
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sissy Pansy Blackmail

A Dark Forced Feminization Erotica Story of Sister In Law Domination, Coming Of Gender, and Irreversible Submission


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: Exposed

The penthouse smelled of cold steel and expensive orchids. Floor-to-ceiling glass looked out over the glittering city, but inside the air felt thinner, sharper, like the edge of a blade.

Ronan sat rigid on the low black leather couch, Armani suit immaculate, tie knotted with surgical precision. His jaw was set, eyes narrowed in that courtroom glare that usually made junior associates piss themselves. He was still convinced this was a bluff. Still convinced he could negotiate, threaten, or charm his way out.

Eris moved like liquid mercury across the marble floor. Six-inch stilettos clicked with deliberate slowness. Her silk blouse clung to high, firm breasts, the top button undone just enough to hint at lace beneath. Ice-blue eyes never left his face.

She stopped three feet away and dropped a thick manila envelope onto the glass coffee table. It landed with a soft, damning slap.

“Open it, Ronan.”

Her voice was low, velvet over steel. Calm. Perfectly modulated. The kind of voice that made powerful men lean in without realizing they were already losing.

He didn’t move. “Whatever this is, Eris, I don’t have time for games. My divorce is final. I’m not in the mood - ”

“Open. It.”

The command slid under his skin like a needle. Something in her tone made his fingers twitch. He snatched the envelope, tore it open with more force than necessary.

Glossy photos spilled across the table.

Ronan froze.

There he was. In the secret cache he thought no one would ever find. Pink satin panties stretched tight over his hardening cock. Black lace bra cups hugging his smooth chest. Stockings rolled up his lean tennis legs. Full makeup, glossy lips parted in shameful pleasure, one hand down the front of the panties while the other pinched a nipple through the lace.

Dozens of them. Different angles. Different outfits. Some with toys. Some with his face clearly visible, eyes half-lidded in humiliating bliss.

His stomach dropped through the floor.

“Where the fuck did you get these?” His voice cracked despite the snarl.

Eris smiled. Small. Predatory. She perched on the arm of the opposite chair, crossing long legs with a whisper of silk.

“Doesn’t matter. What matters is that I have them. All of them. Backups in three different clouds. Timestamps. Metadata. Everything a curious divorce attorney might find… interesting.”

Ronan’s mouth went dry. The cocky attorney who had crushed opponents in boardrooms and bedrooms suddenly felt the ground tilt.

“You wouldn’t.”

Eris tilted her head, studying him like a specimen. Her gaze dragged slowly down his body, lingering on the sharp line of his jaw, the expensive cut of his suit, then back up to his colder eyes.

“Wouldn’t I?” She leaned forward slightly. The scent of her perfume - something crisp and expensive with a dark undertone - washed over him. “Think about it. Your reputation. Your clients. Your precious tennis-club friends. The partners at the firm. All those men who still think you’re the untouchable alpha who just walked away from a messy divorce with his balls intact.”

She picked up one photo. Held it between two manicured fingers. In it, Ronan knelt on his bedroom floor in baby-blue lingerie, ass arched, face buried in a pair of stolen panties that clearly weren’t his ex-wife’s.

“Imagine this circulating. Not just anonymously. With your name attached. With proof it’s you.”

His cock twitched traitorously in his tailored trousers. Heat flooded his face. Shame. Rage. And something darker, hotter, that made his pulse hammer in his throat.

“This is blackmail,” he hissed.

“Very good, counselor.” Eris’s lips curved. “Thirty days. You move in here tomorrow morning. You follow every instruction I give. Every single one. No limits. No safe words unless I decide you’ve earned one. At the end of thirty days, if you’ve been my good little project, these photos disappear forever. If you refuse…” She let the silence stretch, tapping the photo against her palm. “Well. The internet is forever.”

Ronan’s hands clenched into fists on his thighs. He could feel sweat prickling at the back of his neck. The arrogant part of him screamed to stand up, walk out, call her bluff. The other part - the secret, aching part that had taken those photos in the first place - whispered that her eyes were already peeling him apart.

“I’m not some fucking toy,” he growled, but his voice lacked its usual bite.

Eris rose smoothly. She stepped closer until the pointed toe of her stiletto brushed his polished dress shoe. Towering over him even while he sat, she looked down with that unflinching ice-blue stare.

“You’re whatever I decide you are, starting tomorrow.”

Her fingers brushed his cheek. Cool. Possessive. He jerked away, but not before a shiver raced down his spine.

“Think carefully tonight, Ronan. Pack light. You won’t need those suits where you’re going.”

She turned and walked toward the floor-to-ceiling windows, giving him a perfect view of her sculpted ass moving beneath tight pencil skirt. Every step deliberate. Every click of her heels a countdown.

Ronan stared at the photos still scattered on the table. His own face stared back - flushed, mascara-smeared, lips shiny with spit and shame. His cock was half-hard now, pressing uncomfortably against the fine wool of his trousers. Betraying him already.

He wanted to hate her. He wanted to destroy her.

He wanted…

Eris glanced over her shoulder. That single raised eyebrow lifted, cool and knowing.

The real work starts at sunrise.

He swallowed hard. The penthouse suddenly felt smaller. Hotter. The city lights blurred beyond the glass.

Eris didn’t say another word. She didn’t need to.

Her single raised eyebrow promised the real work started at sunrise.


Chapter 2: Smooth

The penthouse bathroom gleamed like a surgical theater. White marble veined with silver. Lights bright enough to expose every flaw, every secret. Ronan stood naked in the center, arms at his sides, jaw locked so tight it ached.

His cock hung heavy between his legs, already half-hard from the humiliation of stripping in front of her. The Armani suit lay folded on a nearby bench like a discarded skin.

Eris circled him slowly. She wore a crisp white silk blouse and black pencil skirt, sleeves rolled to her elbows. Latex gloves snapped over her long fingers with clinical precision. In one hand she held a tube of thick pink depilatory cream.

“Arms up. Legs apart.”

Her voice was calm. Low. The same velvet command from last night.

Ronan hesitated. Heat crawled up his neck. “This is fucking ridiculous - ”

A single arched brow from Eris silenced him. That look. The one that promised consequences without raising her voice.

He raised his arms. Spread his stance. Exposed.

She squeezed cold cream onto her gloved palm and began.

First his chest. Firm strokes spreading the thick paste over his pecs, circling his nipples until they tightened into hard points. The cream tingled immediately, chemical heat sinking into every follicle.

“Feel that?” she murmured, almost conversational. “Every hair dissolving. Every trace of that arrogant male pelt melting away.”

Ronan’s breath hitched. The tingling intensified into a burning itch. His skin flushed pink under the cream.

Eris worked methodically. Down his abs, tracing the V of muscle that disappeared toward his groin. She coated his pubic hair thickly, fingers brushing the base of his cock with deliberate care. The shaft twitched, thickening despite his shame.

“Already betraying you,” she noted, voice dripping satisfaction. One gloved finger traced the underside of his balls, coating them heavily. “Look how eager your little traitor is.”

He bit back a groan. The cream worked fast. His balls tightened, skin prickling as follicles surrendered.

She moved behind him. Strong hands spread the cream over his ass cheeks, parting them without mercy. Cool paste slid into his crack, over his hole. A fingertip circled the tight ring, pressing just enough to make him clench.

“Relax, pansy. This is only the beginning.”

Ronan’s face burned. He stared at his reflection in the massive mirror - lean tennis body coated in humiliating pink slime, cock now fully hard and bobbing with each heartbeat.

Eris continued down his legs. Long, smooth strokes from thighs to calves to ankles. Even the tops of his feet. Every inch.

“Ten minutes,” she said, setting a timer on her phone. “Don’t move.”

The wait was torture. The cream burned hotter. His skin itched and crawled. Pre-cum beaded at the tip of his cock and dripped in a thin string to the marble floor.

Eris watched him the entire time. Leaning against the counter, arms crossed, ice-blue eyes drinking in his discomfort. Her nipples pressed visibly against the silk of her blouse. She was enjoying this. Getting wet from it.

When the timer chimed, she stepped forward with a handheld showerhead.

“Hands on your head.”

Warm water cascaded over him. She rinsed every inch, watching the hair wash away in pink-tinged streams. Smooth. Pale. Feminine skin emerging beneath.

His chest gleamed hairless. His legs looked longer, sleeker. His cock and balls shone bald and vulnerable, every vein and ridge exposed.

Eris dried him with a thick towel, rubbing briskly until his skin glowed pink and sensitive. Then she reached for a bottle of luxurious lotion - scented with vanilla and something darker, muskier.

“Time for the rubdown.”

She poured a generous amount into her palms and started at his shoulders. Strong, deliberate strokes. The lotion sank in instantly, leaving his skin silky and gleaming.

Down his arms. Over his chest. She paid special attention to his nipples, rolling them between slick fingers until they stood erect and aching.

Ronan’s breath came faster. His cock throbbed painfully, untouched.

“Such a responsive little slut already,” Eris purred. Her hands slid lower, coating his abs, then his hips.

She dropped to her knees in front of him.

The sight of the statuesque Scandinavian beauty on her knees should have felt like power. Instead it felt like surrender.

Her lotion-slick hands wrapped around his cock. Slow, firm strokes from base to tip, spreading the creamy lotion over every inch. She twisted at the head, thumb circling the sensitive underside until his knees buckled.

“Steady, Ronan. Or should I start calling you something prettier?”

He groaned, hips twitching forward involuntarily.

She coated his balls thoroughly, rolling them in her palms, tugging gently until they felt heavy and tight. Then lower - between his legs, over his perineum, a slick fingertip brushing his hole again.

“Turn around.”

He obeyed before he could think.

Her hands worked his ass cheeks, kneading the firm muscle, spreading lotion deep into the cleft. One finger pressed firmly against his hole, circling, teasing entry without pushing inside.

“Imagine how smooth this will feel under silk tomorrow,” she whispered against the small of his back. “How every seam will rub against freshly lotioned skin.”

Ronan’s forehead pressed against the cool marble wall. His cock leaked steadily now, dripping onto the floor.

Eris stood and finished his back, his legs, even the soles of his feet. When she was done, every inch of him gleamed. Hairless. Silky. Hypersensitive.

She stepped back to admire her work.

Ronan turned to face the mirror.

The man who stared back looked… different. Softer. Vulnerable. The sharp masculine angles remained, but the smooth, glowing skin made them look almost delicate. His cock stood obscenely hard against the hairless groin, a blatant contradiction.

Eris peeled off her gloves with a snap. She ran one bare finger down his chest, watching goosebumps rise in its wake.

“Perfect canvas,” she murmured. “Tomorrow the silk would have nowhere to hide.”

Her single raised eyebrow promised the real work started at sunrise. No - the real work had already begun.


Chapter 3: Locked

The penthouse bathroom still smelled of vanilla lotion and defeated masculinity. Ronan stood on the cold marble, completely hairless, skin gleaming and hypersensitive under the harsh lights. His cock jutted out hard and traitorously, veins pulsing with every humiliated heartbeat.

Eris had changed into something even more commanding. A sleek black silk robe that clung to her statuesque body, loosely tied so it gaped open at the front with every movement. The curve of her full breasts and the shadow between her thighs teased him mercilessly.

She held the steel chastity cage in her manicured fingers. Small. Heavy. Unforgiving. The metal glinted coldly under the lights.

“On your knees, Ronan.”

Her voice was calm, low, perfectly modulated. No room for argument.

He wanted to refuse. The arrogant attorney inside him screamed to walk out, to smash the cage against the wall. But his smooth, lotioned skin still tingled from her hands. His cock throbbed visibly, leaking a clear bead of pre-cum that dripped onto the marble between his feet.

Slowly, he sank to his knees. The cold stone bit into his skin. His balls hung heavy and vulnerable, hairless and exposed.

Eris stepped closer. The hem of her robe brushed his shoulder. She smelled of expensive perfume and quiet dominance.

“Such a pretty, smooth boy already,” she murmured, tilting his chin up with one finger. Ice-blue eyes locked onto his. “Look at you. Cock so eager. Body already betraying what your mouth won’t admit.”

Ronan’s jaw clenched. “This is insane. You can’t seriously - ”

“I can. And I will.” She held the cage up so he could see every detail. The tight ring. The short, curved tube. The small padlock. “This is going on. Right now. And it stays on until I decide otherwise.”

She poured a generous amount of lube onto her palm and coated the ring thoroughly. Then she reached down.

Her fingers wrapped around his balls first. Firm. Possessive. She tugged them downward, stretching the sac until he hissed through his teeth. The cold metal ring pressed against his smooth skin. She worked it behind his balls, one at a time, the steel biting just enough to make his cock jump.

“Feel that? The weight. The ownership.”

Next came the tube. She squeezed the base of his throbbing cock, forcing the blood back until it softened just enough. The cold steel slid over his shaft with humiliating ease. Inch by inch. The tight confines gripped him immediately, crushing his erection into a cramped, aching prison.

Ronan groaned. The sensation was maddening. Cold metal encasing hot, desperate flesh. His cock tried to harden again inside the tube, but there was nowhere to go. It strained futilely, the head pressing against the slotted end, leaking uselessly.

Eris twisted the cage slightly, aligning everything perfectly. Then she clicked the ring and tube together.

The sound was final. Metallic. Damning.

She picked up the small padlock. Held it in front of his face so he could see it clearly.

“Beg me to lock you.”

His eyes widened. Fury and shame burned through him. “Fuck you.”

Eris smiled. Small. Predatory. She pressed the open padlock against the hasp of the cage, letting the cold metal rest against his trapped cock.

“Beg. Or I send the photos tonight. Your choice, sissy.”

The word “sissy” hit him like a slap. His trapped cock pulsed harder inside the steel, pain mixing with dark, unwanted pleasure.

His voice came out hoarse. “Please… lock it.”

“Louder. And call yourself what you are.”

Ronan’s fists clenched at his sides. His smooth, hairless body shivered on the marble. “Please lock my worthless sissy cock in the cage.”

Eris’s eyes gleamed with visible pleasure. She leaned down, her robe falling open further to reveal one perfect, pink nipple. The padlock clicked shut with a sharp, irreversible snap.

The sound echoed in the bathroom.

Locked.

His cock was gone. Replaced by cold, unyielding steel. A small steel nub where his proud manhood used to be. The weight tugged constantly at his balls, a constant reminder of his new status.

Eris stood back to admire her work. She ran a fingertip over the smooth steel, tracing the curve of the tube. Then she cupped his heavy, hairless balls and squeezed gently.

“Beautiful. So much better already. No more pretending to be a man.”

Ronan’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. The cage was tight. Cruel. Every attempt to harden sent sharp, throbbing pain through his groin. Yet his balls ached with need, drawn up tight against the ring.

Eris removed her gloves and tossed them aside. She walked to the mirror and beckoned him with a single finger.

“Crawl over here and look.”

He hesitated only a second before dropping to all fours. The cage swung heavily between his legs as he crawled across the cold marble. Every movement made the steel tug and bite.

When he reached the mirror, Eris stood behind him. She placed one stiletto-clad foot on his back, pressing him down until his cheek rested against the floor and his ass was raised.

“Look at yourself, Ronan.”

In the reflection, he saw it all. Hairless body gleaming with lotion. Steel cage glinting between smooth thighs. Ass cheeks parted slightly, exposing his tight, virgin hole. His face flushed with shame and helpless arousal.

Eris reached down and gave the cage a firm tug. He gasped.

“Feel how small it makes you? How owned?”

She released him and stepped back. From a drawer she produced a thin silver chain with a tiny key dangling from it. The key to his freedom. The key to his masculinity.

She held it up, letting it catch the light.

Then, with deliberate slowness, she slipped the chain around her neck. The key slid down between her full, perfect breasts, nestling warmly in her cleavage.

The key disappeared between her breasts with a smile.


Chapter 4: Silk

The walk-in closet smelled of cedar, expensive perfume, and Ronan’s growing shame. Soft lighting glowed from recessed fixtures, illuminating rows of Eris’s designer clothes and, on a lower rack, the new additions she had prepared for him.

He stood in the center, completely naked except for the steel chastity cage locked tight around his smooth, hairless cock. The metal felt heavier now, constantly tugging at his balls with every small shift of weight. His skin still tingled from the lotion, every nerve ending exposed and hypersensitive.

Eris moved through the racks like a predator selecting prey. Her black silk robe had been replaced by a tight crimson blouse and a black pencil skirt that hugged her hips. Stilettos clicked softly on the hardwood floor.

She pulled out a pair of delicate pink silk panties first. Tiny. Feminine. The fabric shimmered as she held them up for him to see.

“These first,” she said calmly. “Step in.”

Ronan’s jaw clenched. His caged cock twitched uselessly inside its steel prison, a humiliating reminder that his body was already betraying him. “Eris, this has gone far enough - ”

Her ice-blue eyes fixed on him. One perfectly arched brow lifted. The same unflinching stare that had started everything.

He swallowed hard. The key to his cage nestled between her breasts, hidden beneath the crimson silk. Out of reach. Out of his control.

Slowly, he lifted one smooth leg, then the other. Eris knelt gracefully in front of him, the fabric whispering against his skin as she drew the panties up his calves, over his knees, and along his thighs.

The silk was cool at first. Then warm. Impossibly soft. It slid over his hairless legs like a lover’s breath. When the panties reached his cage, Eris paused. She carefully tucked his steel-encased cock and heavy balls into the front pouch. The delicate pink fabric stretched taut over the metal, outlining the humiliating shape of his prison in obscene detail.

She adjusted the waistband with clinical intimacy, fingers brushing the sensitive skin just above his caged groin. A shiver raced through him.

“Feel how it hugs you?” she murmured. “No more rough cotton. No more pretending. Just pretty silk kissing your smooth little sissy parts.”

Ronan’s breath hitched. The panties felt wrong. Too light. Too delicate. Yet the way the silk cupped his balls made his trapped cock strain painfully against the cage.

Eris stood and circled behind him. Her hands smoothed the fabric over his ass cheeks, fingers tracing the seam that disappeared between them. One fingertip pressed lightly against his hole through the silk, making him clench.

“Such a pretty ass already. The silk loves it.”

Next came the matching lace bra. She held it up - soft pink lace with delicate scalloped edges and a tiny satin bow between the cups.

“Arms up.”

He obeyed before he could stop himself. The lace slid over his shoulders. Eris fastened the hooks at the back with practiced ease, then adjusted the straps. Her fingers lingered on his chest, cupping the lace cups over his flat pecs, thumbs brushing his nipples through the fabric until they hardened into tight peaks.

“Look at you,” she whispered against his ear from behind. “Lace framing your chest like you were made for it. Nipples already begging for attention.”

Ronan stared straight ahead at the full-length mirror inside the closet. The reflection was obscene. A lean, sharp-jawed man with expensive haircut and colder eyes, now wearing delicate pink silk panties stretched over a steel chastity cage and a matching lace bra that made his nipples stand out like invitations.

His face burned crimson. His caged cock leaked steadily into the silk, darkening the fabric in a small, humiliating wet spot.

Eris wasn’t finished. She selected a pair of sheer hold-up stockings next - ultra-thin, with delicate lace tops.

“Sit on the bench.”

He sat. The silk panties whispered against the padded seat. Eris knelt again, rolling one stocking slowly up his right leg. The nylon whispered over his smooth, lotioned skin, clinging like a second layer of shame. She repeated the process on the left leg, smoothing every wrinkle with deliberate strokes of her palms.

The lace tops gripped his thighs tightly, just below the curve of his ass. The contrast - masculine legs now encased in feminine silk and lace - made his stomach twist with dark arousal.

Eris stood back to admire her work. Her nipples pressed visibly against her crimson blouse. A faint flush colored her cheeks. She was clearly aroused by his slow dismantling.

“Turn around. Bend over. Hands on the bench.”

Ronan hesitated only a second before complying. The position pushed his silk-covered ass out toward her. The panties rode up slightly, the seam pressing deeper between his cheeks.

Eris’s hands roamed freely now. Smoothing over the pink silk, tracing the lace edges of the stockings, cupping his caged bulge from behind and giving it a gentle squeeze that made him gasp.

“Already wet for me,” she noted with quiet satisfaction. “Leaking like a desperate little girl. The silk is soaking it all up. Marking you.”

Her finger traced the seam of the panties again, pressing the fabric firmly against his hole. He whimpered despite himself, hips twitching.

“Please…” The word slipped out before he could stop it.

“Please what?” Eris’s voice stayed perfectly calm. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

He couldn’t answer. Shame and need warred inside him. His nipples ached inside the lace bra. His caged cock throbbed uselessly. The silk felt too good. Too right. Too wrong.

Eris stepped away and returned with a delicate garter belt - pink satin with tiny bows and metal clasps.

She fastened it around his waist, then attached the straps to the lace tops of the stockings with soft clicks. Each clasp felt like another lock snapping shut.

When she was done, she turned him to face the mirror again.

The image was devastating. Pink silk panties. Matching lace bra. Sheer stockings with garter straps framing his caged groin. The steel cage clearly visible through the stretched silk, a constant, heavy reminder.

Ronan’s reflection stared back with wide eyes and flushed cheeks. His sharp jaw and expensive haircut looked ridiculous now. Almost pathetic. The once-powerful attorney reduced to this delicate, feminized creature trembling in silk and lace.

Eris stood behind him, taller in her stilettos. She rested her chin on his shoulder, ice-blue eyes meeting his in the mirror.

“Beautiful,” she breathed. “My perfect little pansy starting to bloom.”

Her hands slid around his waist, one cupping the silk-covered cage, the other tracing the lace of the bra. She pinched a nipple through the fabric, rolling it slowly until he moaned.

The sound was high. Needy. Not his.

Eris smiled against his neck.

“The dress would come next, whether he was ready or not.”


Chapter 5: Dressed

The walk-in closet felt smaller now, the air thicker with the scent of silk, nylon, and Ronan’s reluctant arousal. He stood trembling in the delicate pink silk panties and matching lace bra, sheer stockings already clinging to his smooth, lotioned legs with their lace tops secured by the pink satin garter belt. The steel chastity cage pressed heavily against the front of the panties, a cold, unyielding reminder of his captivity. His cock strained uselessly inside the tight metal tube, leaking steadily and darkening the silk with humiliating wet spots.

Eris moved with predatory grace, selecting a dress from the rack. Sleek black fabric, tight and unforgiving, with a high neckline and a hem that promised to hug every curve he didn’t yet have. She held it up, letting the material catch the soft light.

“Time to dress you properly, pansy.”

Her voice remained low and calm, perfectly modulated, sending shivers down his spine despite the heat flooding his face.

“Step into it.”

Ronan hesitated, jaw clenched tight. The garter straps tugged gently against his thighs with every small movement. The lace bra cups teased his hardened nipples with every breath. He wanted to scream, to rip everything off, but the key between her breasts and the photos in her possession kept his feet rooted.

Slowly, he lifted one stockinged foot, then the other, stepping into the pooled fabric at the floor. Eris drew the dress upward with deliberate slowness. The smooth lining whispered over his calves, over his knees, sliding sensually along his thighs. The tight material stretched as it passed the garter belt and the silk panties, molding itself to his caged bulge and the curve of his ass.

Higher still. Over his hips. Cinching his waist. The fabric hugged his flat stomach and chest, the high neckline framing the lace bra straps peeking just enough to look deliberately slutty.

Eris circled behind him. Her fingers found the zipper at the small of his back. She pulled it upward inch by inch, the metallic rasp loud in the quiet closet. Each tooth locking into place felt like another shackle closing.

The dress tightened relentlessly. It compressed his torso, forcing his posture straighter, pushing his chest forward slightly so the lace bra created the faintest suggestion of breasts. The hem stopped mid-thigh, tight enough that bending would expose the tops of his stockings and the pink garter straps.

When the zipper reached the top, Eris smoothed her hands down his sides, pressing the fabric firmly into place. Her palms lingered on his hips, then slid lower to cup his ass through the dress.

“Feel that?” she whispered against his ear. “How it clings? How it shows every line of your pretty new underwear? The cage is clearly visible if anyone looks close enough. A little secret bulging under all this black silk.”

Ronan’s pulse hammered. The dress felt like a second skin - constricting, feminine, humiliating. His caged cock throbbed harder against the steel, the pressure turning every heartbeat into sharp, aching denial. Pre-cum continued to leak, soaking the panties further and making the front of the dress slightly damp where the cage pressed outward.

Eris stepped back to admire him, her ice-blue eyes gleaming with open sexual pleasure. A faint flush colored her flawless cheeks. Her nipples strained visibly against her crimson blouse.

“Turn for me. Slowly.”

He obeyed, the tight dress forcing short, mincing steps. The stockings whispered together with every movement. The garter straps tugged deliciously against his thighs. The dress rode up slightly, threatening to reveal the pink lace edges beneath.

“Perfect,” Eris purred. She reached out and adjusted the hem, her fingers brushing the bare skin just above the stocking tops. Then she traced the outline of the cage through the layers of fabric. “Already leaking like a desperate little slut. The silk is drenched. The dress is marking you.”

Ronan’s breath came in short, ragged gasps. Shame burned through him, hot and unrelenting. Yet his body responded with treacherous eagerness. His nipples ached inside the lace bra, rubbing against the tight dress with every inhale. His smooth, hairless skin felt electric under the nylon and silk.

Eris selected a pair of black patent leather pumps with four-inch heels from a lower shelf. “Sit.”

He lowered himself onto the padded bench, the dress tightening further across his thighs and ass. Eris knelt in front of him again, sliding one pump onto his stockinged foot. The fit was snug, forcing his toes into a pointed arch. She fastened the delicate ankle strap with a soft click, then repeated the process on the other foot.

“Stand. Walk.”

The heels changed everything. His balance shifted. His hips swayed involuntarily as he took tentative steps across the closet. The tight dress restricted his stride, forcing a feminine, mincing gait. The stockings stretched and whispered. The garters pulled with every step. The cage swung heavily between his legs, tugging on his balls and sending jolts of frustrated need through his groin.

Eris watched with visible satisfaction, one hand resting lightly on her own thigh, fingers tracing the hem of her skirt as if fighting the urge to touch herself.

“Look at yourself,” she commanded, gesturing to the full-length mirror.

Ronan stopped in front of it. The reflection was devastating. A lean, once-masculine body now encased in a tight black dress that hugged every feminized detail. Stocking-clad legs made longer and sleeker by the heels. The faint outline of pink garter straps and silk panties visible beneath the thin fabric if the light hit just right. The steel cage created a subtle, obscene bulge at the front, impossible to ignore once noticed. His sharp jaw and expensive haircut looked absurd above the feminine attire, making the transformation even more humiliating.

His face was flushed. Eyes wide with a mix of fury, shame, and dark, unwanted arousal. His cock pulsed painfully inside the cage, desperate for friction that would never come.

Eris stepped behind him, taller in her own stilettos. She placed her hands on his waist, pulling him back against her body. Her breasts pressed against his back through the layers of fabric. One hand slid down to cup his caged bulge through the dress, squeezing firmly.

“Feel how owned you are?” she murmured, lips brushing his neck. “Every layer sealing you in. Silk against your smooth skin. Steel locking away your useless manhood. This tight little dress turning you into my pretty plaything.”

She pinched one nipple through the dress and bra, rolling it slowly until he whimpered. The sound escaped high and needy, nothing like the commanding attorney he used to be.

Eris smiled against his skin. Her free hand traced the zipper at his back, pressing the fabric tighter.

“The dress is only the beginning. Tomorrow you’ll move in it. Sit in it. Serve in it. And everyone who sees you will know exactly what you’re becoming.”

Ronan’s knees weakened. The heels made his calves ache. The tight dress made breathing shallow. Every sensation layered on top of the last - silk, lace, nylon, steel, and now this constricting black sheath that erased the last visible traces of his old self.

Eris released him and stepped back, circling once more to inspect every angle. She adjusted the hem again, ensuring the stocking tops stayed teasingly close to exposure. Then she ran her hands up his stockinged thighs, under the dress, snapping one garter strap lightly against his skin.

The sharp sting made him gasp.

“Walk to the end of the closet and back. Let me see that pretty sway.”

He did as told, the heels forcing his ass to roll with each step. The dress clung and shifted, the silk panties rubbing slickly against his leaking caged cock. The sensation was maddening. Humiliating. Addictive.

When he returned, Eris’s eyes were darker, her breathing slightly quicker. She clearly derived intense pleasure from watching him break.

She reached out and traced a finger along his jawline.

“So close now. The clothes have done their work. They’ve reshaped you, marked you, claimed you.”

Her ice-blue gaze held his without mercy.

“Makeup would finish what the clothes started.”


Chapter 6: Painted

The vanity lights blazed like interrogation lamps, merciless and bright. Ronan sat perched on the delicate velvet stool, the tight black dress stretched taut across his thighs, the hem riding dangerously high. Every shift of his weight made the silk panties underneath slide slickly against his steel-encased cock, the cage biting harder with each futile throb. His stockinged legs, crossed at the ankles in the four-inch patent heels, trembled slightly. The lace bra and garter straps tugged constantly at his hypersensitive, hairless skin.

Eris stood behind him like a sculptor preparing to finish her masterpiece. She had changed into a sheer black blouse that left little to the imagination, her full breasts clearly visible, nipples stiff with obvious arousal. In her hands she held an array of makeup tools and a long, glossy black wig that shimmered like liquid obsidian.

“Sit still, pansy,” she commanded softly, voice low and perfectly controlled. “This is where the man disappears.”

Ronan’s jaw tightened. His reflection in the lit mirror already looked absurd - sharp masculine jaw above the high neckline of the feminine black dress, expensive haircut clashing horribly with the delicate pink lace peeking at his shoulders. His caged cock pulsed angrily, leaking more pre-cum into the soaked silk, the wet spot now clearly visible if anyone looked closely enough at the front of the dress.

Eris tilted his chin up with cool fingers. She pumped foundation onto a soft sponge and began.

Smooth, even strokes covered his face. The creamy liquid blended seamlessly over his skin, erasing the faint shadow of stubble, softening every hard line. She worked with clinical intimacy, dabbing under his eyes, along his cheekbones, down the bridge of his nose. Each pass made his face feel heavier, mask-like, no longer entirely his own.

“Such a good blank canvas,” she murmured, blending carefully along his jaw. “All that arrogant bone structure… fading already.”

Ronan’s pulse hammered. The foundation felt thick, suffocating. His trapped cock strained harder inside the steel tube, the denial turning every breath into frustrated fire.

Next came powder. Eris dusted it over his face with a large brush, setting the foundation into an unnatural, flawless matte. She contoured his cheeks, hollowing them slightly, then highlighted the tops of his cheekbones until they glowed femininely. His sharp features looked softer, almost delicate under the lights.

“Pretty,” she whispered, stepping back for a moment to admire the change. Her free hand brushed her own thigh, lingering near the hem of her skirt.

Eyeliner came next. She leaned in close, her perfume enveloping him - crisp, dark, intoxicating. The pencil traced along his upper lid with steady precision. Black, winged, dramatic. Each stroke made his eyes look larger, more vulnerable. Lower lid too, smudged softly for that sultry, bedroom effect. Ronan blinked rapidly, fighting the foreign sensation as the liner pulled at his lashes.

“Eyes that beg to be fucked,” Eris noted calmly. “Look how they widen when you’re ashamed.”

Mascara followed. Thick coats on his lashes, lengthening and darkening them until they fluttered like a doll’s. He could feel the weight with every blink. His vision blurred slightly from the unfamiliar heaviness.

His cock ached relentlessly now. The cage felt tighter, the metal digging into swollen flesh. Pre-cum dripped in a steady, humiliating trickle, soaking through the pink silk and beginning to dampen the inside of the black dress.

Eris selected a deep crimson lipstick. The bullet was glossy, wet-looking. She outlined his lips first - full, exaggerated curves that made his mouth look plump and cock-hungry. Then she filled them in with slow, deliberate strokes, pressing the color deep into every crease. The taste was waxy, sweet, obscene on his tongue when he nervously licked his lips.

“Pout for me.”

He did, hating himself for obeying so quickly. The crimson lips glistened in the mirror like an open invitation.

Finally, the wig. Eris lifted the long, glossy black hair with both hands. It cascaded like a waterfall as she fitted the cap over his head, tucking his own shorter hair beneath it with careful fingers. She adjusted the parting, then arranged the sleek strands around his face and over his shoulders. The weight settled heavily. Silky strands brushed his neck and the tops of his lace-covered breasts, sending shivers racing down his spine.

The transformation was nearly complete.

Eris stepped back, her ice-blue eyes dark with lust. A visible flush colored her neck and chest. She ran her hands down her own body once, as if resisting the urge to touch herself while watching him crumble.

“Stand up. Let me see the full effect.”

Ronan rose unsteadily on the heels. The tight dress clung and shifted, the stockings whispering, the garters tugging. The long black wig swayed with the movement, framing his painted face. Crimson lips parted on a shaky breath. Kohl-rimmed eyes stared back from the mirror - wide, shocked, undeniably feminine.

He looked ridiculous.

He looked… devastatingly slutty.

The once cocky corporate attorney, lean and sharp-jawed, now stared back as a painted doll in a tight black dress. Stockings. Heels. Lace and silk underneath. Steel cage bulging obscenely at the front, the wet spot unmistakable. Long glossy hair cascading over shoulders that suddenly seemed narrower, more delicate.

Ronan’s knees buckled slightly. Shame crashed over him in waves, hot and thick, yet his caged cock throbbed harder than ever, desperate and denied, leaking like a faucet.

Eris circled him slowly, drinking in every detail. Her fingers trailed over the wig, smoothing a strand behind his ear. Then down his side, cupping the curve of his ass through the dress and squeezing.

“My pretty little pansy,” she breathed, voice thick with arousal. “Look how the makeup brings it all together. Those crimson lips were made for sucking. Those eyes were made for tears of pleasure and shame.”

She reached around and gave the front of the dress a firm press right over the cage. Ronan gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily. The pressure sent sparks of frustrated need shooting through his trapped balls.

“So hard for me already. So wet. The cage is soaked inside those pretty pink panties. And still you leak like a girl in heat.”

Ronan’s painted mouth opened in a silent moan. The reflection mocked him mercilessly. The expensive haircut was gone, hidden beneath glossy black waves. The colder eyes were now sultry and lined. The arrogant jaw softened by contour and crimson.

He wanted to rip it all off.

He wanted her to push him further.

Eris leaned in close, her breath warm against his ear as she stared at their reflection together.

“The mirror waited like an open grave.”


Chapter 7: Reflection

The vanity lights still burned hot and unforgiving, casting sharp shadows across the walk-in closet. Ronan sat frozen on the velvet stool, heart hammering so violently it felt like it would crack his ribs. The long glossy black wig cascaded over his shoulders, brushing the lace bra straps beneath the tight black dress. His crimson lips trembled with each shallow breath. Kohl-rimmed eyes stared blindly into darkness behind the thick silk blindfold Eris had tied in place moments after the wig settled.

He couldn’t see. Only feel.

The steel cage crushed his throbbing cock into merciless confinement. The silk panties were drenched, slick and clinging. The stockings whispered against each other every time his thighs tensed. The tight dress hugged every feminized inch like a second, constricting skin. His nipples ached inside the pink lace bra, rubbed raw by the slightest movement.

Eris’s presence filled the space behind him. He could smell her - crisp perfume mixed with the unmistakable musk of her arousal. Her stilettos clicked once, twice, as she circled him slowly.

“Heart racing already,” she murmured, voice low and velvet-smooth. “Good. You should be terrified of what you’re about to become.”

Her fingers brushed the back of his neck, tracing the edge of the wig. A shiver tore through him. The blindfold made every touch electric, every sound amplified. He could hear her breathing - calm, controlled, while his own came in ragged, humiliated gasps.

“Stand up, pansy.”

He rose unsteadily on the four-inch heels. The dress tightened across his ass and thighs. The garter straps tugged. The cage swung heavily, pulling on his smooth, hairless balls. Pre-cum continued to leak in a steady, shameful drip, soaking further into the silk.

Eris guided him forward with a firm hand on his lower back until he stood directly in front of the full-length mirror. He knew it was there. He could feel the cool glass radiating inches from his painted face.

“Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed, wrists crossing above the curve of his ass. The position pushed his chest forward, making the faint suggestion of breasts from the lace bra even more pronounced beneath the black dress.

Eris’s fingers worked at the blindfold knot. Slowly. Deliberately. Drawing out the moment until his pulse thundered in his ears.

The silk fell away.

Light flooded his vision.

Ronan’s crimson lips parted in a silent, horrified gasp.

The mirror showed a complete stranger.

Long, glossy black hair framed a face that was no longer his. Foundation smoothed every masculine edge into soft, feminine contours. Cheekbones highlighted to delicate perfection. Kohl-rimmed eyes, wide and shocked, stared back with sultry desperation. Thick mascara-heavy lashes fluttered with every blink. Plump crimson lips glistened like they were made for wrapping around cock.

Below the painted face, the tight black dress clung like liquid sin. The hem rode high on stockinged thighs, the lace tops of the nylons and pink garter straps clearly visible. The front of the dress showed a blatant, obscene bulge where the steel chastity cage strained against the soaked pink silk panties. A dark wet spot had spread, marking his helpless arousal for anyone to see.

His lean tennis body had been reshaped by the clothes - waist cinched, hips and ass emphasized by the tight fabric, legs elongated and sleek in heels and stockings. The expensive haircut was gone, hidden beneath the feminine wig. The colder eyes now looked vulnerable, fuckable, broken.

He looked like a whore.

A perfect, painted sissy pansy.

Ronan’s knees buckled. Eris caught him instantly, strong hands gripping his hips from behind, holding him upright against her body. Her breasts pressed firmly into his back through the sheer blouse. He could feel her hard nipples.

“Look at her,” Eris whispered against his ear, voice dripping with dark pleasure. “Look at what I’ve made. No more Ronan the ruthless attorney. No more cocky winner of boardrooms and bedrooms. Just a pretty little sissy doll dressed to be used.”

One of her hands slid around to cup the cage through the dress. She squeezed. Ronan moaned - high, needy, nothing like his old commanding tone.

“See how she leaks for me? How her useless little clitty strains and drips inside its pretty pink prison? That’s not a man’s cock anymore. That’s a sissy’s desperate clit.”

He tried to look away. Eris’s free hand gripped his jaw, forcing his painted face back toward the mirror.

“No. You watch. Every second. Watch the sissy blush. Watch her crimson lips tremble. Watch her eyes fill with shame while her body begs for more.”

Eris rolled her hips slowly against his ass, letting him feel the heat of her body through the layers. Her fingers traced the outline of the cage, pressing the wet silk tighter against the steel.

“Say it. Tell the mirror who you are now.”

Ronan’s voice cracked, barely above a whisper. “I… I’m a sissy.”

“Louder. Look yourself in the eyes and say it properly.”

His kohl-rimmed eyes locked onto their reflection. Tears of humiliation pricked at the corners, threatening to ruin the mascara.

“I’m a sissy pansy,” he choked out. The crimson lips in the mirror moved with the words, making it worse. “Your sissy pansy.”

Eris’s smile curved against his neck. She rewarded him by stroking the cage faster, the slick silk creating obscene wet sounds.

“Good girl. See how pretty she looks when she admits it? Those lips were made for sucking. That tight little dress was made for bending over. Those stockings were made to be ripped open while she gets fucked like the slut she is.”

Ronan’s entire body shook. The reflection mocked him mercilessly. The once-powerful man reduced to this trembling, painted creature in heels and silk, leaking helplessly while his sister-in-law watched with open sexual hunger.

Eris reached into a nearby drawer without releasing him. She pulled out two small, gleaming metal objects - nipple clamps with delicate chains.

“Keep watching,” she ordered softly.

She unzipped the back of the dress just enough to reach inside. Cool fingers pulled the lace bra cups down, exposing his hardened nipples. The first clamp bit down on the left one with a sharp click. Pain flared instantly, bright and electric, shooting straight to his caged cock.

He gasped, hips jerking. The second clamp followed on the right nipple. The chain between them dangled cool and heavy against his chest.

Eris adjusted the tension, tightening them until his nipples throbbed in time with his trapped pulse. Then she zipped the dress back up, trapping the clamps inside the tight fabric. Every breath now tugged on them, sending fresh sparks of pain and unwanted pleasure through his body.

“Look at her now,” Eris commanded, voice thick with lust. “Painted. Dressed. Clamped. Leaking. Completely exposed in the mirror.”

Ronan stared. The sissy in the reflection had tears smearing the mascara slightly. Crimson lips parted on soft, whimpering breaths. The dress hid the clamps but the way his chest heaved made the chains shift visibly beneath the fabric. The wet spot at his crotch had grown larger, unmistakable.

The image burned into his brain.

This was him now.

This was what Eris had turned him into.

And deep down, beneath the shame and fury, his body was screaming for more.

Eris’s ice-blue eyes met his in the mirror, dark with satisfaction and raw desire.

“The clamps would make sure he never forgot this version of himself.”


Chapter 8: Clamped

The mirror refused to look away.

Ronan stood locked in place, painted face flushed beneath the flawless makeup, long glossy black wig cascading over his shoulders. Crimson lips parted on shallow, trembling breaths. Kohl-rimmed eyes stared back at the stranger he had become - tight black dress clinging to every feminized curve, stocking-clad legs trembling in four-inch heels, the obscene bulge of the steel chastity cage pressing against the damp silk panties.

The nipple clamps already bit deep.

Sharp, unrelenting pressure on both sensitive buds, trapped inside the lace bra and zipped-tight dress. Every inhale tugged the chain between them, sending white-hot sparks straight to his groin. His caged cock throbbed uselessly, leaking in thick, humiliating pulses that soaked the pink silk darker and darker.

Eris stood directly behind him, her body heat radiating through the sheer black blouse. Her ice-blue eyes never left his reflection as she reached for the small steel cock ring she had prepared.

“Keep watching her,” she ordered, voice low and perfectly calm. “Watch every second while I lock the rest of you away.”

Ronan’s knees buckled. Only her firm hand on his hip kept him upright. The painted sissy in the mirror looked terrified. Desperate. Aroused.

Eris unzipped the back of the tight black dress just enough to reach inside. Cool fingers slipped beneath the soaked pink silk panties and found the base of the chastity cage. She tugged the heavy steel tube downward slightly, exposing the smooth, hairless skin behind his trapped balls.

The cock ring was thick. Heavy. Polished steel with a small locking mechanism.

She coated it liberally with lube, then pressed the cold metal against his skin.

“Deep breath, pansy.”

The ring stretched his scrotum as she worked it behind the cage. The steel scraped lightly against the chastity tube, sending vibrations through his denied cock. She pulled his heavy, smooth balls through the ring one at a time, the metal biting into the tender flesh. Then she pushed the ring upward until it locked snugly against the base of the chastity cage, trapping everything - balls, cage, and the last remnants of his masculinity - in a tight, unrelenting steel embrace.

The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot.

Ronan gasped sharply. The combined pressure was immediate and devastating. The cock ring crushed the base of his shaft, forcing the already-strained flesh inside the cage to swell even harder against its prison. The nipple clamps tugged viciously with every ragged breath. Pain and dark, twisted pleasure braided together until he couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Look at her now,” Eris whispered against his ear, lips brushing the glossy wig. “Clamped. Ringed. Completely owned.”

In the mirror the sissy’s crimson mouth fell open wider. Tears welled in the kohl-lined eyes, threatening to spill and ruin the mascara. The tight black dress showed every detail - the faint outline of the chain between the nipple clamps shifting beneath the fabric, the blatant, wet bulge of the double-steel prison at the front, the way the stockings and garters framed smooth, trembling thighs.

Eris’s hands roamed freely. She reached inside the open zipper and tightened the nipple clamps another notch. Fresh agony flared. Ronan’s hips jerked forward involuntarily, the steel cock ring digging deeper.

“Fuck - ” The word came out high and broken, painted lips forming a perfect O of shock.

“No more swearing like a man,” Eris corrected softly. She twisted one clamp through the dress, making the chain rattle. “Only pretty sounds from now on.”

She circled to his front, dropping gracefully to her knees in front of the mirror. Her face was level with his caged, ringed groin. With deliberate slowness she lifted the hem of the tight black dress, exposing the drenched pink silk panties stretched obscenely over the steel.

The cock ring gleamed coldly behind the cage, squeezing his balls into a tight, bulging package. Pre-cum had leaked so much that the silk was nearly transparent, the pink fabric darkened to a deep, shameful rose.

Eris traced the ring with one manicured nail. The light touch made his trapped cock lurch violently inside its tube.

“So pretty,” she purred. “The ring makes everything swell so nicely. Your poor little clitty has nowhere to go. Just endless aching while your balls turn blue and heavy for me.”

She leaned in and pressed a soft, open-mouthed kiss directly over the cage. The heat of her breath seeped through the silk and steel. Ronan moaned loudly, knees shaking so hard he nearly collapsed.

Eris rose again, zipping the dress back up with a final, decisive rasp. The tight fabric now pressed the nipple chain and cock ring even more firmly against his sensitized body. Every tiny movement sent fresh torment through his nipples and groin.

She positioned him exactly as before - facing the mirror, hands behind his back, heels together, posture forced feminine and straight.

“Watch her suffer,” Eris commanded. “Watch how she leaks. How she trembles. How those crimson lips beg without words.”

Ronan couldn’t look away even if he wanted to. The painted stranger stared back with wide, tear-filled eyes. Long black hair framed a face that screamed slut. The black dress hugged a body that no longer belonged to the arrogant attorney. Stockings. Heels. Clamps. Ring. Cage. All of it on full, merciless display in the reflection.

Eris stepped close again, pressing her body fully against his back. One hand slid around to cup his ringed, caged bulge through the dress. She squeezed rhythmically, milking more pre-cum from his denied cock while her other hand tugged gently on the hidden nipple chain.

Pain. Pleasure. Shame. Need.

They crashed through him in waves.

The sissy in the mirror whimpered. Hips rolled helplessly. Crimson lips quivered. Tears finally spilled, carving tiny black trails through the mascara.

Eris watched it all with visible sexual hunger, her own nipples stiff and prominent against the sheer blouse. Her breathing had grown heavier, but her voice remained perfectly controlled.

“Beautiful,” she breathed. “My perfect clamped and ringed little pansy. Already breaking so sweetly.”

She kept him there for long minutes, forcing him to study every detail of his new reflection. The way the dress clung to his clamped chest. The way the cock ring made the cage bulge even more obscenely. The way his stockinged legs shook in the heels. The way the glossy wig made him look like some high-class whore ready to be bent over.

Every second burned the image deeper into his mind.

He was no longer Ronan.

He was her creation.

Her toy.

Her sissy.

Eris finally released his bulge and stepped back slightly. She smoothed the dress down over his hips with possessive hands, then adjusted the wig so the long black strands framed his tear-streaked, painted face perfectly.

“Tomorrow,” she said softly, ice-blue eyes locked on his in the mirror, “she would take him outside like this.”


Chapter 9: Vibrating

The elevator descended with a soft, mechanical hum that did nothing to calm the storm inside Ronan’s body.

He stood rigid in the sleek mirrored box, heart slamming against his ribs like a trapped animal. The tight black dress clung to every curve the clothes had forced upon him. Long glossy black wig brushed his shoulders with every shallow breath. Crimson lips glistened under the harsh elevator lights. Kohl-rimmed eyes stared back from the mirrored walls in wide, terrified silence.

Beneath it all - the soaked pink silk panties, the steel chastity cage locked tight, the thick steel cock ring crushing the base of his balls, the vicious nipple clamps still biting deep - a new torment had been added.

The vibrating egg.

Eris had inserted it only minutes earlier, right there in the penthouse, while he was bent over the vanity stool with the dress hiked up and panties pulled aside. Slick with lube, the smooth egg had stretched his tight, virgin hole with humiliating ease. Now it sat heavy and deep inside him, pressing insistently against his prostate. The thin wire and remote control were tucked discreetly into the garter belt under the dress.

Eris stood beside him, statuesque and calm in a tailored cream silk blouse and black pencil skirt. Her ice-blue eyes watched his reflection with open hunger. One hand rested lightly on the small of his back. The other held the discreet black remote like a weapon.

“Floor one,” she murmured as the numbers ticked down. “Breathe, pansy. Or everyone in the lobby will hear you moan.”

The egg buzzed to life without warning.

Low. Deep. A steady, throbbing pulse right against his prostate.

Ronan’s knees buckled. A strangled whimper escaped his crimson lips. The vibration traveled straight through his caged cock, making the steel tube jump visibly beneath the tight dress. Fresh pre-cum flooded the already-drenched silk panties.

“Eris - fuck - ” he gasped, voice high and painted.

She clicked the remote again. The intensity jumped. The egg pulsed harder, faster, sending relentless waves of unwanted pleasure through his trapped body. His nipples throbbed in time with the rhythm inside the clamps. The cock ring squeezed his swollen balls tighter.

“Language,” she corrected softly. “Pretty girls don’t swear. They whimper.”

The elevator doors slid open on the ground floor.

The lobby of the luxury building stretched out before them - marble floors, towering ceilings, a concierge desk with two well-dressed staff members, and several residents moving through the space. Late afternoon sunlight poured through the glass entrance.

Eris stepped out first, then turned and offered her arm like a gentleman escorting a lady.

“Take it.”

Ronan’s stockinged legs felt like jelly in the four-inch heels. Every step made the vibrating egg shift deeper, grinding against his prostate. The tight dress restricted his stride to short, feminine steps that made his hips sway. The nipple clamps tugged with every movement. The cage and ring turned every pulse of the egg into pure torment.

He took her arm, fingers trembling.

They crossed the lobby.

The egg buzzed harder.

Ronan bit his crimson lip to stifle the moan rising in his throat. His painted face flushed deep red beneath the foundation. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, threatening to ruin the makeup. Between his legs, the steel cage strained violently, the wet spot on the front of the dress growing darker.

An older couple passed them. The woman smiled politely. Ronan kept his eyes down, terrified they would notice the bulge, the sway, the desperate tremble in his stockinged legs.

Eris smiled at them sweetly, then increased the vibration again.

The egg went into a rapid, fluttering pattern. It attacked his prostate mercilessly. Pleasure coiled tight and vicious in his gut. His caged cock leaked in thick, continuous spurts, soaking the panties until the silk felt plastered to the steel. His balls, crushed by the ring, ached with denied need.

They reached the revolving door. Eris guided him through, the movement making the egg press even harder.

Outside, the city street hit him like a slap.

People. Noise. Traffic. Sunlight glinting off glass buildings. Pedestrians streaming past in both directions.

Eris kept her arm linked with his, leading him down the sidewalk toward the upscale shopping district three blocks away. Her stilettos clicked confidently. His heels clicked in shorter, more hesitant rhythm.

“Walk naturally,” she whispered. “Or I’ll set it to maximum right here on the street.”

Ronan tried. The vibrating egg made it impossible. Every step sent jolts through his body. His ass clenched around the intruder, only making the sensations worse. The tight dress rode up slightly with each sway of his hips, threatening to flash the lace tops of his stockings.

They passed a group of businessmen in suits. One glanced at Ronan - at the long black hair, the crimson lips, the painted face - and did a double take. Ronan wanted to die. His face burned hotter than the sun.

Eris pulsed the egg again. Three sharp, powerful bursts.

A soft, broken moan slipped from his painted mouth before he could stop it.

One of the men smirked.

They reached the first boutique - an exclusive lingerie and women’s clothing store with floor-to-ceiling windows. Eris steered him inside.

Cool air-conditioned air washed over his overheated skin. Soft music played. Mannequins in delicate lace and silk posed seductively.

The egg switched to a slow, rolling wave.

Ronan gripped the edge of a display table, knees weak. The vibration built and receded like a tide, never letting him catch his breath. His prostate felt swollen and hypersensitive. Every pulse forced more pre-cum from his locked cock. The front of his dress was now visibly damp if anyone looked closely.

A elegant saleswoman in her forties approached with a professional smile.

“Welcome. Looking for anything special today?”

Eris answered smoothly. “Yes. My girlfriend needs some new intimates. Something very feminine. Very revealing.”

The saleswoman’s eyes flicked over Ronan - taking in the makeup, the wig, the dress, the heels. She smiled wider, clearly assuming he was a crossdresser or trans woman out with her partner.

“Absolutely. Right this way.”

They followed her deeper into the store. Eris never turned off the egg. She varied the intensity randomly - low hums that kept him on edge, sudden spikes that made his thighs clench and his painted lips part on silent gasps.

At one point, while the saleswoman pulled several delicate lace sets from the racks, Eris leaned close and whispered, “If you make a sound louder than a whisper, I’ll make you cum right here in front of her.”

Ronan’s eyes widened in terror. The egg surged again, stronger than before. His caged cock spasmed violently inside the steel tube. The cock ring strangled the base. The nipple clamps felt like fire. He was so close - so dangerously close - to the edge of a ruined, hands-free orgasm while standing in a public boutique surrounded by lace and silk.

He bit his crimson lip until he tasted the waxy lipstick.

They left the store twenty minutes later with two large glossy bags containing new panties, bras, and a sheer babydoll nightie Eris had chosen “for her pretty girl.” Ronan carried the bags, wrists trembling, ass still clenching around the relentless vibrating egg.

The walk back to the building was worse.

Rush hour had thickened the sidewalks. More eyes. More glances. The egg never stopped. Eris kept changing the patterns - teasing rolls, sharp bursts, long steady throbs that made his prostate feel like it was melting.

By the time they reached the lobby, Ronan was a wreck.

Mascara slightly smudged at the corners. Crimson lips bitten raw. Face flushed deep beneath the foundation. The front of his tight black dress showed a blatant dark patch where pre-cum had soaked through layers. His stockinged legs shook with every step. The vibrating egg continued its cruel dance deep inside him, keeping him teetering on the brink without mercy.

In the elevator back up, Eris finally turned it off.

The sudden silence inside his body was almost worse.

Ronan sagged against the mirrored wall, panting.

Eris stepped close, tilting his chin up with one finger so he had to meet her ice-blue gaze.

“You did well today, pansy. But remember - any disobedience from now on…” She let the words hang, her free hand sliding down to squeeze his caged, ringed bulge through the dress.

“Disobedience would earn the cane across that smooth ass.”


Chapter 10: Cane

The penthouse door clicked shut behind them with cold finality.

Ronan stood in the center of the open living room, legs trembling in the four-inch heels. The tight black dress still clung to his body like a second skin, damp and sticky at the front from hours of leaking. The long glossy black wig hung slightly disheveled around his painted face. Crimson lipstick was smeared from biting his lips raw on the street. Kohl-rimmed eyes were wide and glassy with exhaustion and denied need.

The vibrating egg remained buried deep inside him, silent for now but heavy and threatening.

Eris set the shopping bags down and turned to face him. Her ice-blue eyes burned with quiet, controlled hunger. She had removed her jacket, leaving the cream silk blouse half-unbuttoned, the swell of her breasts rising and falling with each measured breath.

“Over the back of the couch,” she said calmly. “Dress up. Panties down. Ass out.”

Ronan’s painted mouth opened, then closed. No argument came. The public humiliation had drained the last of his resistance. He walked on shaky heels to the low modern couch, bent forward, and gripped the far edge with both hands. The tight dress rode up his thighs as he leaned.

Eris stepped behind him. Her fingers found the zipper at the small of his back and drew it down slowly, the sound loud in the silent penthouse. She peeled the black fabric up and over his ass, bunching it around his waist. The pink silk panties were soaked through, nearly transparent, clinging obscenely to the steel cage and cock ring.

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and dragged the panties down to mid-thigh, letting them stretch tight across his stockinged legs. The steel chastity cage and thick cock ring gleamed in the soft light, his balls swollen and heavy, the base of the cage slick with hours of pre-cum.

The vibrating egg was still lodged inside his hole, the thin wire trailing down between his cheeks.

Eris picked up the slender rattan cane from the side table. It whistled softly as she flexed it once, testing its spring.

“Count every stroke. Thank me after each one. In your prettiest voice. If you miss a number or forget to thank me, we start over.”

Ronan’s breath hitched. His smooth, hairless ass cheeks clenched involuntarily around the egg.

The first stroke landed without warning.

A sharp, clean line of fire exploded across both cheeks.

CRACK.

“Ahh - !” The sound tore from his crimson lips, high and broken.

“One… Thank you,” he gasped, voice already cracking into something soft and feminine.

Eris waited. The cane tapped lightly against his trembling ass, right where the first welt was rising pink.

“Again.”

CRACK.

The second stroke landed just below the first, perfectly parallel. Fresh agony bloomed hot and bright.

“Two… Thank you,” Ronan whimpered. His knees buckled slightly. The vibrating egg shifted with the movement, pressing harder against his prostate.

Eris smiled. She tapped the cane twice more, letting the anticipation build, then delivered the third stroke with crisp precision.

CRACK.

Harder this time. The sound echoed off the marble floors.

“Three - oh god - thank you,” he sobbed. Tears spilled from his kohl-rimmed eyes, cutting black tracks through the makeup. His painted face pressed against the cool leather of the couch.

The cane continued its merciless work.

Fourth stroke. Fifth. Sixth.

Each one landed with surgical accuracy, painting bright red lines across his smooth, pale ass. The welts rose quickly, angry and raised. Every impact drove the vibrating egg deeper, grinding it against his swollen prostate.

Ronan’s voice grew more broken with each count.

“Seven… Thank you…”

His caged cock leaked in steady drips onto the floor beneath him. The steel cock ring strangled the base, making his balls bulge obscenely. The nipple clamps still bit deep, tugging viciously every time his body jerked from a new stroke.

Eris paused after the tenth stroke. She ran her cool palm over the burning welts, feeling the heat radiating from his skin.

“Such a pretty pattern already,” she murmured. “Your smooth little ass marks so beautifully. Look at how it quivers.”

She pressed two fingers against the base of the vibrating egg and pushed it deeper.

Ronan moaned loudly, hips twitching.

Eris picked up the remote.

The egg buzzed to life on a low, rolling setting.

The sudden vibration against his prostate while his ass burned from the cane made him cry out. Pleasure and pain twisted together into something unbearable.

CRACK.

Eleventh stroke, delivered while the egg pulsed.

“Eleven - fuck - thank you!” The swear slipped out before he could stop it.

Eris tsked softly. “Language again. That one doesn’t count. We restart from eleven.”

The cane came down harder.

CRACK.

“Eleven… Thank you,” he sobbed, voice now completely broken, high and trembling like a girl’s.

She kept the rhythm cruel and steady. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. Each stroke precise, each one overlapping just enough to intensify the burn without breaking skin. The vibrating egg never stopped its relentless massage, forcing his caged cock to strain and leak in time with the cane.

By the twentieth stroke Ronan was openly crying. Mascara ran in dark rivers down his flushed cheeks. Crimson lipstick was smeared across the leather where his face pressed. His ass glowed bright red with neatly spaced cane welts, each one a perfect stripe of ownership.

“Twenty… Thank you,” he whispered hoarsely, the words slurred with tears and shame.

Eris set the cane aside for a moment. She gripped his burning cheeks with both hands and spread them wide, exposing the vibrating egg still buried inside his clenching hole. She twisted it slowly, pushing and pulling just enough to make him whimper and buck.

“Look at this greedy little hole,” she said softly. “Sucking on the egg like it was born for it. Your smooth ass striped red and still pushing back for more.”

She turned the vibration up higher.

Ronan’s entire body shuddered. A long, broken moan spilled from his painted lips. His caged cock spasmed violently inside the steel tube, leaking a thick string of pre-cum that stretched to the floor.

“Please…” he begged, voice small and feminine. “It hurts… it feels too good…”

Eris delivered two more rapid strokes while the egg buzzed at maximum.

CRACK. CRACK.

“Twenty-one… Thank you… Twenty-two… Thank you,” he wailed.

His ass was a masterpiece of pain now - bright red welts crisscrossing the smooth skin, hot to the touch, quivering with every pulse of the egg.

Eris finally turned the vibrator off.

The sudden silence left him gasping, hips still twitching helplessly.

She pulled the egg free with a wet pop. His hole fluttered open for a moment, empty and aching, before clenching shut on nothing.

Eris smoothed the dress back down over his burning ass, the fabric pressing the welts and making him hiss. She zipped it up slowly, sealing him back inside the tight black sheath.

Then she turned him around to face her.

His painted face was a wreck - mascara streaks, tear-stained cheeks, smeared crimson lips. The long black wig was tousled. His stockinged legs shook in the heels. The front of the dress was soaked.

Eris cupped his chin, forcing him to meet her ice-blue gaze.

“You took your caning so well, my pretty pansy. Such sweet thanks.”

She leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead, tasting the salt of his tears.

Then she stepped back, eyes dark with promise.

“She hadn't even used his mouth yet.”


Chapter 11: Kneeling

The penthouse lights had been dimmed to a soft, intimate glow, casting long shadows across the marble floors. Ronan knelt in the center of the living room, his striped ass still burning from the cane, every welt throbbing in time with his racing heartbeat. The tight black dress remained zipped up, but the hem had been flipped up earlier and left that way, exposing the angry red lattice of cane marks across his smooth, hairless cheeks. The pink silk panties were pulled down to his thighs, tangled with the garter straps. His steel chastity cage and thick cock ring gleamed wetly, the front of the dress still dark with dried and fresh pre-cum.

His makeup was slightly smeared - black mascara trails running down his flushed cheeks, crimson lipstick smudged at the corners from crying and biting his lips. The long glossy black wig hung in slightly disheveled waves around his painted face.

Thick, soft black ropes bound him tightly.

Eris had worked with calm, expert precision. His wrists were lashed together behind his back, elbows pulled close, forcing his chest forward and making the lace bra and nipple clamps press harder against the inside of the dress. More rope circled his upper arms and torso in an intricate harness, pinning his shoulders back. His ankles were tied together, then connected to his wrists in a strict hogtie that kept him arched and helpless on his knees. Additional loops around his thighs and calves ensured he could barely shift an inch. The ropes dug into his smooth skin just enough to remind him constantly of his complete immobility.

He could only kneel there, ass high, face level with Eris’s hips.

Eris stood before him in nothing but a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings and her stilettos. Her statuesque Scandinavian body was flawless - full, firm breasts with stiff pink nipples, toned stomach, and a neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair above her glistening pussy. Ice-blue eyes looked down at him with visible sexual pleasure.

She stepped closer until the heat of her sex was inches from his smeared crimson lips.

“You’ve thanked me so sweetly for the cane,” she murmured, voice low and perfectly modulated. “Now you’re going to thank me with your mouth. Two orgasms. Slow and worshipful. If you make me wait or if I feel teeth, the cane comes back across those pretty welts.”

Ronan’s breath trembled. His caged cock pulsed painfully against the steel, leaking fresh drops onto the marble beneath him. The burning stripes on his ass flared hotter as he shifted.

Eris threaded her fingers through the long black wig and pulled his face forward.

“Start with kisses. Gentle. Like you adore me.”

His painted lips brushed her inner thigh first. Soft, reverent. Then higher. He kissed along the crease where leg met body, then moved to the other side. Eris sighed softly, hips tilting toward him.

“Good girl.”

His tongue darted out, tasting her skin. Salty-sweet. Warm. He kissed the soft mound above her clit, then let his smeared crimson lips trail lower.

Eris guided him exactly where she wanted. She spread her legs slightly and pulled his face into her pussy.

“Lick.”

Ronan obeyed. His tongue flattened and dragged slowly from her entrance up to her clit. The taste flooded his mouth - rich, musky, intoxicating. He licked again, broader, slower, circling her clit with the tip of his tongue before sucking it gently between his lips.

Eris moaned low in her throat. Her grip tightened in the wig.

“Yes… just like that. Worship it.”

He did. Long, slow licks. Soft sucks. His painted face pressed deeper, nose buried against her mound while his tongue worked inside her, then back up to flick rapidly over her swollen clit. The ropes kept him perfectly positioned, unable to pull away even when his jaw began to ache.

Eris’s hips rolled gently against his mouth. Her breathing deepened. One hand stayed in his hair; the other cupped her own breast, pinching the nipple as she watched him.

“Deeper. Fuck me with your tongue.”

Ronan pushed his tongue inside her as far as he could, thrusting in and out in slow, deliberate strokes. Her juices coated his chin, smearing the already-ruined makeup further. He could feel the heat of her building, the way her thighs trembled against his cheeks.

He moved back to her clit, sucking harder, tongue fluttering fast.

Eris’s moans grew louder, more urgent.

“Don’t stop - right there - ”

Her orgasm hit suddenly. Her pussy clenched around nothing as she ground against his face, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. She cried out softly, body shuddering, fingers tightening painfully in the wig.

Ronan kept licking through it, gentler now, drawing out every aftershock until she finally pushed his head back slightly.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly. A satisfied smile curved her lips.

“One,” she breathed. “Very good, pansy. Now make the second one even better.”

She pulled his face back in immediately.

This time she was more demanding. She used his mouth like a toy, rolling her hips, fucking herself on his tongue while he sucked and licked desperately. His jaw burned. His knees ached against the hard marble. The cane welts on his ass throbbed with every small shift of his bound body. The steel cage and cock ring kept his denied cock in constant, aching torment, leaking steadily.

Eris rode his face harder. Her second orgasm built faster, deeper.

“Yes - suck my clit - good girl - don’t you dare stop - ”

She came with a long, shuddering groan, thighs clamping around his head. Her juices ran down his chin and dripped onto his bound chest. The ropes creaked as his body strained against them.

When she finally released him, Ronan gasped for air, face glistening with her arousal. His smeared makeup was a complete mess now - mascara completely ruined, crimson lipstick gone except for faint stains around his swollen lips. The long black wig stuck to his wet cheeks.

Eris looked down at him with dark, sated eyes. She stroked his hair almost tenderly, then wiped some of the mess from his chin with her thumb and pushed it between his lips.

“Clean.”

He sucked her thumb obediently, tasting her on his tongue.

Eris stepped back and admired the sight of him - tightly roped, ass striped red, face destroyed by worship, still kneeling helplessly with his caged cock dripping onto the floor.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “My perfect little oral slut.”

She walked slowly around him, trailing her fingers over the rope harness, then over the burning welts on his ass. He hissed as she pressed on one particularly deep stripe.

Then she moved to the marble desk at the far side of the room.

A thick, realistic strap-on dildo rested there on its base - veined, flesh-colored, intimidatingly large, already harnessed and glistening with lube.

Eris picked it up, letting the heavy shaft swing in her hand as she turned back toward him.

The strap-on waited on the marble desk like a verdict.


Chapter 12: Pegged

The marble desk felt ice-cold against Ronan’s chest.

His wrists, still raw from the ropes, were now cuffed tightly behind his back with heavy steel handcuffs. The tight black dress had been yanked up to his waist again, bunching around his midsection like a discarded belt. His striped ass burned furiously, the bright red cane welts throbbing with every heartbeat. The steel chastity cage and thick cock ring kept his denied cock trapped and leaking in a steady, humiliating drip onto the marble floor.

The taste of Eris still coated his tongue - rich, musky, feminine. His smeared makeup made his face a ruined mask: black mascara rivers, crimson lipstick stains around swollen lips, long glossy black wig tangled and sticking to his wet cheeks.

Eris stood behind him, the thick strap-on harnessed tightly around her hips. The veined, flesh-colored dildo jutted out obscenely, glistening with fresh lube. She gripped his hips with strong, possessive hands, her ice-blue eyes dark with raw lust.

“Time to take the next step, pansy,” she murmured, voice low and perfectly calm. “This is where you stop pretending you’re still a man.”

She pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his still-slick hole. The vibrating egg had left him open and sensitive. The blunt tip nudged insistently, stretching the tight ring of muscle.

Ronan whimpered, high and broken. His raw wrists pulled uselessly against the handcuffs.

Eris pushed forward.

The fat head popped inside him with a wet sound.

He cried out, body jerking forward against the desk. The stretch was immediate and brutal. The thick shaft sank deeper, inch by veined inch, filling him completely. The burning welts on his ass flared hotter as her hips pressed flush against his striped cheeks.

“Fuck - too big - ” he gasped, voice slurred and feminine from hours of use.

Eris didn’t pause. She pulled back slowly until only the head remained inside, then slammed forward again, burying the entire length in one brutal thrust.

Ronan’s painted mouth fell open in a silent scream. The dildo ground against his prostate, sending violent sparks of unwanted pleasure through his caged cock. The steel cage bounced uselessly beneath him, leaking harder.

“Feel that?” Eris purred, beginning a steady, punishing rhythm. “That’s what your new life feels like. Deep. Full. Owned.”

She fucked him harder, hips slapping against his sore ass with every thrust. The desk creaked under the force. His cuffed wrists scraped against the marble as his body rocked forward.

“This is permanent, Ronan. Or should I say… Pansy. No more boardrooms. No more tailored suits. No more pretending you’re anything but my pretty little fucktoy.”

Thrust. Thrust. Thrust.

Each stroke drove the thick dildo against his prostate, milking more pre-cum from his locked cock. The cock ring strangled the base, making every sensation sharper, more desperate.

“You’ll wake up every morning in silk and lace. You’ll spend your days learning to walk, talk, suck, and bend like the perfect sissy. Your cock stays caged forever. Your hole stays trained for me.”

Eris gripped his hips tighter, nails digging into his skin as she pounded him mercilessly. The wet, obscene sounds of the strap-on slamming into his lubed ass filled the penthouse.

“Look at you. Once a cocky attorney who destroyed people in court. Now bent over my desk like a cheap whore, taking my cock while your pretty makeup runs and your caged clit leaks all over my floor.”

Ronan sobbed, the sound high and needy. His raw wrists burned. His striped ass stung with every impact. The thick dildo stretched him wide, rubbing his prostate relentlessly. Pleasure coiled viciously in his gut despite the pain, building toward an orgasm he knew would never come.

Eris reached around and tugged sharply on the chain between his nipple clamps through the bunched dress. Fresh agony flared through his chest.

“You’ll serve my friends. You’ll entertain at parties. You’ll kneel and thank me every time I decide to ruin you. This body belongs to me now. This hole belongs to me.”

She changed angle slightly, driving the strap-on even deeper, grinding the head directly against his swollen prostate with every brutal thrust.

Ronan’s legs shook violently in the stockings and heels. His voice cracked into desperate, broken moans.

“Please - Eris - I can’t - too much - ”

“You can. And you will.” Her voice stayed calm even as her hips slammed forward faster. “You’ll beg for this every night. You’ll dream about my cock stretching you open. Your old life is dead. Only Pansy remains.”

The fucking grew savage.

Eris pounded him without mercy, the heavy silicone balls of the strap-on slapping against his own trapped ones. His caged cock swung helplessly, spraying thin strands of pre-cum across the marble with every thrust.

Tears streamed down his ruined face. The long black wig stuck to his sweaty neck. His crimson-stained lips gasped and whimpered with every deep stroke.

Eris leaned over his back, breasts pressing against him, her breath hot against his ear as she continued to rail him.

“Say it. Tell me what you are now.”

“I’m - ahh - I’m your sissy pansy!” he cried out, voice completely broken.

“Louder.”

“I’m your sissy pansy! Your fucktoy! Your hole!”

Eris groaned with satisfaction, fucking him even harder. Her own arousal was obvious - her thighs slick, nipples rock-hard against his back.

She reached down and gave the base of the strap-on a twist, driving it deeper while grinding against his prostate.

Ronan’s entire body seized. A ruined, hands-free orgasm ripped through him - no release, just endless, agonizing spasms as his caged cock tried desperately to cum. His hole clenched wildly around the thick dildo. His striped ass burned. His raw wrists pulled helplessly against the cuffs.

Eris kept fucking him through it, prolonging the torture until he was sobbing incoherently.

Only then did she slow, giving him a few final, deep thrusts before pulling the thick strap-on free with a wet pop.

His hole gaped for a moment, red and twitching, before slowly closing.

Eris stepped back, admiring the wrecked sight of him - bent over the desk, dress bunched, ass striped and freshly fucked, makeup destroyed, body trembling in the aftermath of a ruined orgasm.

She ran a cool hand over his burning welts, then gave his leaking cage a light tap.

“Such a good girl tonight.”

She unbuckled the strap-on and set it aside, still glistening with lube and his surrender.

Then she leaned down, lips brushing his ear once more.

“She still had more ways to break him open.”


Chapter 13: Spread

The marble floor was cold against Ronan’s knees, but the fire in his striped ass burned hotter than anything else.

He was completely exposed.

Steel handcuffs locked his wrists tightly behind his back, the raw skin from the earlier ropes now chafed and throbbing. A thick steel spreader bar had been locked between his ankles, forcing his stockinged legs wide apart. The four-inch heels made the position even more precarious, his calves trembling as he struggled to stay balanced. The tight black dress was once again bunched uselessly around his waist, the pink silk panties pulled down and stretched taut across his spread thighs.

His steel chastity cage jutted obscenely forward, the thick cock ring behind it squeezing his swollen balls into a tight, heavy bulge. The front of the cage was slick and shiny with hours of constant leaking. Pre-cum dripped in slow, steady strands onto the marble between his spread knees.

Eris circled him slowly, her stilettos clicking with deliberate menace. She wore only the sheer black thigh-high stockings now, her perfect body on full display. In her hand she held a small bottle of lube and a soft, vibrating wand.

“Time to edge that useless little clitty for me,” she said calmly, voice low and perfectly modulated. “Hours, pansy. Until your mind starts to crack. Until all you can think about is begging to be my permanent sissy.”

Ronan’s painted face was a wreck - mascara completely ruined, black streaks running down his flushed cheeks. His crimson lips were swollen and trembling. The long glossy black wig hung in tangled strands around his shoulders. His ass still glowed bright red from the cane, every welt pulsing in time with his desperate heartbeat.

Eris knelt behind him and flicked the wand on to its lowest setting.

The moment the soft buzzing head touched the underside of his steel cage, Ronan jerked violently against the spreader bar.

“Ahh - !”

The vibration traveled straight through the metal, teasing his trapped cock without mercy. His hips bucked forward instinctively, but the spreader bar and handcuffs kept him perfectly immobile.

Eris smiled and moved the wand slowly along the length of the cage, then pressed it firmly against the swollen balls bulging through the cock ring.

“Feel how full they are? How heavy? They’ve been denied for days now. Leaking like a desperate little girl.”

She edged him mercilessly.

Slow circles around the cage. Gentle pressure against the slots at the tip where his cockhead strained purple and desperate. Long, teasing strokes along the steel tube that made his entire body shake.

Every time his breathing grew ragged and his hips started to twitch with the promise of release, Eris pulled the wand away.

Completely.

Leaving him whimpering and thrusting uselessly into empty air.

Then she would wait. Ten seconds. Twenty. Sometimes a full minute.

Only to start again.

The first hour was torture.

The second hour broke something inside him.

Ronan’s voice grew higher, more broken with every denied peak.

“Please… Eris… I can’t… I need to cum…”

“Not yet, pretty girl.”

She pressed the wand directly against the base of the cage, right where the cock ring bit into his skin. The vibration traveled through the ring and into his prostate, combining with the lingering ache from the earlier pegging.

His caged cock spasmed violently. A thick spurt of pre-cum shot from the slots and splattered onto the floor.

Eris laughed softly and pulled the wand away again.

“No release for you. Only leaking. Only aching. Only becoming.”

She changed position, sitting on the low couch in front of him so he had to look up at her perfect body while she tormented him.

The wand returned.

This time she pressed it firmly against the tip of the cage while her other hand reached underneath and gently tugged on the cock ring, stretching his trapped balls downward.

Ronan sobbed openly.

His mind fractured under the endless cycle.

Edge.

Deny.

Edge.

Deny.

Hours blurred together.

His stockinged thighs quivered uncontrollably against the spreader bar. Sweat mixed with the ruined mascara on his face. His nipples throbbed inside the clamps, every breath tugging the chain. The cane welts on his ass felt like brands of fire every time he shifted.

Pre-cum no longer dripped - it flowed in a near-constant stream, pooling on the marble beneath his spread knees. The pink silk panties stretched between his thighs were soaked through, dark and heavy with his shame.

Eris’s voice stayed calm and soothing through it all, describing his future in soft, relentless detail.

“You’ll never cum like a man again. Only ruined orgasms. Only prostate milkings while I laugh at how your little clitty twitches uselessly in its cage.”

She pressed the wand harder.

“You’ll wear panties every day. Stockings. Heels. Makeup. You’ll learn to curtsey when I enter the room.”

Edge.

Deny.

“You’ll suck cock for me when I tell you to. You’ll bend over for my friends. You’ll thank them for using your holes.”

Edge.

Deny.

By the third hour Ronan was babbling.

Broken, high-pitched pleas spilled from his smeared lips.

“Please let me cum… I’ll be good… I’ll be your perfect sissy… I’ll never be a man again… please…”

Eris finally set the wand aside.

She stood and walked behind him once more. Her fingers traced the angry red welts on his ass, then dipped between his spread cheeks to tease his still-sensitive hole.

“So empty now,” she whispered. “But not for long.”

She slid two slick fingers inside him, curling them directly against his abused prostate.

Ronan cried out, body convulsing against the spreader bar and handcuffs. Another thick spurt of pre-cum splattered the floor as she milked him slowly, relentlessly, never quite enough to push him over.

His mind was gone.

Only sensation remained.

Burning ass. Aching cage. Leaking clit. Fractured thoughts of silk, submission, and permanent surrender.

Eris withdrew her fingers and wiped them slowly across his trembling lips.

“Taste how desperate you are.”

He licked obediently, tongue weak and shaking.

Eris stepped back to admire her work - the once-powerful attorney reduced to a trembling, spread-open, leaking mess on her marble floor. Handcuffed. Spread. Edged beyond sanity. Makeup destroyed. Ass striped. Mind fracturing beautifully.

She reached for a thick black silk blindfold.

“Such a good girl tonight.”

The blindfold would come next and take away his last scrap of control.


Chapter 14: Blind

The blindfold was thick black silk, tied cruelly tight behind his head.

Darkness swallowed Ronan completely.

No light. No mirror. No Eris’s ice-blue eyes watching him break. Only sound, touch, taste, and the relentless ache between his legs.

He remained locked in position on the marble floor - wrists cuffed tightly behind his back, ankles spread wide by the heavy steel bar, stockinged legs trembling in the four-inch heels. The tight black dress was still bunched uselessly around his waist. The pink silk panties stretched taut across his spread thighs, soaked dark with hours of leaking pre-cum. His steel chastity cage and thick cock ring kept his swollen, denied cock trapped and dripping in a constant, humiliating flow onto the cold stone beneath him.

The cane welts across his ass burned like fresh brands. His raw wrists throbbed against the steel cuffs. His mind was already fractured from the merciless edging, thoughts reduced to fragments of silk, shame, and desperate need.

Eris’s voice came low and perfectly calm through the darkness.

“You don’t get to see anymore, pansy. You only get to feel. To taste. To serve.”

He heard the soft click of her stilettos circling him once, twice. Then silence.

A moment later, the thick, realistic dildo - the same one she had used to peg him earlier - pressed firmly against his still-slick, twitching hole.

Ronan whimpered, high and broken, his painted lips parting in the darkness.

Eris pushed.

The fat head stretched him open again, sliding deep in one slow, relentless thrust. The veined shaft filled him completely, grinding hard against his abused prostate.

A guttural moan tore from his throat.

At the same moment, Eris swung one long leg over his face and lowered herself onto his mouth.

Her wet, swollen pussy settled directly over his smeared crimson lips.

“Suck,” she ordered softly.

Ronan obeyed instantly, tongue darting out to lap at her dripping folds. The taste of her flooded his mouth again - rich, musky, addictive. He licked desperately while the thick dildo began to move inside him.

Eris fucked him with the toy in long, deep strokes, one hand gripping the base to drive it harder. Every thrust slammed the head directly into his prostate, milking more pre-cum from his locked cock in thick, helpless spurts.

His caged clit bounced uselessly beneath him, the steel cock ring squeezing his balls tighter with every rock of his hips.

Eris rode his face with slow, rolling grinds, smothering him in her heat and wetness. Her juices coated his tongue, his chin, his cheeks, mixing with the ruined mascara and lipstick.

“Deeper with your tongue,” she murmured, voice thick with pleasure. “While I fuck your greedy little sissy hole.”

The darkness made everything more intense.

He couldn’t see the thick dildo disappearing into his ass. Couldn’t see Eris’s perfect body moving above him. Could only feel the brutal stretch, the relentless pressure on his prostate, the weight of her pussy grinding against his mouth.

His senses reeled.

The wet, obscene sounds of the dildo plunging into his lubed hole mixed with the slick sounds of his tongue working frantically between her folds. His own desperate, muffled moans vibrated against her clit.

Eris increased the pace.

She fucked him harder with the thick toy, slamming it in and out with ruthless rhythm while her hips rocked faster over his face.

“That’s it. Take it like the permanent fucktoy you are. This is your future - blind, bound, filled, and used whenever I want.”

Ronan’s entire body shook violently against the spreader bar and handcuffs. The cane welts flared with fresh fire every time her hips drove the dildo deeper. His caged cock leaked in a near-continuous stream, pooling beneath him on the marble.

Eris’s breathing grew heavier. Her thighs tightened around his head.

She rode his face with increasing urgency, grinding her clit hard against his tongue while the dildo pounded his prostate without mercy.

“Make me cum again, pansy. Show me how grateful you are for every inch.”

Ronan sucked her clit desperately, tongue fluttering as fast as he could. The thick dildo continued its brutal assault, each thrust forcing broken whimpers from his stuffed mouth.

Eris came with a long, shuddering moan, flooding his face with fresh wetness. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against his lips as she ground down hard, using his tongue through every wave of her orgasm.

She didn’t stop.

Even after she came, she kept the thick dildo moving inside him, slower now but still deep, still grinding against his swollen prostate.

Ronan was lost.

Blindfolded, cuffed, spread wide, ass full and aching, face smothered in her cum. His mind spun in the darkness. Thoughts of resistance had long since shattered. Only the overwhelming need to please her remained.

Eris finally lifted herself from his face, leaving him gasping, chin and lips glistening with her arousal.

She pulled the thick dildo free with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and twitching in the empty air.

For a moment there was only the sound of his ragged breathing and the drip of his own pre-cum hitting the marble.

Then Eris’s cool fingers brushed his tear-streaked cheek.

“You’re so close now,” she whispered. “So beautifully broken.”

She stood and walked away for a moment. He heard her moving near the desk.

When she returned, her voice came close to his ear again.

“One final test remained before she would let him break completely.”


Chapter 15: Displayed

The penthouse smelled of fresh perfume, warm skin, and surrender.

Ronan stood in the center of the living room, fully transformed once more.

Eris had spent the last hour cleaning and rebuilding him. The ruined makeup was gone, replaced with a fresh, flawless application - heavier this time, more dramatic. Foundation smoothed every masculine trace. Cheekbones highlighted to delicate perfection. Eyes lined with thick black kohl and long false lashes. Lips painted a deep, glossy scarlet that screamed cock-hungry slut. The long glossy black wig had been brushed until it shone like liquid silk, cascading over his shoulders and down his back.

A new outfit completed the picture.

Sheer black stockings with wide lace tops gripped his smooth thighs. A delicate black garter belt with tiny satin bows framed his caged groin. Tiny pink silk panties - the front panel sheer enough to clearly show the steel chastity cage and swollen balls crushed behind the thick cock ring. A matching pink lace bra cupped his chest, the nipple clamps still biting beneath the delicate fabric. Over it all, a tiny black satin maid’s dress with a scandalously short skirt that barely covered the tops of his stockings. White lace apron. Frilly headpiece pinned into the wig.

His wrists were cuffed in front of him with delicate silver handcuffs. The spreader bar was gone, but four-inch patent heels kept his posture mincing and feminine. The cane welts on his ass still burned faintly beneath the short skirt, a constant reminder.

He looked like a living fuckdoll.

Eris stood beside him in an elegant emerald silk blouse and tight black skirt, flawless as always. She checked his lipstick one last time with her thumb, then smiled with quiet satisfaction.

“Perfect. My elegant friend will be here any moment. You will address her as Miss Lila. You will curtsy when she speaks to you. You will obey instantly. And you will thank both of us for every touch.”

The doorbell chimed.

Eris opened the door.

Lila entered like she owned the room - tall, raven-haired, mid-thirties, wearing a tailored cream pantsuit that hugged her athletic body. Sharp cheekbones, dark red lips, and cool gray eyes that widened slightly with delight as they landed on Ronan.

“Oh, Eris,” she purred, voice smooth and amused. “You weren’t exaggerating. She’s exquisite.”

Ronan’s face burned beneath the fresh makeup. His caged cock twitched helplessly in the sheer pink panties.

Eris guided him forward with a hand on his lower back.

“Curtsy and greet Miss Lila properly.”

He bent his knees in the heels, the short maid skirt riding dangerously high, and gave a shaky curtsy. The pink panties and steel cage flashed briefly.

“Good evening, Miss Lila,” he whispered, voice soft and feminine. “Thank you for coming.”

Lila circled him slowly, heels clicking. She lifted the back of the tiny skirt with one finger, exposing the bright red cane welts still visible across his smooth ass.

“Beautiful work,” she murmured. “Such neat stripes. And the cage - my god, it’s positively dripping already.”

Eris smiled. “She’s been edged for hours. Denied for days. The poor little thing is desperate.”

Lila reached down and cupped the front of the sheer panties, squeezing the steel cage firmly. Ronan gasped, hips jerking.

“So small and locked away. How does it feel, sissy? Knowing your cock will never fuck anyone again?”

Ronan’s scarlet lips trembled. “It… it feels right, Miss Lila. I’m just a sissy now.”

Both women laughed softly, the sound rich and cruel.

Eris gestured to the wide leather ottoman in the center of the room.

“On your back, legs up and spread. Show Miss Lila your trained hole.”

Ronan obeyed instantly, lying back on the ottoman. He lifted his legs high and wide, the short skirt falling back to expose everything - sheer pink panties pulled aside, steel cage and cock ring on full display, his smooth, freshly lubed hole winking in the light.

Lila sat on the couch beside Eris, crossing her long legs elegantly. Both women watched with open hunger.

Eris picked up the thick realistic dildo again and pressed it against his entrance.

“Watch how easily she takes it now,” she told Lila.

She pushed the fat head inside in one smooth thrust. Ronan moaned loudly, scarlet lips parting wide. The dildo sank deep, stretching him open for their viewing pleasure.

Lila leaned forward, eyes gleaming. “Look at that greedy little hole swallowing every inch. She really is a natural cocksleeve.”

Eris began fucking him steadily with the toy, long deep strokes that made the steel cage bounce and leak onto his lace-covered stomach. Pre-cum flowed freely now, soaking the tiny apron.

“Tell Miss Lila what you are,” Eris commanded.

“I’m… ahh… I’m a sissy pansy,” Ronan gasped, voice high and broken as the dildo ground against his prostate. “I’m Eris’s fucktoy… her locked little whore…”

Lila smiled and reached out to tug on the chain between his nipple clamps through the lace bra. Fresh pain flared.

“Such pretty nipples. Do they ache, darling?”

“Yes, Miss Lila… they ache so much…”

Eris increased the pace, slamming the thick dildo harder. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room. Ronan’s stockinged legs shook in the air, heels pointing at the ceiling.

Lila stood and moved closer. She hiked up her pantsuit skirt, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her pussy was smooth and already wet.

“Since she’s so well-trained with her mouth, I think I’ll use it while you fuck her.”

She straddled Ronan’s face, lowering herself onto his scarlet lips without warning.

He licked frantically, tongue working her clit while Eris continued pounding his ass with the dildo. The dual use was overwhelming - thick toy slamming his prostate, elegant woman grinding on his face, both of them commenting casually as if he were furniture.

“She leaks so much,” Lila observed, rolling her hips. “Look at the mess on her pretty apron.”

“Years of male arrogance reduced to this,” Eris replied, driving the dildo even deeper. “A leaking, moaning sissy doll for women to use.”

Ronan’s mind fractured further under their words and bodies. He licked Lila’s pussy with desperate hunger while his hole was brutally fucked. His caged cock strained uselessly, spraying thin strands of pre-cum with every thrust.

Lila came first, grinding down hard on his face with a soft, elegant moan, flooding his mouth with her juices.

Eris followed shortly after, fucking him through her own orgasm while watching his body convulse.

They switched places.

Lila took the dildo and fucked him with slow, teasing strokes while Eris sat on his face, riding his tongue to another shuddering climax.

The women used him for nearly an hour - passing the toy between them, commenting on his welts, his leaking cage, the way his hole clenched greedily, the broken feminine sounds spilling from his painted mouth.

By the end Ronan was a trembling, sweat-slick wreck. Scarlet lipstick completely smeared. Wig disheveled. Panties and apron soaked with pre-cum. Hole red and puffy from constant use. Mind blank except for one repeating thought: surrender.

Eris finally helped him sit up on the ottoman, legs still spread, cage still dripping.

Lila wiped a stray tear from his cheek with one elegant finger and smiled.

“She’s ready, Eris. Completely.”

Eris stroked his glossy black wig gently.

“Yes. She is.”

Both women looked down at the broken, feminized creature before them with open satisfaction.

Tomorrow he would beg for the collar himself.


Chapter 16: Surrender

The penthouse was quiet except for the soft click of heels and the ragged breathing of a broken man.

Ronan knelt in the center of the living room, dressed in his full sissy regalia. The tiny black satin maid’s dress barely covered the lace tops of his sheer black stockings. The white frilly apron was stained dark with dried pre-cum. The pink silk panties were pulled aside, exposing the steel chastity cage and thick cock ring that had kept him denied for so long. The matching pink lace bra framed his chest, nipple clamps still biting deep beneath the delicate fabric. His long glossy black wig cascaded perfectly around his shoulders, freshly brushed. Makeup was flawless again - dramatic kohl eyes, long lashes, and deep scarlet lips that trembled with every shallow breath.

His wrists were free now, resting submissively on his stockinged thighs. The cane welts on his ass had faded to a dull, constant throb - a permanent reminder of his training.

His mind was empty.

No more courtroom arrogance. No more desperate plans to escape. Only need. Only the aching, leaking desperation between his legs and the overwhelming desire to belong completely to Eris.

Eris stood before him, statuesque and radiant in a sheer black silk robe that hung open, revealing every perfect curve of her body. In her hands she held the collar - a slim, elegant band of black leather with a small silver ring at the front and a tiny engraved plate that read “Pansy” in delicate script.

She tilted his chin up with one finger, forcing him to meet her ice-blue eyes.

“Look at me, Pansy.”

The name no longer stung. It felt right. Natural. His.

“Are you ready to give up the last piece of Ronan?” she asked softly, voice low and perfectly modulated. “Are you ready to beg for this collar and become mine forever?”

Ronan’s scarlet lips parted. His voice came out small, feminine, and utterly sincere.

“Yes, Eris. Please… collar me. Make me your permanent sissy pansy.”

Eris’s smile was slow and triumphant. She stepped closer, the heat of her body washing over him.

“Beg properly. On your knees, with your pretty mouth.”

He leaned forward, pressing his painted lips to the toe of her stiletto first, kissing it reverently. Then he looked up, eyes shining with tears of surrender and desperate arousal.

“Please collar me, Eris. I don’t want to be Ronan anymore. I want to be your locked, pretty little pansy. I want to wear silk and lace every day. I want to serve you, suck for you, bend over for you. I want my useless clitty locked forever. Please… make it permanent.”

Eris’s nipples hardened visibly at his words. She slid the collar around his smooth neck and buckled it with a soft, final click. The leather settled snugly against his skin - cool at first, then warm. The silver ring rested lightly at the hollow of his throat.

She attached a delicate silver chain to the ring and gave it a gentle tug, pulling his face forward until his scarlet lips brushed her bare pussy.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “Now earn your final orgasm.”

Eris lowered herself onto the wide leather ottoman, legs spread. She tugged the chain again, guiding him between her thighs.

Ronan crawled forward on his knees, the short maid skirt riding up to expose his caged cock and striped ass. He buried his face in her sex without hesitation, licking and sucking with devoted hunger. His tongue worked her clit in long, worshipful strokes while his scarlet lips sealed around her folds.

Eris moaned softly, one hand tangled in his glossy black wig, the other holding the chain like a leash.

While he worshipped her, she reached down with her free hand and finally - finally - unlocked the steel chastity cage.

The click was loud in the quiet room.

The tube slid off his tortured cock. After days of cruel confinement, his shaft sprang free, rock-hard, purple, and painfully sensitive. The thick cock ring remained locked behind his balls, keeping them swollen and tight.

Eris didn’t touch him yet.

She simply rode his face, grinding her wet pussy against his mouth while he licked desperately.

“Such a good little sissy,” she purred. “Your cock is finally free, but it still belongs to me. You will only cum when I allow it - and only while I use you.”

She shifted, turning around on the ottoman so she faced away from him. Then she lowered herself onto his throbbing cock in one smooth motion, taking him deep into her tight, wet heat.

Ronan cried out against her ass, the sound muffled as she settled fully onto him.

The sensation was overwhelming. After days of denial, the tight grip of her pussy around his freed cock was almost too much. His hips bucked involuntarily, but the collar chain kept him in place.

Eris began to ride him slowly at first, rolling her hips in sensual circles. The thick cock ring kept his balls pulled tight, making every thrust more intense. His caged-free cock slid in and out of her, slick with her arousal.

“Feel that, Pansy?” she breathed, voice thick with pleasure. “This is the last time you’ll ever fuck like a man. From now on, you cum only when a woman uses you. Only when you’re locked and collared and completely owned.”

She picked up speed, riding him harder. Her perfect ass bounced against his hips, the short maid skirt bunched between them. The silver chain on his collar tugged with every movement, reminding him who he belonged to.

Ronan’s hands gripped her thighs, scarlet nails digging lightly into her skin. His mind was blank except for pure sensation - the wet heat of her pussy, the burn of the cane welts, the weight of the collar, the desperate throbbing of his long-denied cock.

Eris reached back and tugged sharply on the nipple clamp chain through the lace bra.

Pain and pleasure exploded through him.

He moaned loudly, hips thrusting up to meet her downward strokes.

She rode him brutally now, slamming down onto his cock again and again. The wet slapping sounds filled the penthouse. Her moans grew louder, more urgent.

“Cum for me, Pansy,” she commanded, voice breaking with her own approaching orgasm. “Cum inside me while you wear my collar. Seal your new life with your surrender.”

The words pushed him over the edge.

Ronan’s locked orgasm shattered through him like glass.

His cock pulsed violently inside her, shooting thick ropes of cum deep into her pussy in the most intense, soul-shaking release of his life. Wave after wave ripped through his body, his collared throat crying out in a high, broken feminine wail. His balls emptied completely, the thick cock ring prolonging every spasm until he was sobbing with the force of it.

Eris came at the same moment, her pussy clenching tightly around his spurting cock, milking every last drop as she ground down hard.

They stayed locked together, trembling, breathing ragged.

When the last aftershock faded, Eris slowly lifted herself off his spent cock. A thick trail of his cum dripped from her pussy onto his stomach and the frilly apron.

She turned around and looked down at him - collared, makeup slightly smudged again, scarlet lips glistening with her juices, eyes glazed with total surrender.

Eris stroked his cheek gently, then leaned down and kissed his forehead.

“My perfect sissy pansy,” she whispered. “Welcome home.”

Ronan knelt there, collar snug around his neck, cum still leaking from his softening cock, mind empty and peaceful for the first time in years.

There was no going back. He didn't want to.
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