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CHAPTER I

Kenny stirred beneath the blush-pink comforter, the soft scent of lavender fabric softener clinging to the sheets as morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains. Their bedroom—feminine to the last detail—was a calming blend of pastel tones and elegant clutter. A makeup vanity stood across from the bed, lip glosses and perfume bottles catching flecks of sunlight. The gentle hum of the city outside was interrupted only by the rhythmic click of heels on hardwood.

Vanessa.

Kenny blinked up at the ceiling, lips parting as he listened. The cadence of her movements was familiar, comforting, and grounding. Her presence was an anchor—sharp, elegant, and always in control. The scent of her perfume, that deep vanilla musk she wore for client meetings, reached him before she did.

"Good morning, sleepy pretty," Vanessa cooed, stepping to the edge of the bed. She was already dressed for the day—sleek black slacks hugging her wide, curvy hips, the kind of ass that turned heads even in the most conservative boardroom. Her silk blouse, a deep burgundy wine color, clung to her full, natural breasts, the fabric pulling slightly across her chest in a way that made Kenny's mouth dry. Her skin was smooth and golden, her waist narrow and toned, hinting at the strength behind her control. Her lips were glossed and perfectly shaped, her eyes sharp and lined in smoky perfection, and her hair swept into a no-nonsense bun that somehow still screamed sex—the kind of woman who could ruin you with a whisper and leave you begging for more.

She peeled back the sheets with a practiced flourish and gazed down with a knowing smile. Kenny blinked up at her, eyes still heavy with sleep, and whispered shyly, "Good morning..."

She smirked and leaned closer. "Let’s see how my favorite little princess is doing."

Kenny flushed, instinctively drawing his legs together as she leaned in. Her fingers—always perfectly manicured—brushed down his smooth, tight stomach and traced the curve of the pink plastic cage nestled between his thighs. She gave the already locked cage a gentle tap, the plastic shifting slightly with a faint click under her nail—just enough to remind him he wasn’t going anywhere without her say-so.

"Still locked. Still mine," she murmured, her smile growing wider. "Good girl."

He whimpered softly. Even after all this time, that praise—simple and devastating—left his chest fluttering.

Vanessa stood upright and straightened the hem of her blouse. "Come on, up. I want you helping around the apartment today. I have three client calls and zero patience for dust."

Kenny slipped out from the sheets, the oversized cream sweater she’d let him wear to bed draping over his slight frame, the long sleeves dangling past his fingertips as he moved with soft, sleepy grace. It fell just past his hips, barely covering the round curve of his smooth, tight ass. His legs were bare, soft and silky from a recent laser touch-up, the skin flawless and pale, catching the light with every step. His thighs, lightly toned but girlishly slim, moved with a shy elegance that belied how eager he was to please. The pink cage nestled between his thighs gave the faintest jingle as he walked, each step sending little reminders of who owned his pleasure. He padded behind her into the kitchen, eyes shamelessly locked on the sway of her thick, perfect ass. Her slacks hugged every curve, the fabric clinging to the soft, round shape of her cheeks with every step. It was the kind of ass that looked made to be worshiped—firm yet plush, the kind of body that whispered power in every motion. Kenny's soft cock throbbed uselessly inside its pink prison, aching as he followed the woman who owned him in every way. Soft jazz played from a speaker, blending with the quiet rhythm of his obedience.

Vanessa was already preparing breakfast—just toast and berries for herself, each berry cut with precision, each movement elegant and practiced. For Kenny, she laid out his plate with care: a single poached egg, its white delicate and trembling, a ruby-red half of grapefruit with a dusting of raw sugar, and a thick slice of avocado toast sprinkled with chili flakes and pink sea salt—his favorite. Everything was arranged with meticulous attention, like an offering. She never said it was because she cared, never wrapped her tenderness in flowery words, but every thoughtful gesture—the way she centered the plate, folded the napkin just so, poured his juice in the smaller glass she knew he liked—whispered devotion in the quietest, most devastating ways.

She wore a silky, barely-there camisole beneath her open blouse, the thin fabric clinging to the soft swell of her full, natural tits. The top was sheer enough in the light to tease a view of her bra—black lace and delicate, the kind that cradled her heavy curves and left little to the imagination. When she leaned forward to pick up her coffee mug, the camisole dipped just enough for Kenny to get an eyeful—the subtle jiggle of her firm tits, the dark edge of lace framing that irresistible cleavage. His breath hitched, completely captivated. He could stare at her chest for hours, the way it bounced when she moved, the way it stretched the buttons of her blouses, always threatening to spill free. She caught him staring.

"Eyes up, sweetheart. You haven’t earned anything yet."

Kenny nodded, cheeks burning. He took his place at the small table, legs crossed modestly, and began to eat with quiet obedience.

"After you eat," Vanessa continued, sipping her coffee, "I want you to tidy the living room and prep the guest suite. Fold the laundry too. I laid out a little outfit for you on the chair—you’ll wear that today."

He nodded again, then tilted his head with a coy grin. "Yes, your obedient little pillow princess."

Vanessa giggled, and she leaned in close, brushing a crumb from his cheek. "God, you were such a mess when I found you. Do you remember how awkward you were during that internship? Hiding in oversized suits, blushing every time I said your name?"

Kenny’s throat tightened as memories flooded him.

He’d been twenty when he first stepped into Vanessa’s office—fresh out of university, wide-eyed and tight-voiced, carrying more insecurity than experience. As her intern, he was eager to please, always on time, and never once looked her directly in the eye when she spoke. His voice stammered when he answered her questions, and his cheeks flushed crimson every time she gave him a compliment, no matter how casual.

It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—though she was, achingly so—it was the way she carried herself, the unapologetic confidence in her stride, in her words, in her gaze. She wasn’t just another professional woman in heels and a tailored blouse; she was a force. And Kenny, in all his closeted confusion, didn’t know what to do with the way that made him feel.

His upbringing hadn’t prepared him for someone like Vanessa. Raised in a strict religious household in a small town where expectations were handed down like commandments, Kenny had grown up believing any deviation from the masculine norm was sin. His parents prayed hard, spoke softly, and policed his behavior with saintly precision.

But even while they quoted scripture, Kenny was slipping his fingers along the seams of his sister’s discarded tights. He was twelve when he first tucked a pair of pastel panties into his backpack and locked the bathroom door. By the time he was sixteen, he’d discovered lip gloss, and the thrill of painting his lips under flickering fluorescent lights after dark. He kept a shoebox hidden under his dorm bed with lace panties, a cheap perfume bottle, and little packets of body glitter. It wasn’t much, but to him it was sacred.

No one knew. Not his friends. Not his roommates. Definitely not his parents, who had sent him off to the city with rules and judgment stitched into every prayer. He spent his nights alone, his fantasies filled with submission and softness, his dreams populated by older, stronger women who would see through his front and tell him exactly what to do.

And then came Vanessa.

Vanessa Reed—thirty-four, a decade and a little more older than Kenny was magnetic, and completely in command of every space she walked into. She wasn’t just a consultant; she was the kind of woman executives called when their companies were falling apart and they needed someone who wouldn’t flinch while tearing it all down and rebuilding it better. She was brilliant, ruthless when needed, and effortlessly seductive without ever trying. Her body was a study in contrast—soft, generous curves wrapped around a spine of steel. Wide hips, a plush ass, and full, natural breasts made her look like she belonged on the cover of something glossy and forbidden, yet her sharp eyes and cool voice reminded you she was also the one writing the rules.

Her confidence didn’t just come from her looks. She knew what she wanted—in business, in bed, and in life—and she never asked for permission. With dark, smoky eyes that could pin you in place and a voice like velvet over ice, she carried a presence that turned heads and silenced rooms. Men admired her. Women envied her. And Kenny? Kenny worshiped her.

She had seen something in him from the beginning—not just his awkwardness or his barely-contained hunger, but the raw softness he tried so hard to hide. She read him like a page, slow and deliberate, underlining all the quiet confessions his body made when his mouth couldn’t. And once she knew? She didn’t just take him in. She took over.

He spent weeks avoiding her eyes during meetings, focusing instead on her shoes, the tilt of her neckline, the shadow of her bra beneath thin fabric. Every time she gave him a task, his hands trembled.

He started staying later after hours, though it wasn’t an office in the traditional sense. Vanessa worked primarily out of her stylish apartment, the kind of modern, sun-drenched space that looked more like a high-end designer showroom than a place of business. As an independent consultant, she didn’t report to anyone, didn’t clock in or out—she met with clients on video, took powerful calls in silk robes, and closed six-figure deals while sipping coffee on her balcony. Kenny was technically her intern, but in truth, he was her only permanent employee. She never said that aloud—it wasn't a title he needed, not when she already gave him more than a job. He ran errands, organized spreadsheets, proofed contracts, cleaned, took notes during meetings. But mostly, he watched her. Absorbed her.

He told himself he was staying late to catch up on tasks, but the truth was simpler: he didn’t want to leave. Every hour in her apartment felt like exposure therapy for the ache he’d been carrying for years. He lingered in doorways while she paced in sleek pencil skirts and sheer blouses with plunging necklines, the kind of outfits that showed off the curve of her hips and the soft swell of her tits while still looking powerfully in control. On video calls, she wore fitted blazers left strategically unbuttoned, lacy bras just barely visible beneath chiffon. Her heels clicked across hardwood floors while she gestured with manicured fingers, projecting absolute authority even as her tight skirt hugged every inch of her ass. He fetched her dry cleaning and memorized the way she liked her tea. It wasn’t long before she noticed—how could she not? He was clumsy, flustered, always on edge around her.

Then came the night everything changed...

Everything changed between them on a late, quiet night when the apartment was dimly lit and Vanessa was deep into an hours-long video call with a high-profile executive in Japan. The time difference had pushed the meeting well past midnight, and despite her heels long being kicked off and her hair slightly loosened, she remained composed, professional, sharp-eyed on the screen.

At some point, the executive had asked for a short cigarette break, and Vanessa leaned back in her chair, stretching the stiffness out of her spine. Her voice softened as she called out for Kenny—she wanted tea, and she knew he was still somewhere in the apartment.

"Kenny? Can you make me that herbal blend I like?" she called once, then again, waiting a few seconds between each request.

No answer.

With a small sigh, she rose from her seat in her home office across the apartment and padded barefoot down the hallway. The quiet was thick and still. On the other end of the house, her bedroom door was slightly ajar, and the light inside cast a warm glow against the hardwood. As she stepped closer, she heard the faint rustle of fabric.

What she saw made her pause—not in shock, but in something far deeper.

There, in the middle of her bedroom, Kenny stood frozen, eyes wide and breath shallow. He was wearing one of her baby-blue teddies—thin silk, delicate lace hugging his frame like it belonged there. His hair was slightly tousled, his lips parted as he clutched the hem of the garment, completely lost in the sensation of it against his skin. He hadn't heard her approach. The scent of her perfume, embedded into the lingerie, seemed to wrap around him like a spell.

He gasped when he turned and saw her in the doorway. His legs buckled beneath him and he dropped to his knees, tears welling up with shame, his voice barely a whisper: "I'm sorry... I—I'm so sorry..."

But she didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t scold or ask him what he was doing.

She walked forward, knelt down, and gently tilted his chin up with two fingers. Her voice was soft. Certain.

"There you are."

That was the night she unlocked him—from fear, from shame. She showed him a mirror he’d been too scared to look into. She gave him her guest bedroom, then her bed, then his first plug, and finally, his little pink cage.

He'd never slept anywhere else since.

Back in the present, Vanessa brushed past him, her voice softer now. "You’ve grown so much, baby. You’re still my shy intern deep down—but now you’re mine. Completely."

Kenny finished his breakfast with a fluttering heart, already buzzing with anticipation. He stood, padded toward the hallway, and paused in front of the chair where she’d laid out his clothes like a little altar to his submission.

The outfit made his chest tighten and his caged cock twitch helplessly. A powder-pink crop top, barely enough fabric to cover his chest, soft and clingy with capped sleeves and a subtle glitter sheen. Beneath it were pristine white lacy panties, so sheer the delicate bow at the front seemed to float against the fabric, and a pastel garter skirt with satin ribbons that would kiss the tops of his thighs and sway when he walked. Folded beside them were white ankle socks with tiny pink ruffles and a soft velvet choker with a dangling heart-shaped charm.

His fingers trembled slightly as he picked up the panties, sliding them up over his smooth legs, the lace catching slightly on his thighs before snapping into place against his skin. The snug, high-cut fit framed his locked sissyhood perfectly, the bulge of the pink cage barely visible through the sheer material. He pulled on the garter skirt next, the pastel fabric brushing against his thighs with every movement, the satin ribbons swaying gently like teasing fingers.

The crop top came next—he pulled it over his head, stretching the soft material down over his slim frame. It clung to his torso, riding up just enough to expose his flat belly and the soft curves of his sides, giving him the perfect flirty silhouette. Finally, he rolled on the socks, letting the ruffles settle neatly at his ankles, then clasped the choker around his neck. The velvet hugged his throat with delicious pressure, and the heart charm bounced with every little breath.

Kenny took a second to look at himself in the hallway mirror. He felt exposed, ridiculous, and absolutely right. A perfect blend of pretty and filthy—exactly how Vanessa liked him. He tilted his head slightly, biting his lower lip, eyes tracing the soft curve of his hips beneath the garter skirt. His voice came out barely above a whisper, sweet and breathy as he leaned in closer to the mirror. "She’s gonna love this... I look like her perfect little doll." The words sent a chill down his spine, the kind that wrapped around his caged cock and made him ache in the best possible way.

When he stepped into the living room, heart pounding and cheeks flushed, Vanessa was already sprawled across the couch with her laptop on her thighs, a luscious smile forming at her lips before she even looked up.

"Ready to earn your reward, helper girl?" she asked without looking up.

He moved towards her, eyes bright with excitement and the faintest glimmer of pride on his cheeks. "Yes, Ma’am," he said breathlessly, his voice laced with eagerness, as if he couldn’t wait to be her good little helper.

She guided him onto her lap, cradling his locked sissyhood in one hand and tracing slow, deliberate circles with her thumb. Her other hand stayed on the laptop. Emails and edging, multitasking the Vanessa way.

"You’ve been so good this morning," she said, her voice syrupy and low. "So quiet and helpful. Let’s see if you can handle something special."

Her fingers slid up the delicate chain around her neck, pulling the small, heart-shaped key from where it dangled between her breasts. Kenny’s breath hitched. The sight of it never failed to make his whole body ache.

With a slow, deliberate motion, Vanessa reached down and unlocked the cage, the click loud and final. She set the little device aside, her fingers stroking his now-freed cock as it began to twitch and swell helplessly in her palm.

"There’s my sweet thing," she murmured, wrapping her hand fully around his shaft, pumping him with soft, teasing strokes. "So needy already. I bet you’ve been aching for this all morning, haven’t you?"

He nodded frantically, a soft moan escaping him as his hips twitched in her lap. "Vanessa..." he breathed, voice barely more than a whimper. "It feels so good..." His fingers curled against her thigh, body squirming under the gentle rhythm of her teasing touch. "You always know just how to touch me," he whispered, eyes fluttering shut as his cheeks flushed deep pink. It wasn’t desperation yet—it was awe, submission, and the quiet thrill of being exactly where he belonged.

The teasing began in earnest—slow strokes, soft whispers, her hand warm and slick with oil she’d kept nearby just in case. All the while, Vanessa’s eyes remained on her laptop screen, scrolling through her reports with fluid precision. She multitasked like a goddess—edging her sissy while reviewing numbers, typing with one hand and teasing with the other.

She leaned in now and then to kiss his throat, biting lightly before murmuring, "Let’s make it last," her eyes flicking between Kenny’s trembling body and the open dashboard of her analytics.

Minutes passed. Then more. Her fingers danced over his shaft with deliberate cruelty, dragging him right to the edge with maddening rhythm. His hips twitched uncontrollably, breath catching with every near-climax. Vanessa didn’t even pause her reading—she’d nod at a chart, tap something on the trackpad with her other hand, then return to stroking him with just enough pressure to keep him dizzy. Again. And again. Kenny was trembling now, every muscle in his body tight, needy, his entire world reduced to the rhythm of her fingers and the clicking of keys. He begged with his eyes, breath shallow, as his throat tightened with the desperate need to be undone.

Then, finally, a single flick of her wrist and a moan ripped out of him. A ruined explosion, dribbling from the tip as his cock twitched helplessly in her hand. He sobbed into her shoulder, not in full release but in that trembling, aching space just beneath it—where pleasure meets frustration, where his body craved more even as it leaked from the edge. It was sweet torture, that ruined high, and every part of him shook with need. He was still hard, still twitching, the emptiness making him cling tighter to her—lost in a bliss that left him unfulfilled and desperate all at once.

She licked her finger and smiled. "Tastes like desperation," she murmured, then brought her hand back down to the head of his twitching cock. With a firm grip and a few gentle squeezes, she gathered the rest of the milky mess dribbling from the tip and held it to his lips. "Open up, baby," she whispered. "Don’t waste what you’ve earned."

Kenny obeyed without hesitation, parting his lips as she slid her fingers into his mouth. He moaned softly around them, cheeks flushed, tongue swirling eagerly over her skin. She let him suck it clean, watching him with a smirk that held nothing but pride and ownership.

"Good girl," she purred. "Swallow it all."

Then her email pinged. She glanced at the screen and laughed softly.

"Well, would you look at that," she said, tilting his chin toward her. "We’ve got a request for tomorrow night, from Mr. Travers, sweetheart. Full girlfriend experience."

Kenny’s eyes widened. His lips parted, a soft gasp escaping him as recognition sank in. Mr. Travers wasn’t just any client—he was one of Vanessa’s longest-standing patrons, a regular who always paid handsomely for the kind of experience only the two of them could deliver. Kenny had served him before, more than once, and he remembered how the older man adored being pampered, called 'Daddy,' and made to feel like Kenny’s whole world revolved around his pleasure. Mr. Travers was a wealthy, discreet venture capitalist nearing sixty—balding, soft around the middle, and always impeccably dressed in tailored suits that spoke of old money and old secrets. He had been Vanessa’s client long before Kenny ever entered the picture. Back then, he came to Vanessa under the guise of 'consulting'—but she was quick to read between the lines.

Vanessa had a gift for sensing what powerful men didn’t know how to ask for. It was in the way he lingered when she crossed her legs, the pause in his voice when she mentioned control. She picked up on the subtle tells—the quiet envy, the unresolved cravings—and she offered him a way to indulge without judgment. Over time, he confessed his hunger for something softer. Not women, not quite men, but delicate, pretty boys who would treat him like the center of their universe. Vanessa had given him that—and when she introduced Kenny into the mix, the dynamic had become electric. There was a thrill in knowing what was coming—and a blush rising in his cheeks at the memory of being stretched across the bed last time, with Vanessa watching every second.

Vanessa kissed him slowly, her voice a whisper against his lips. "Better rest up. Daddy’s going to want you glowing."

Then she reached down, picked up the little pink cage, and held it up with a soft, knowing smile. The key still dangled from her neck, catching the light. "Let’s lock her back in, baby. We don’t want you having all the fun until tomorrow night, now do we?"

Kenny shivered, nodding without a word, heart pounding as she locked him back up—one soft click and he was hers again, helpless and aching, exactly how she liked him.




CHAPTER II

The next evening arrived in soft layers of peach and gold, spilling across the plush blush-and-white decor of their bedroom. The city murmured outside in the distance, muted behind the double-paned windows and velvet curtains. Vanessa had already ended her calls for the day, her laptop closed, her work face softened into something far more intimate.

The air smelled sweet—rosewater, fresh jasmine, a trace of vanilla musk—and the lighting was dim, the glow of the bedside lamp making everything feel warmer, quieter, closer. The room had been tidied earlier by Kenny’s careful hands, and now he sat back on his heels near the foot of the bed, still caged, still dressed in something filthy and teasing—a pale pink camisole that clung to his chest, thin enough for his nipples to show through, paired with ruffled white panties that barely covered his caged cock. The fabric hugged his hips, riding up with every breath, the outline of the cage just barely visible beneath the stretch of lace. A little satin bow sat right over his bulge, and the panties were tight enough to press the cage back against his body, keeping him constantly aware of it. His legs were smooth and bare, his ankles crossed daintily, and he’d even painted his nails earlier at Vanessa’s request—a soft, shimmery lilac that made his fingers look delicate and doll-like, awaiting her word. There was a charged silence between them, delicious and slow, like the stretch of lace across waxed skin.

Vanessa reclined on the edge of the bed in a deep burgundy slip, her legs crossed lazily, bare feet flexing with slow grace. She watched him through lidded eyes, sipping the last of her tea, the chain around her neck catching the lamplight—her key always close. Occasionally, she’d run her fingers through his hair or graze a hand along the side of his neck, wordless but full of intention. Every touch made his breath catch.

There was no rush. They both knew what tonight meant.

Finally, Vanessa set her teacup aside and stood.

"Come on, baby," she said, her voice velvet-smooth, warm and commanding. She stretched just enough to let the slip ride up her thigh before offering him a hand. "We’ve got work to do."

Kenny blinked up at her, heart skipping. He already knew what that meant. Tonight wasn’t just any client. It was Mr. Travers. And when Vanessa prepared him for Mr. Travers, it was never rushed. It was a ritual. A transformation.

She helped him to his feet with one hand, the other lifting the little pink key once more from where it dangled on the delicate chain between her breasts. She took her time, making sure he watched every movement—the soft jingle of the key, the way her fingers toyed with the lock, the slight pause before it clicked open.

The sound was gentle but powerful, and Kenny's breath caught as the cage slid away. His cock was finally free, no longer restrained by plastic and rules, but not yet released either. The air against it felt cool and sinful. It twitched immediately, thickening with the rush of arousal, standing half-hard and already leaking.

He looked down, helplessly exposed, as Vanessa let the empty cage rest in her palm like a precious artifact. She ran one nail up the length of his shaft, making him shiver, then tapped the head lightly with a smirk.

"Look at you," she whispered. "Already drooling and we haven’t even started. You know what that tells me, princess? That you’re ready to be turned into something precious... something filthy and fuckable... for Daddy."

He whimpered, thighs already pressing together in a desperate attempt to ground himself. But she stepped in closer, brushing her thigh against his cock, her voice a purr against his ear.

"We’re going to make you so pretty, baby. So soft and sweet and full. He won’t know whether to bend you over or just get you on your knees"  As she said it, her hand drifted upward, thumb tracing along his jaw before slipping between his soft, glossed lips. He opened immediately, tongue curling around her thumb as his eyes fluttered closed. "and use that nice fuckable mouth."

"That's it, baby," she purred. "Suck. Show me you’re ready to serve."

She cupped him for a moment longer, just to let him twitch against her palm, before pulling back.

"Come now. Let’s begin your transformation."



The bath began to fill with soft steam as Vanessa moved around the spacious bathroom, her slip swishing around her thighs as she set the ritual in motion. She sprinkled rose petals by the handful, letting them float like little kisses across the water’s surface. A swirl of lavender oil followed, rich and heady, then a stream of honey milk soak that turned the bath to silk. The air thickened with heat and scent—sweet, floral, and arousing.

As the tub warmed, she turned to Kenny with a subtle smile. "Strip for me, baby. Slow."

He obeyed, fingers trembling slightly as he reached for the hem of his camisole. He peeled it upward, revealing the soft line of his smooth stomach and the flushed pink of his chest, his nipples stiff from the cool air. The lace hem brushed his skin as he dragged it over his head, his breathing shallow with anticipation. Vanessa watched without a word, her eyes dark with pleasure.

Next came the panties—tight and ruffled and soaked with the slick of his own arousal. He slid them down inch by inch, letting them stretch over his thighs, tugging gently past the base of his cock. It bobbed freely now, thick and aching, dribbling need as he stepped out of the damp lace.

Behind him, the water had begun to steam in earnest.

Vanessa moved to the edge of the bath and tested it with her wrist, then turned her eyes back on him. "Get in. Slowly."

He stepped toward the tub, hips swaying ever so slightly, and dipped one foot in with a small gasp. The heat wrapped around him instantly. He eased down into it with a moan, the water kissing every inch of skin like a lover’s breath.

Vanessa sat beside the tub on a cushioned stool. She dipped her hands into the water, letting the scent and heat rise to meet her skin , ready to begin his cleansing.

Her fingers moved over his limbs with soft, commanding care—scrubbing his arms, his neck, lifting each leg from the water to exfoliate his calves and thighs with a silk mitt. She lathered behind his ears, down his back, and finally between his cheeks. She reached for the small bulb at her side, filling it with warm water from the hand shower next to them. She handled it with practiced grace, ensuring the temperature was just right before moving to kneel beside the tub, her touch warm and deliberate. Kenny watched her with wide, glassy eyes, his lips parted slightly as he knelt in the tub, the steam wrapping around him like a veil.

She leaned in, brushing his thigh with her fingertips, then spread him gently beneath the water, her voice low and intimate. "You know the drill, sweetheart. Squeeze. Hold. Breathe."

He whimpered as the bulb slid in, the nozzle pressing just inside his hole before the warmth flowed through him. His whole body shuddered, curling slightly forward as the sensation filled him. Vanessa's free hand smoothed over his belly, tracing gentle circles with her palm as if to soothe the tension.

"That’s it," she whispered. "Such a good little thing. Keep it in for me."

Kenny’s legs trembled beneath the water, his cock twitching with every slow pulse inside him. When she nodded, he released—controlled, graceful, just as she liked.

Then she filled the bulb again.

"Again," she said, tone firmer now. "We want you clean for Daddy. Sparkling."

He whimpered through the second fill, body flushed, the heat curling into his spine, his breath hitching as her hands never left him—grounding, teasing, owning.

By the third time, he was panting, cheeks bright pink, thighs spread wide in the tub as she caressed his lower belly with such care it made his eyes roll back.

Only when he was emptied and trembling, his voice reduced to soft gasps and needy whines, did she drain the bath with a flick of her wrist.

He looked up at her like she'd just unraveled him, and in truth, she had—slowly, sweetly, completely.

After the bath, she dried him gently, pressing soft cotton towels into his skin, then led him to her vanity where she set out a small tray of razors and lavender shaving cream.

"I know you’re already smooth," she murmured, tilting his chin. "But I like watching you squirm."

He gasped as the razor touched the inside of his thighs.

"We don’t skip any steps. Not for Mr. Travers."

His legs were trembling before she even got to the plug.

The plug was hot pink, rounded at the tip, a little thicker than he remembered. Vanessa lubed it slowly, then motioned for him to bend over the footstool.

"Spread for me."

He obeyed slowly, bending over the footstool and arching his back, presenting himself fully, cheeks flushed and parted just for her. He could feel the cool air kiss his exposed skin, making him squirm with anticipation.

Vanessa slipped on a glove, her fingers slick with lube as she circled the tight ring of his hole, teasing it open with maddening patience. He whimpered, pushing back slightly, aching for the stretch he knew was coming.

The plug was thick, smooth, and shiny pink, glistening in her hand. She pressed the tip against him, and he gasped as it began to slide in—inch by inch, stretching him with an intense fullness that made his cock twitch helplessly.

His moan was soft and desperate, high and trembling as she pushed the plug all the way in, letting it settle snugly inside him. His legs shook.

"Good girl," she purred, tapping the base once it was in place. "Keep it in. Walk in it. Get used to it. Feel it stretch you open. He's going to want you warm and aching."

He waddled behind her obediently to the bedroom, every step making the plug shift inside him, sending little tremors of pressure through his body. His cock twitched with each movement, already weeping despite the soft ache of denial. Vanessa walked ahead in her burgundy slip, hips swaying, and when she opened the door, he saw it laid out.

It was a dream in pink—no, a filthy fantasy. A delicate lace bra, more ornamental than functional, its soft cups trimmed with scalloped edges that would frame his nipples perfectly. A matching thong, impossibly thin, sheer enough to make his caged cock visible if he wasn’t already tucked and throbbing. The shimmer in the fabric caught the lamplight like a spotlight on his shame. The garter belt was strappy and gold-clipped, ready to cinch his waist and remind him how pretty and owned he was. Sheer white lace stockings waited beside them, already rolled neatly for him to slide up his silky legs.

On the dresser, a pale-pink box sat open—inside, baby pink stilettos with ankle straps, glossy and dangerous-looking. Four inches tall, designed to force his hips to sway, his back to arch, and his hole to be on full display. And next to them, his wig, freshly brushed and curled to perfection, ready to crown him like the doll he was becoming.

He stood at the edge of the bed, breath hitching. His cock was still free, hard and twitching, leaking helplessly with every breath. Vanessa stepped in, a small smirk on her lips, holding something behind her back.

“Oh no, baby,” she said softly. “We’re not putting that pretty thong on over this pathetic thing like that.”

He whimpered as she revealed a soft gel ice pack, already chilled and wrapped in a delicate pink cloth.

“Spread your legs,” she instructed, her voice laced with gentle cruelty.

He obeyed, blushing as she knelt and pressed the cool pack directly against his shaft. The sudden chill made him gasp, his cock twitching hard before slowly, agonizingly, beginning to deflate. She held it there, one hand stroking his thigh while the other adjusted the pressure, cooing softly as he squirmed.

“That’s it. Let it go. You don’t get to be hard unless Daddy says so.”

Once the cock had softened, Vanessa reached for the familiar pink cage resting on the bed. She slid the ring around his base, guiding everything into place with effortless ease, and clicked the cage on snugly. The lock snapped into place with a quiet, satisfying click. The key, as always, dangled between her breasts.

“There,” she murmured, brushing a kiss against his now-caged tip. “Much better. Caged and pretty. Just how I love.”

“Start with the panties,” Vanessa said, her voice low and amused as she laid a soft towel down for him to sit on.

He picked up the thong carefully, trembling fingers slipping it up his thighs. The fabric clung to his skin like a second layer, sliding up over his plugged ass until it tugged tight against his cheeks. It pressed firmly against the base of the plug, grinding it in deeper with every adjustment. The front of the thong cupped his caged cock snugly, the satin bow sitting like a mark of submission above the metal bulge.

He whimpered softly.

“Next,” she said, voice cool.

He reached for the bra, wrapping it around his chest and clipping it with practiced ease. It hugged him perfectly, the lace framing his nipples, teasing them into little pink peaks. Then the garter belt—he fastened it tight, loving the squeeze at his waist—and finally rolled the stockings up slowly, thighs flexing as he eased them higher, one leg at a time.

Vanessa stepped in as he sat at the vanity. She sprayed his favorite perfume—sweet vanilla and sugar blossom—behind each ear, letting her fingers linger on his throat.

“Don’t move,” she said.

He didn’t dare.

She applied the sparkly lip gloss herself, then dusted blush across his cheeks, giving him that soft, girlish flush. Mascara followed, then a dab of highlighter to make his cheekbones glow. The wig came next—she settled it over his head like a crown, brushing the curls down around his shoulders, perfecting every ringlet.

Then came the stilettos.

Vanessa knelt and buckled each ankle strap, her fingers teasing the skin just above his foot, her nails grazing. She looked up at him, gaze smoldering.

“There,” she said, brushing a kiss against his knee. “Perfect. Fuckable. My pretty little prize.”

He was flushed, breath shallow, cock twitching softly behind the cage, and he couldn’t take his eyes off the reflection staring back at him in the mirror. Everything about him screamed obscene femininity—from the glossy curls brushing his shoulders to the way his garter straps hugged his thighs. He looked like a doll, a toy, a sissy dressed up just to be used.

He looked at her in the mirror.

“Will you watch?” he asked, eyes wide and glassy, lips trembling with needy gloss.

Vanessa stepped behind him slowly, the scent of her perfume washing over him as she leaned in and kissed his temple.

“Always,” she whispered against his skin, her hands resting possessively on his hips.

She turned his chin with her fingers so he had to face her directly. Her voice was soft, but firm.

“This client isn’t just yours. He’s for us. You know that, right?”

Kenny nodded immediately, almost desperately.

She smiled and kissed him on the lips, slow and deep, letting her thumb smear the edge of his lip gloss when she pulled away.

“That’s how we make the extra-extra money, princess. Together.”

She stepped back slightly and walked him through the signals again—where to place his hands when presenting himself, the soft gasp she trained him to make when Daddy’s cock slid in, the arch of his back that made him look irresistible, and the golden rule: stay still and be pretty.

She then got her one hand wrapped around his waist, the other slid between his thighs to cup the freshly locked cage, stroking over it in slow, possessive circles. Kenny whimpered, a quiet little sound that came from deep in his throat.

“Look at you,” she whispered into his ear, her breath warm. “Dressed up, plugged, locked, mine. You’re going to make him feel like the luckiest man alive, like how you make me the luckiest woman alive every day, baby.”

He moaned, high-pitched and trembling, burying his face into her neck. Every inch of him was owned—painted, perfumed, loved, and primed for use.

Vanessa smiled as she rocked him gently in her lap, stroking the cage and pressing soft kisses to his jaw. “My good little thing. So ready to please.”




CHAPTER III

The lights were lower now—dimmed to a soft amber glow that gave the living room the feel of a private lounge. Everything was immaculate. Vanessa had swapped her earlier slip for something darker, filthier, and unmistakably in control: a skintight black latex corset that pushed her breasts up into perfect, glossy mounds, laced at the back and zipped at the front, stopping just above her hips. Her arms were gloved in matching black latex that reached to her elbows, tight and seamless, accentuating the strength in her grip and the elegance in every gesture. Below that, a sheer black mesh skirt with a dramatic side slit gave teasing glimpses of her garter belt and thigh-high patent leather stockings. Her heels were sharp stilettos, glossy and blood red, tall enough to make her legs look like weapons. Her hair was pulled into a severe, sleek ponytail, and her throat was bare save for the thin gold chain around her neck—the pink chastity key swinging at the center like a proud little trophy. She looked like sin incarnate: sensual, dangerous, and clearly the one in charge.

Kenny knelt in the corner by the velvet ottoman, every inch of him freshly made and perfectly arranged. He wore the baby pink lingerie just as she’d dressed him, the tight little thong clinging to the plug still stretching his hole, garters clipped neatly to his stockings. His wrists rested on his thighs, his fingers dainty and relaxed, his breathing soft. He stayed still, exactly as Vanessa had trained him.

The apartment was silent save for the gentle hum of the air conditioner and the occasional soft clink of glass as Vanessa arranged the decanter and crystal tumblers on the side table.

Then came the low chime of the private elevator—an elegant sound that only ever meant one thing: a discreet arrival. Their building was one of the most exclusive in the city, a towering glass monolith of wealth and silence. The entire top floor belonged to Vanessa. No neighbors. No doormen on their level. Just the soft whoosh of the elevator opening directly into her apartment—an entrance designed for privacy, for power, and for clients who wanted to be seen by no one at all.

To anyone outside the walls of this penthouse, tonight would look like a midnight strategy session with an in-demand consultant who was known to take calls at all hours. Vanessa’s reputation allowed it. She had built herself into a woman who made millionaires wait. And no one ever questioned the visits.

Not even when a man like Alan Travers stepped out of the lift.

Vanessa didn’t flinch. She poured the scotch and smoothed her skirt with one elegant gesture.

“Kennykins,” she said without looking over, her voice calm and cool. “Chin up, back straight. You know how he likes to see you first.”

Kenny inhaled slowly and shifted, lifting his chin with practiced grace. The moment felt surreal and arousing. He was dressed like the perfect little trophy, waiting for the man who had paid for the privilege.

Mr. Alan Travers stepped in from the private front lobby—an elegant, soundproofed space that served as a discreet buffer between the elevator and the apartment’s grand entrance. The marble-floored antechamber, exclusive to their floor, gave nothing away. It was the kind of luxury that allowed men like him to come and go unnoticed, protected by reputation, wealth, and Vanessa’s airtight discretion.

He was of average height, maybe just brushing five-nine, with the kind of build that spoke of boardrooms and private golf clubs more than gyms. He carried himself with quiet assurance—the kind of confidence that came not from posture or physique, but from a life spent being deferred to. He didn't need to command the room with size. His wealth and presence did it for him. His salt-and-pepper hair had thinned into a careful balding crown, clean-shaven with a pair of gold-rimmed glasses perched low on his nose. His navy suit was sharp, tailored, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar. No tie. He didn’t need one. His confidence wore itself.

“Vanessa,” he said, his voice warm and professional with a practiced smile. “As always, thank you for having me.”

She stepped forward, offering the crystal glass already filled with his favorite. “Alan. Always a pleasure. I trust the flight was smooth?”

“Private, naturally,” he said, letting the amber swirl in the glass as he took it. “No interruptions. No one to ask questions.”

His gaze drifted casually—almost lazily—toward the far corner of the room. The moment his eyes found Kenny, that casual mask shifted into something softer, darker. His lips curved around the rim of the glass as he took a slow sip, his eyes never leaving the sight of pink lace and perfectly trained stillness.

“And there is my sweet thing for the evening,” he murmured, the tone now low and syrupy. “I’ve missed you since our last visit.”

The warmth in his voice changed—less pleasantry, more possession. The kind that made Kenny’s blush deepen and his thighs press together as if trying to contain the way his body lit up just from being noticed like that.

Vanessa turned toward Kenny, heels clicking against the marble.

“Crawl to him, baby. Show him what he paid for.”

Kenny hesitated for only a breath, his cheeks blooming red, before he obeyed. He dropped slowly to all fours, his soft palms pressing into the floor, and began to crawl—hips swaying, thighs spreading wider with every step. The plug shifted with each movement, grinding against his aching hole, and the click of his stilettos echoed softly in the room, obscene in their rhythm.

His back arched instinctively, offering himself up with every inch forward. The thong rode high between his cheeks, practically swallowed by the swell of his plug-stretched hole, and his locked cock bounced uselessly behind the tight satin bow that kept it humiliated and hidden. Garter straps tugged with tension, emphasizing every curve Vanessa had taught him to flaunt.

Alan sat, legs apart, relaxed in the leather chair—eyes fixed on Kenny like he was watching a strip show designed just for him.

By the time Kenny reached him, he was flushed and panting, the plug now an aching pressure pulsing in sync with his heartbeat. He lowered his head between Alan’s knees, pressing his cheek against the inside of one tailored pant leg, inhaling the scent of masculinity and power.

Alan reached down with a slow, deliberate hand and cupped Kenny’s chin, guiding his face up.

“There you are,” he murmured. “Aren’t you the prettiest little thing? Look at this face. These slutty lips. Fuck, my little lady is all dolled up, isn’t she?”

Kenny's lashes fluttered, and he gave a shy, sultry little smile, lips still slightly parted as he leaned into Alan's touch. “Only for you, Daddy,” he whispered, voice breathy and sweet. “I wanted to look perfect tonight… just like Ma’am trained me to.”

Vanessa returned to her seat, crossing her legs slowly, a glass of wine in hand. Her eyes were on Kenny the whole time.

Kenny whimpered at all this attention, his mouth falling open in a silent gasp, knees spread wider. His eyes fluttered as Alan’s thumb brushed across his lips, slow and possessive.

“Let him touch you, baby. Show him you’re grateful.”

Alan leaned back, legs spread, and crooked a finger. “Come here, sweet thing. On your knees.”

Kenny shuffled closer, his mouth already parted in anticipation. Alan unzipped himself with calm, practiced ease, his cock springing free—thick, flushed, and already stiffening with the promise of use. Vanessa tilted her wine glass, watching with lazy amusement as her sissy leaned in.

“Open that pretty mouth for him,” she purred. “Show Daddy how much you’ve missed his cock.”

Kenny moaned as Alan’s hand slid to the back of his head and guided him down. His lips wrapped around the tip, soft and wet, as he took him in with slow, deliberate worship. He moaned around the shaft, the vibrations making Alan groan low in his chest.

“That’s it, doll,” Alan said, his voice thick. “Such a warm little mouth. Just like I remember. So fucking eager.”

Kenny sucked harder, his throat already relaxing to take more. Spit began to drip down his chin, strings of slick glistening across Alan’s cock. Vanessa reached down and lazily rubbed her gloved fingers across Kenny’s caged cock, teasing the metal with a smirk.

“Sloppy girl,” she whispered. “So fucking desperate. And he hasn’t even started fucking your throat yet.”

Alan’s grip tightened. He began to thrust gently, then deeper. Kenny gagged around him but didn’t pull away, tears welling at the corners of his eyes. He looked up at Vanessa as his throat was filled.

“You look perfect like this,” she said, swirling her wine. “Like a doll being used.”

Alan thrust deeper, groaning. “Fuck, she’s so good. This mouth was made to serve cock.”

Kenny gagged again, moaning around it, spit pouring freely from his lips now. Vanessa chuckled.

“That’s my girl. Keep slobbering on him. Make him cum. Don’t you dare stop.”

Kenny pushed forward, hollowing his cheeks, desperate to please.

Alan’s cock twitched.

“Fuck, I’m close…”

Vanessa grinned. “In her mouth, Daddy. She’s been waiting.”

Alan growled, holding Kenny’s head in place as he spilled down his throat. Kenny didn’t swallow right away—he held it obediently, letting the cum pool on his tongue as he slowly pulled back. When Alan’s cock slid free with a wet pop, Kenny leaned back on his knees and tilted his head slightly, parting his lips to reveal the thick load still coating his tongue.

Vanessa smirked behind the rim of her wine glass. “Show him, baby. Let Daddy see how well you took it.”

Kenny opened wider, giving Alan a clear view of the mess inside his mouth—warm, sticky, glistening. His eyes locked onto Alan’s as he slowly closed his lips again, giving a sultry, practiced smile just like Vanessa had taught him.

With a soft gulp, he swallowed every drop, letting out a moan as he did.

“Good girl,” Alan muttered, eyes dark.

Spit and a hint of cum still clung to Kenny’s chin, but he remained on his knees, panting softly—caged, plugged, used, and glowing with praise.

Vanessa raised her wine glass. “Now that,” she said, “was an appetizer.”

Alan chuckled, wiping the corner of Kenny's mouth with his thumb, and then gently guided Kenny up onto his lap. The sissy straddled him like a spoiled little girlfriend in a club booth, stocking clad thighs over his suited legs, arms lazily draped over his shoulders, his cheek resting against Alan’s collarbone. His thong was still in place, plug was also still in place, his locked cock twitching uselessly with every soft grind of his hips.

Alan’s hands wandered with slow entitlement—palming Kenny’s bare ass, cupping under the garter straps, stroking along his ribs. He nuzzled behind his ear, murmuring low and filthy praise, lips brushing the flushed skin of Kenny’s neck.

Vanessa swirled her wine, crossing her legs again as she reclined. “Now, about the quarterly shifts in the investment portfolio…”

Alan didn’t miss a beat. “Still moving weight toward commodities. Gold especially. Quiet reallocation.”

Kenny whimpered softly as Alan’s hand slid higher to tweak a nipple through the thin lace of the bra.

“You should send me the updated breakdown,” Vanessa said, smirking over the rim of her glass. “Before Monday, we'll be in time for the filing then.”

“I’ll forward it tonight,” Alan murmured, pressing a kiss to Kenny’s temple. “Once your little treasure here lets me stand again.”

Kenny moaned, pressing closer to him, soft and needy.

Vanessa chuckled. “You’ll stay right where you are, baby. Let Daddy talk business. Just be his good little lap toy.”

And Kenny did—blushing, twitching, sighing against Alan’s chest, all while the conversation continued around him like he wasn’t even the center of it.

“Sweet thing,” he whispered, as he slowly worked the thong down. “So warm and tight. Such a good girl.”

Kenny melted with every word, his breathing shallow, thighs quivering where they straddled Alan’s lap. The filthy praise buzzed through his chest and made his locked cock throb uselessly in its cage. His eyes fluttered as Alan’s hands roamed lower again, fingers teasing along the edge of the thong he’d only just peeled halfway down.

Vanessa set her wine down, the delicate clink against the glass table echoing like a signal. Her eyes narrowed slightly with intention, a knowing smirk playing at the corner of her lips as she watched her girl being fondled into mindless submission.

She stood and walked slowly toward them, her heels sharp against the marble floor. Her latex gloves creaked softly as she smoothed her hands down Kenny’s back. She leaned in just enough for her voice to purr against his ear.

“Let him in, pet,” she whispered, before standing upright again, letting the moment breathe between them.

Alan gripped Kenny’s hips and guided him off his lap, turning him gently to face the couch. Kenny obeyed in a daze, stepping forward and placing his hands on the cushion, his back arching instinctively, plug still nestled deep and twitching for attention.

Alan stepped back for a moment, licking his lips as his eyes dropped to Kenny’s caged cock.

“God,” he murmured, dragging his hand down the curve of Kenny’s ass. “Still locked up? Even after working that throat like a professional little cumslut?”

Vanessa leaned in close, her latex-gloved hand sliding along Kenny’s back until her fingers danced along the waistband of his thong. “Mmm-hmm. Always. It makes her even more eager. I like to keep her aching.”

Alan's fingers traced the outline of the pink cage, cupping it with slow reverence. “Fuck, it’s beautiful. Like a little wrapped treat. I almost feel bad using her without unwrapping her.”

Vanessa smirked. “Would you like it free for the rest of the night?”

Alan’s smile returned, wicked and sure. “No. Leave it. I prefer her like this. Locked. Helpless. All that hunger with nowhere to go.”

Kenny whimpered, hips twitching, face flushed with a mixture of arousal and frustration. His caged cock throbbed visibly, straining uselessly.

Vanessa’s fingers slid lower, teasing circles at the base of the plug while her other hand ran across his trembling thighs. “You hear that, baby? Daddy likes his girls begging.”

Alan leaned in, thumb grazing the base of the plug. “And this little toy’s been so patient…”

He gave it a gentle push, just enough to make Kenny jolt forward and gasp, his moan breaking into a high whine. Vanessa held him steady, kissing the back of his neck.

Alan teased the plug again—pressing it in deeper, pulling it partway out, rotating it slowly. Kenny was a mess of soft, desperate cries, his body clenching with every movement.

“Pleaseeeee, Daddy,” Kenny whispered. “Please take it out… I’m ready. Please…”

Vanessa purred. “Now you’re being polite.”

With one gloved hand at the small of his back, she gave a nod.

Alan drew the plug out with an audible pop—slick, hot, and glistening. Kenny shuddered and whimpered as it left him, his hole fluttering open, pulsing and eager.

Vanessa stepped forward without a word and retrieved the bottle of lube from the nearby shelf. With the elegance of a ritual she’d performed countless times, she flipped the cap and drizzled a generous stream directly over Alan’s cock. The glistening liquid coated him from base to tip, catching the light as she used her gloved hand to slowly, thoroughly stroke it in—twisting, pumping, spreading the lube in long, indulgent motions that had Alan groaning low in his chest.

“There,” she murmured, voice like velvet and sin. “Nice and slick for our baby.”

Alan’s cock twitched against her touch, already eager.

Kenny’s breath hitched just watching.

The night wasn’t over.

It was just beginning again.

Alan was slow and deliberate, guiding the head of his cock against Kenny’s stretched entrance with a reverent pressure, his hands firm at the sissy’s hips. Kenny gasped the moment the tip breached him, his back arching as his fingers clawed at the edge of the couch cushion. The sensation was overwhelming—too full, too thick, too much—and yet exactly what he needed.

Vanessa stood beside him, stroking along his spine, whispering close to his ear. “There you go, baby. Take Daddy nice and slow. Let him stretch you open.”

Alan sank in inch by inch, groaning as Kenny’s warm body wrapped around him. He paused when he bottomed out, letting the heat settle between them. Kenny whimpered, thighs trembling, already sweating.

“Breathe. Look at me,” Vanessa said, fingers gliding down Kenny’s ribs to his belly. “That’s it. Hold still. Let him fuck you pretty.”

The thrusts started slow. Alan pulled out halfway and pushed back in with a deep grunt. Again. And again. The slick slap of skin meeting skin grew louder with each movement. Kenny moaned helplessly, gasping into the cushions, hips caught between pain and hunger.

“Please, Mommy… Please, I—I think I’m close… please…”

Vanessa leaned lower, licking the sweat off his temple, gloved fingers circling his locked cock. “You’ve been getting better at this, haven’t you? Making yourself cum like a filthy little thing. You don’t even need to be touched anymore, do you?”

Alan slammed in deeper, causing Kenny to cry out, the sound high and desperate. “Fuck, she’s clenching so tight,” Alan groaned. “She’s going to milk me.”

Kenny whimpered louder, his voice cracking. “I’m cumming,—oh God—it’s happening—I’m cumming!”

And then he did—just from the rhythm, the stretch, the filth. A deep, shuddering sissygasm rocked through him. His caged cock throbbed with no release, just dripping helplessly as his whole body shook. He sobbed, mouth open, his hole twitching around Alan’s cock.

Vanessa kissed his shoulder, proud and possessive. “That’s my girl. Look at what a perfect little fucktoy you’ve become.”

Alan grunted and pulled Kenny up by the waist, flipping him onto his back with practiced strength. Kenny landed against the cushions with a breathless moan, thighs parting instinctively, his pink cage glistening with moisture. His chest heaved, nipples peaked and sensitive through the lace of his bra, his entire body trembling, cock still twitching inside the humiliating confinement.

Vanessa climbed beside them with calm grace, latex gloves gliding over Kenny’s flushed cheek as she whispered, “Such a good girl. Look at how pretty you are like this—open and dripping.”

Alan leaned over him again, cock still rock hard and glistening with Kenny’s slick. He slid back in with a slow, deliberate thrust, drawing a broken sob from Kenny’s throat. The stretch was deeper this way, more intimate. Kenny clung to Alan’s shoulders, his eyes half-lidded, mouth slack.

“Please, Daddy,” he whimpered, nails raking down Alan’s back in slow lines. “Harder. Use me. Make me yours.”

Alan growled and began thrusting deeper, hips grinding against Kenny’s with every stroke. The sound of flesh meeting flesh filled the air, wet and rhythmic. Vanessa leaned over, one gloved hand wrapped around Kenny’s throat—not squeezing, just holding, grounding him—as she whispered filth directly into his ear.

“You’re such a good slut, baby. Letting Daddy fuck you like this while Mommy watches. So sweet… so eager. You’re going to cum again for us, aren’t you?”

Kenny could barely nod, his breath ragged, his whole body twitching. Every thrust sent sparks through his locked cock, his hole squeezing around Alan’s shaft like he couldn’t bear to be empty.

They stayed like that, fucking through the aftershocks, building new ones, slowly turning Kenny into nothing but soft moans, desperate clutches, and pleading eyes. Vanessa never stopped touching him—stroking his cheeks, kissing his temple, letting her voice guide his descent into ruin.

Alan finally grunted deeply, and Kenny’s eyes widened as he felt the thick, hot rush fill him. His lips parted in a soft cry—no scream, no shout, just a stunned, overwhelmed moan as his body accepted every drop.

Alan stayed inside him for a few long breaths before slowly pulling out, watching as the cum began to seep down Kenny’s thighs.

Vanessa helped ease him down, whispering praises, brushing curls from his sweaty forehead.

Kenny was panting, eyes glazed with bliss, body smeared in sweat, smeared gloss, and cum. He looked like everything he was meant to be—used, adored, glowing with submissive satisfaction.

Vanessa smiled and pressed a kiss to his lips, slow and gentle.

“That’s my good girl.”

Alan, as he smoothed his shirt, said. “She’s perfect. Absolutely perfect.”

Kenny, still trembling, crawled to the side table and retrieved the warm, damp towel Vanessa had left ready. He returned on all fours, head bowed, with gentle, reverent motions, he dabbed and cleaned Alan’s softening cock—wiping away every trace of their shared filth. Alan leaned back with a satisfied exhale, fingers stroking lazily through Kenny’s hair.

Vanessa remained seated nearby, crossing one leg over the other. “We still have an hour or two, don’t we?” she said casually, lifting her tablet from the side table and tapping it awake.

Alan nodded. “Of course. Let’s review those numbers.”

While the two adults shifted effortlessly into the cadence of business, Kenny returned to the vanity to freshen up. He carefully reapplied his lip gloss, smoothed out his smudged mascara, and gently straightened his wig until every curl sat perfectly again. He adjusted his thong, wiped between his thighs, and reapplied a light dusting of powder to his flushed cheeks—just the way Vanessa liked him.

Hours passed in smooth, seamless rhythm—conversation, wine, the occasional soft laughter shared between consultant and client. Kenny moved quietly between them, graceful and obedient, serving drinks, refilling Alan’s glass, and massaging Vanessa’s shoulders. Each time he leaned forward or bent down to collect a glass, one of them would casually grope his ass—Vanessa with a knowing squeeze and Alan with a soft smack that made him jump and blush. When he passed behind Vanessa, her hand would trail along his thigh or snap the waistband of his thong playfully. Alan’s fingers often found his waist, guiding him close just to stroke the front of his cage through the delicate lace. Kenny whimpered with each touch, lips parted, his body humming with tension, never fully allowed to relax, always on edge—used, adored, and kept simmering like a toy that wasn’t done being played with.

And when the hour grew late and Alan stood to leave, Vanessa gave Kenny the smallest nod.

Kenny dropped to his knees one last time.

“Give Daddy something sweet for the road,” Vanessa murmured.

Kenny crawled forward again and unzipped Alan’s slacks. This time there was no rush. Just slow, wet, worshipful sucking—his lips pursed around Alan’s cock, his tongue curling, licking, teasing. Alan groaned and cupped the back of his head, eyes fluttering shut as Kenny worked.

Despite Alan having cum twice already tonight, Kenny’s mouth moved with expert rhythm—slow, messy, obedient. His tongue flattened beneath Alan’s shaft, pressing along the underside with every bob of his head. The slurping sounds filled the room, wet and obscene.

Alan chuckled between groans. “Goddamn… this mouth… she really has learnt well, ain't she?”

Vanessa sipped her wine, watching. “All mine. Every stroke, every swallow. She learned everything here.”

Kenny moaned around the cock in his mouth, the praise making his eyes flutter. He hollowed his cheeks and sucked harder, letting spit coat his chin.

Alan didn’t last long. Kenny had become too good.

With a low, rumbling grunt, Alan came, and Kenny swallowed greedily—his throat working with each pulse. When he pulled back, he licked the head clean, mouth shining, lips swollen.

He looked up, eyes sparkling. “Thank you, Daddy.”

Vanessa stood to see him off, her heels sharp against the marble as she accepted the thick envelope Alan handed her—his eyes still dark with satisfaction, hers unwavering and calm, dominance quietly radiating from every inch of her frame.

When the elevator doors finally closed behind him, the silence in the apartment settled like a warm fog.

Kenny remained where he was—on the floor, thighs parted, cum cooling on his skin and thigh-highs, his cage glistening faintly under the light. His mascara was smudged, lip gloss worn, but his eyes… his eyes never left her. Quiet, tender, full of adoration and desperate love.

Vanessa didn’t rush. She crossed the room with unhurried grace, each click of her stilettos punctuating the stillness until she knelt beside him. One gloved hand reached out and stroked his flushed cheek, thumb brushing just under his eye.

“You were perfect,” she whispered, voice low and indulgent. “So good. So fucking good for us tonight.”

Kenny let out the softest breath, his lips parting in a quiver, but no words came—just a fragile, blissful whimper.

Vanessa smiled, leaning forward until her lips pressed to his temple. “My good baby girl,” she whispered again, as if sealing it into his bones.

And Kenny, wrecked and glowing, melted into her touch.




CHAPTER IV

The apartment had grown quiet in the wake of Alan’s departure, the echoes of his satisfied groans and Kenny’s desperate moans still lingering like ghosts in the air. The scent of sex, sweat, and perfume hung over the room in a heady, heavy haze. But now, in the stillness, a new rhythm began to settle in—a softer one. A more intimate, private one that belonged to no one but Vanessa and her girl.

Vanessa stood by the window for a moment, her silhouette cast in gold by the city lights below. She sipped the last of her wine, eyes lingering on the skyline, before turning back to the sight of her sissy still on the floor—drained, messy, and beautifully undone.

“Kennykins,” she said gently, her voice like satin wrapped around steel, "Come here, baby. Let’s get you cleaned up.”

Kenny stirred slowly, his legs trembling as he rose to his knees and then carefully stood. His heels clicked softly on the marble as he wobbled, but Vanessa was already there to catch him, wrapping a steady arm around his waist. She guided him down the hallway toward the bedroom with a kind of loving dominance that made Kenny’s chest ache with need and gratitude.

In the glow of the bedroom’s warm lighting, she sat him down on the edge of the bed and knelt before him. One by one, she removed his heels, her gloved hands delicate despite the power they held. She peeled down his stockings with reverence, unhooked the garter belt with fluid familiarity, and unfastened the lacy pink bra. Each strap she slipped from his body was followed by a kiss—on his shoulder, his clavicle, the dip of his sternum.

When she reached his thong and cage, she paused.

Her fingers brushed over the cage gently. "Still horny baby?"

Kenny nodded, glassy-eyed. "Sooooo much, Vanessa. But I liked it. I love it."

She smiled and kissed his caged cock, then removed the pink key from the chain around her neck. "You’ve earned this. Let’s let her breathe a little."

The soft click of the lock echoed, and Vanessa slowly removed the cage, letting his swollen, needy cock spring free. It twitched in the air, angry and flushed, and Kenny gasped softly at the sensation of air hitting his bare skin.

"Still no release," she reminded him. "But I’ll let you feel the warmth."

She guided him to the en-suite bathroom, where steam was already thick in the air. The lavender and vanilla swirled around them like silk. Vanessa turned and began undressing, unzipping her form-fitting dress and letting it fall from her body with deliberate grace. Her gloves came off one by one, each peeled with precision, revealing smooth, toned arms that gleamed faintly in the soft yellow glow of the bathroom light. She reached behind her and began unlacing the black latex corset, pulling the strings loose until the tension released. With a slow pull, she unzipped the front, letting the glossy material peel away from her torso, revealing the swell of her breasts as they spilled free, skin flushed and warm.

Next came the sheer black mesh skirt, which she unclipped at the hip and let drop to the tile floor. The garter belt slipped off with practiced ease, followed by the gleaming thigh-high stockings she rolled down slowly, savoring the motion. Her heels—blood red and dangerously tall—were the last to go, clicking as she stepped out of them with a sultry poise.

Kenny stood nearby, completely naked now, his cock thorbbing and it was like a faucet leaking precum after being freed from the cage, his body still trembling from the events of the night. His eyes followed every move she made, lips parted, chest rising and falling with shaky breaths. He looked at her like a man watching a vision—a woman who had stripped him of everything and then given him purpose. Brilliant, graceful, effortlessly sexy, and all his. His older, dominant, breathtaking girlfriend.

What a lucky, ruined little bastard he was.

Naked now, she paused only a moment, the heat from the bath curling around her body before she stepped gracefully into the water. Her skin was kissed by candlelight, every curve catching the soft gold glow as she sank into the bath, a goddess descending into her temple.

"Now you," she said, extending a hand.

Kenny obeyed, stepping in and sinking between her thighs with his back to her chest. She wrapped her arms around him, holding him in place. One hand gently brushed suds across his chest while the other slipped between his legs.

Her lips brushed his ear. "Still hard and leaking. I love how desperate you get when I tease you baby."

She soaped him gently, her fingers teasing his nipples, trailing down his ribs, and this time, they didn’t just tease past his cock—they found it, gripped it softly, slick and leaking. She wrapped her hand around the base, her strokes light, playful, deliberate.

Kenny whimpered instantly, hips twitching. “Oh… Vanes—”

She kissed his neck slowly, dragging her lips along the flushed skin. “Shhh… you’re not going to cum, baby. Not yet. But I want to feel you throb. I want to feel how badly you ache for me.”

Her strokes stayed at that maddening pace—just enough pressure to make his body squirm against her, not enough to push him over. Her other hand rolled one nipple between her fingers, and her mouth found his earlobe, sucking gently, then nibbling.

“You belong here, like this,” she whispered against his skin. “Open. Obedient. Always just on the edge.”

Kenny moaned softly, body flushed and trembling, his cock throbbing helplessly in her hand.

“You're not allowed to cum yet, my sweet girl,” she said again, voice lower now, richer. “But you’re allowed to ache. You’re allowed to want. And you’re allowed to be mine while you do.”

She continued to bathe him, her hand occasionally returning to stroke or tease, always keeping him right at the peak, never letting him tip over. Every motion—every touch—was equal parts nurturing and torturous.

And Kenny melted in her arms, trembling, dripping, adored. Frustrated. Cherished. Completely hers.

After the bath, she helped him out, drying his body with thick towels, and guiding him gently back to the bedroom. He was glowing, skin flushed and smooth, eyes lidded with pleasure. Vanessa wrapped herself in a short satin robe—soft crimson red, barely covering her thighs—as she guided him across the room.

She opened a drawer and pulled out a pale pink satin negligee trimmed in delicate lace. Holding it up to the light with a soft smile, she turned to him and said, “Arms up, baby.”

Kenny obeyed instantly, still wobbly with pleasure. She slid the silky fabric over his head, letting it fall against his skin like a second, even softer one. The hem brushed just below his ass, and the way it clung to his hips made him blush anew.

She adjusted the straps over his shoulders, then smoothed the bodice down his chest with deliberate hands, teasing a nipple through the lace.

“Mmm… that’s my girl,” she whispered.

Then she climbed onto the bed herself, letting her robe slip off in one fluid motion, pooling beside her like discarded temptation. Naked again, warm and glowing, she pulled Kenny across her lap, his head against her shoulder, his legs curled in.

Her palm smoothed along the soft skin just above his knee, trailing higher with slow intent until her touch brushed the sensitive skin on the inside of his thighs, gliding in slow, teasing circles as she whispered against his ear. “I’m proud of you. You were so perfect tonight… and I know how badly you need it.”

Kenny whimpered, his breath catching, the ache between his legs almost unbearable.

She kissed his neck, soft and slow, then nibbled at his earlobe with playful cruelty. “I can feel you pulsing, baby. So swollen. So ready. But you’ll wait until I say so.”

Vanessa poured a bit of scented oil into her palm and rubbed it between her hands, the slick warmth glistening in the soft light. Her fingers slid down to Kenny’s cock—no longer caged, but still denied—and began to stroke him in agonizingly slow passes. Not enough to bring him close yet, just enough to make him twitch and gasp.

She licked at the side of his throat, her hand never stopping. “You know what gets me off? Watching you struggle like this. Hearing your little moans. Seeing your hips roll while you try to stay good.”

Her free hand pinched one of his nipples, twisting it gently. Kenny cried out, arching against her, thighs trembling.

She kept stroking, building him slowly, her voice a constant stream of dirty talk and praise.

“You’re my good little fucktoy, aren’t you? My precious doll. No one else gets to see you like this. No one else gets to break you down and build you back up.”

He nodded desperately. “Please… please, Mommy…”

She kissed him again, biting his lower lip this time. “I know, baby. I know. You’ve earned it.”

Her strokes picked up pace—firm, focused, wet with oil and intent. She leaned into him, one arm wrapped tightly around his chest, the other hand now working him mercilessly.

“Cum for me, Kenny. Cum like my perfect little sissy.”

He did—with a high, sobbing cry that shook his entire frame, cock twitching wildly in her grip as thick, hot ropes spilled across her fingers and his belly.

“Ohh—oh fuck, Mommy—ahh, I’m—Mmmfuck, yes!” Kenny moaned, his voice cracking as pleasure overtook him. “I’m cumming—ahhh—so hard—thank you, thank you…”

She didn’t stop until every last drop was milked out of him, her hand working slowly through the aftershocks, her voice still cooing gentle filth into his ear. “That’s it, baby… let it all out. Just like that. My sweet, baby.”

And when he collapsed against her, breathless and glowing, she wiped her hand clean, then reached for a warm, damp cloth from the bedside table. With slow, gentle movements, she cleaned the thick streaks of cum from his belly, thighs, and softening cock, taking her time as if it were a sacred ritual. Her touch lingered just a moment longer between his legs, soothing the heat she had built up inside him, until he let out the softest, grateful whimper and pulled the blanket over both of them.

“You’re my perfect little secret,” she whispered. “Mine to love. Mine to lend.”

Kenny nuzzled closer, his cheek pressing against the warmth of her bare breasts, his breath soft and content against her skin. Vanessa pulled him tighter into her embrace, fingers stroking slowly through his hair. Her thighs tangled with his beneath the blanket, and his body curled around hers like he never wanted to be anywhere else.

She kissed the top of his head, smiling down at the flushed pink negligee stretched over his back. He gave a sleepy sigh, his lips brushing over the soft swell of her breast as he whispered, "Love you, Mommy..."

Vanessa purred. “I love you too, baby. Sleep now. You’ve made me so proud.”

And just like that, wrapped in her arms, held against the softness of her body, Kenny drifted into sleep.




CHAPTER V

A couple of weeks had passed since that filthy, unforgettable night—the night Kenny had given himself completely to Vanessa, face buried in her bare tits while she milked the last trembling drop from his caged cock. That night, she’d used him slowly, sensually, until he was nothing but a moaning, ruined mess under her. And after she came—twice—on his desperate, pink-glossed mouth, she tucked him into bed beside her and kept his head there on her chest until he fell asleep drooling like a broken-in doll.

Since then, their world had only grown filthier and more beautiful. Days were strict and structured: plug sessions that left him whimpering, panties picked out with precision, walks around the apartment in heels just to perfect his sissy sway. Nights were even dirtier—sometimes she’d ride his locked cock until he cried, other times she'd make him eat her out while grinding against his denied cage. But always—always—he was hers.

Mornings had found a rhythm. Vanessa’s heels clicked down the hallway or disappeared entirely when she was naked beneath her robe. Kenny often woke in a wet, ruined state, his satin negligee clinging to his trembling frame, lips still swollen from kissing her pussy for what felt like hours. His body carried the memory of every teasing handjob, every ruined edge, every sharp moan she'd pulled from him like a gift.

This morning was no different—until it was.

The sunlight spilled in golden sheets across the wide apartment, glinting off the glass and polished tile as Vanessa sat at the marble island, a cup of coffee in one hand, tablet in the other. She wore her usual at-home robe—satin, champagne gold, loosely belted—and her eyes scanned the newest emails in her work inbox.

Then she saw it.

Request for Consultation – Special Weekend Engagement.

Her brows arched ever so slightly as she tapped it open.

A wealthy European investor. Quietly powerful. Well-connected. He had booked her before for high-level consulting sessions, always professional. But this time, the request wasn’t for strategy or projections. It was personal. He wanted a full weekend—three nights, two full days—in a secluded villa nestled in the hills of Lake Como, Italy. A resort renowned for its elegance and discretion. Dinners overlooking the water. Poolside teasing under the Mediterranean sun. Leisure… and play.

And most of all: immersive company.

Vanessa.

And her sissy.

She set the mug down and read the line again: “I want to see the girlfriend experience with the both of you. The full transformation. The beauty and devotion you’ve trained into her. I want the doll. I want both of you—her soft obedience, and your power. I want to fuck both you and your sissy—together. I want to see the two of you serve, side by side.”

The client was offering triple her standard rate. Vanessa wasn’t surprised—he came recommended from one of her most important clients, someone who had not only hired her for business but had indulged in the private side of her offerings. A man with enough influence and taste to know quality when he saw it. The vision for this weekend was clear already in her mind: complete immersion, no cages, no refusals. Public discretion—but private surrender.

Her heart beat with quiet excitement.

This was the biggest booking they’d ever had. And the most demanding.

She returned to the bedroom, the soft click of her heels echoing faintly. Kenny was still curled beneath the sheets, his smooth legs tangled in satin, the short black negligee she’d dressed him in last night twisted up around his hips, his black satin pajama shorts stretched over his tight bottom. He was so soft there, breath puffing gently against his pillow.

“Princess,” she murmured, brushing her fingers along his cheek. “Time to wake up.”

Kenny blinked, stirred, and let out a sleepy sigh. “Mmm… morning, Mommy.”

She kissed his forehead and stroked down his side. “You’ve been doing so well. And I have something special for you.”

He looked at her with curious eyes, still heavy from sleep. “Special?”

She sat beside him and crossed one leg over the other. “I just got a request. A real one. A very important client we’ve been referred to. And he's looking to have some fun.”

Kenny sat up a bit, blinking. “What kind of fun?”

“A full weekend. He’s booked a villa. A private resort. He’s asked for both of us. The full experience. Poolside. Dinners. Nights together. He wants to see how I’ve trained you—and how I still own you. You’ll be by my side the entire time, my perfect girl. And he’s sending his private jet to pick us up—private flight all the way to Lake Como. So you better start preparing to serve like the luxury treat you are.”

Kenny’s lips parted. “You mean… like… in public?”

Vanessa nodded. “Subtle, of course. But unmistakable. You’ll wear what I choose. Speak when I allow. Smile and serve and let them see how perfect you’ve become.”

He sat up fully now, sheets falling around his waist. “That’s… a lot.”

“I know,” she said gently. “But I wouldn’t agree unless I knew you were ready. And baby, you are. You’ve trained. You’ve grown. You belong to me, and I want them to see that.”

He hesitated. “What if I mess up?”

“You won’t,” she said, leaning in, her lips brushing his. “Because I’ll be there. Every second. You’ll feel my presence in everything you do. And if you slip, I’ll remind you.”

Kenny nodded slowly, the blush in his cheeks climbing all the way down to his bare chest. Underneath the rumpled satin sheets, his cock twitched uncontrollably, still swollen from the night before—when she’d teased him for over an hour with her foot on his cage while making him watch her cum twice on her glass toy. The memory alone had him leaking.

“When do we leave?” he asked, voice breathless with a tremble of excitement.

“Friday morning,” Vanessa said, her eyes glinting with purpose.

“That’s only a few days away…”

She smirked, spreading her legs slightly beneath her robe. “Then we’ll need to start stretching that needy hole. We’ll go through every plug size. I want your walk to be perfect. Your moans practiced. Your makeup flawless. You’ll be plugged, painted, and perfectly obedient by the time you step off that jet. Do you understand, baby?”

Kenny swallowed, his breath growing faster, harder, his hips twitching under the sheets like he was already being edged. “Yes, Mommy… I understand.”

Vanessa leaned back, her robe parting just enough to show the soft inner line of her thigh, the satin slipping across her curves like temptation in motion. She tilted her chin and motioned him to the floor.

Without hesitation, Kenny slipped from the bed, his cock bobbing as he crawled toward her on hands and knees, the floor cool against his skin. He moved with the slow grace of a trained sissy slut, his hips swaying slightly, lips parted in silent invitation.

When he reached her, he pressed his mouth reverently to the inside of her thigh, inhaling her scent—soft, musky, commanding.

His eyes lifted, shimmering with devotion and need, a hunger not just to be used, but to be worthy of it.

Vanessa cradled his chin in her palm, brushing her thumb over his bottom lip. Her smile was slow, wicked, loving.

“You’re going to be unforgettable,” she purred, tilting his head back. “And after this weekend, you won’t remember what it was like not to belong.”

Kenny’s lips brushed against the inside of her thigh.

He didn’t want to go back. He only wanted to fall deeper.

And as the sun crept higher outside their window, the future was already being written—in lipstick, moans, and silk.

***
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