mouth sending shivers through Caleb with every deliberate movement. The cage digging into Tristan’s sensitive skin only intensified his aching arousal, the cruel confinement stoking his frustration. Each thrust from Caleb’s hips pushed Tristan closer to losing himself entirely, the salty taste mixing with the heavy musk in the air. Caleb’s dominance was overwhelming, his firm grip on the back of Tristan’s head forcing him to take more, the weight of his cock stretching Tristan’s lips and jaw. Every flick of Tristan’s tongue, every tremble in his body, echoed his desperate need to please. The sharp sting of longing coursing through his caged cock made his entire body quiver with helpless desire, leaving him teetering on the brink of his own undoing.

After what felt like an eternity, Caleb pulled Tristan back, a string of saliva connecting them. He stood, towering over Tristan, and gestured toward the armchair. "Bend over," Caleb ordered, his voice sharp and commanding.

Tristan scrambled to obey, positioning himself over the armrest with his skirt riding up to fully expose his ass. Caleb’s hands roamed over Tristan’s trembling form, his touch firm as he traced the lines of the garter straps and the edges of the panties. With a smirk, he stepped away briefly, opening a nearby drawer and retrieving a bottle of lube. Caleb uncapped it, the faint scent of its cherry flavor filling the air as he slicked his cock with deliberate strokes, his eyes never leaving Tristan’s exposed form. Returning to his position, he slid the lace down just enough to reveal the cage beneath, his fingers grazing the cool metal before moving lower.

"You’ve been aching for this all day," Caleb said, his voice dripping with satisfaction. "Now, let’s see how much you can take."

Caleb positioned himself behind Tristan, his hands spreading Tristan’s cheeks to expose him fully. The head of Caleb’s cock pressed against the tight ring of muscle, the slick lube easing his deliberate push forward. Caleb exhaled a low groan as he breached Tristan, inch by inch, the snug heat gripping him perfectly. Tristan gasped sharply, his knuckles turning white as he gripped the armrest, his body adjusting to the stretch. Caleb paused for a moment, letting Tristan adjust before slowly pressing deeper, every motion deliberate and claiming. The stretch was overwhelming, a mix of pleasure and pain that made Tristan’s head spin. Caleb’s grip on his hips was unrelenting, holding him in place as he set a punishing rhythm. Each thrust sent jolts of sensation through Tristan’s body, the pressure against his cage intensifying with every movement.

"You feel that?" Caleb growled, leaning over to press his chest against Tristan’s back. "That’s what you’re made for—to take me, to let me use you until you can’t think straight."

Tristan’s moans deepened into desperate, broken cries as the relentless pace became too much to bear. Every thrust drove Caleb deeper, the unyielding rhythm pressing the cage harder against Tristan’s sensitive skin, amplifying the unbearable ache. His body quaked, each sharp movement sending jolts of overwhelming sensation coursing through him. Caleb’s hands explored Tristan’s trembling torso, sliding up to pinch and roll his nipples with calculated cruelty, drawing high-pitched whimpers that echoed in the room. The combination of searing friction, the cage’s tight grip, and Caleb’s punishing control pushed Tristan to the very edge, leaving him teetering helplessly on the brink of climax.

"You’re going to cum," Caleb growled into Tristan’s ear, his voice low and commanding. "Through your cage, just like the desperate little sissy you are."

Tristan’s cries grew louder, his body tensing as the overwhelming sensations reached their peak. The combination of Caleb’s dominance, the punishing rhythm, and the sharp, undeniable pressure against his cage sent him over the edge. His body convulsed, a wave of pleasure crashing over him as he came, the release intense and all-consuming.

Caleb didn’t stop, his thrusts becoming deeper and more deliberate as his breathing turned into low, guttural groans. The slick heat wrapped around him sent jolts of pleasure through his entire body, each movement stoking the fire of his arousal. His muscles tensed, his grip on Tristan’s hips tightening as he lost himself in the sensation, the sound of their bodies meeting echoing through the room. Caleb’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment, his chest heaving as his need to claim Tristan fully took over. The slick heat of Tristan’s trembling body only spurred him on, the tight grip around him driving him closer to his own climax. Caleb leaned forward, his lips brushing against Tristan’s ear as he growled, "You’re mine, Tristan. Every gasp, every shiver, all of it belongs to me."

Tristan whimpered, his body still shaking from the aftershocks, barely able to process Caleb’s relentless pace. Caleb’s grip on his hips tightened, his rhythm becoming erratic as he reached the edge. With a guttural groan, Caleb came into Tristan, his body stilling as waves of pleasure washed over him. He stayed pressed against Tristan for a moment, his breath hot and uneven against Tristan’s neck.

Slowly, Caleb withdrew his softening cock, his hands trailing possessively over Tristan’s back and thighs, the warmth of his palms grounding Tristan in the aftermath. His release leaked from Tristan’s stretched hole, the creamy rivulets glistening as they slid down his inner thighs, soaking into the delicate lace of his garter straps. Caleb’s gaze lingered, satisfaction radiating from him as he admired the evidence of his dominance and Tristan’s complete surrender. His gaze lingered on the gaping hole he left behind, the sight sending a surge of pride through him as he admired how thoroughly he’d claimed Tristan. The flushed, trembling mess in front of him stood as undeniable proof of his control, Caleb’s own cum now leaking from Tristan’s hole, glistening as it trailed down his thighs, soaking his stockings. The sight sent a surge of satisfaction through Caleb, his dominance etched into every inch of Tristan’s body. "Stay there," Caleb commanded, his voice softer but no less authoritative, his eyes fixed on Tristan’s body as it quivered with exhaustion and satisfaction.

Tristan remained bent over, his chest heaving as Caleb moved around him. Caleb reached for a cloth on the nearby table, cleaning himself before turning his attention back to Tristan. He gently tilted Tristan’s face up, holding a drop of his release on his finger.

"Open," Caleb ordered, his tone dripping with satisfaction.

Tristan’s lips parted obediently, his tongue sliding out to lick Caleb’s finger clean, savoring the salty, musky flavor as his cheeks flushed deeper. The raw intimacy of the act made his body tremble, every nerve alive with the blend of shame and arousal as he swallowed Caleb’s offering under his watchful gaze. The salty tang made Tristan shiver, his cheeks burning with a mixture of shame and arousal as Caleb watched him swallow.

"Good girl," Caleb murmured, his voice filled with approval. He leaned down, capturing Tristan’s lips in a possessive kiss, the taste of himself lingering between them. Pulling back, he smirked, brushing a thumb over Tristan’s flushed cheek. "You’ve done well, but we’re far from done. Clean yourself up," he added, stepping back and gesturing toward the bathroom. "I have more plans for you tonight."
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six foot, mid 30's and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or just opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.
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