

Caged, Plugged, and Adored
A Sissy's Loving Submission to Mommy/Girlfriend
By S (issy)  Joey



DISCLAIMER:

All the characters involved in this fiction are above the legal age of 18 and the story involves only consenting adults. This story contains the concepts Sissification, Feminization, Gentle Domination, Old/Young Relationships , Swinging, Lingerie Fetish, and Group Play, among other kinks & fetishes associated with the ones listed.

~

Checkout my other works here; in this link

.

Sign up for my mailing list  to stay updated about my newest releases. I promise, there’ll be no spam!

…


Authors Note:
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Present Day: A Morning with Alyson

Jacob knelt beside the bed, his lips brushing against the soft arch of Alyson's barefoot as she stretched, waking up slowly with a gentle smile. She sighed, a mixture of sleepiness and satisfaction, her blonde hair spilling across the pillow like a halo. Alyson looked down at him, eyes twinkling. He could already feel the heat rushing through his body, his hands trembling slightly as they moved to the delicate hem of the pink lace nightie he wore.

"Good morning, sweetheart," she purred, her voice carrying that sweetly dominant edge that never failed to make Jacob's stomach tighten in anticipation. She traced her fingers under his chin, lifting his gaze to meet hers. "Who's my good boy?"

"I am, Mommy," Jacob whispered, his voice barely audible, his cheeks flushing as he said it. The word felt both thrilling and comforting, a reminder of his place.

Alyson didn't wait any further; she knew what was to be done in the morning already. He nodded eagerly, heart swelling at her approval. His cheeks flushed a soft shade of pink as she caressed his cheek with her thumb, leaning forward to kiss his forehead.

"That's right, my pretty little Jacob," Alyson continued, her voice still low and throaty as she slid her leg out from under the sheets. The barest hint of her perfume wrapped around him as she drew him closer, gently but insistently. "You know exactly what to do."

Jacob could only nod, his heart pounding as he moved closer, kissing the inside of her thigh. His own cage strained beneath the silky layers he wore, a reminder of her constant control. Today was no different from any other morning, but there was something about Alyson's gaze—something about her smile that made him feel like this was their most intimate moment yet. His whole world, right there, under her gaze.

"That's it, baby," Alyson murmured, her fingers threading through his hair. "Mommy's good boy knows just how to please her, doesn't he?"

"Yes, Mommy," Jacob breathed, his voice trembling with desire. He kissed higher, feeling her warmth, her scent overwhelming him. His lips trailed up her thigh, his heart thundering in his chest as he reached the softest, most intimate part of her.

Alyson moaned softly, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided him, her hips shifting slightly beneath him. "That's right, baby. Show Mommy how much you love her."

Jacob's tongue flicked out, tentative at first, before he fully committed, the taste of her arousal filling his senses. He loved these moments—loved knowing that he could make her feel good, that he could bring her pleasure. It was his purpose, his reason for being.

"Good boy," Alyson whispered, her voice a husky purr. She looked down at him, her blue eyes filled with warmth and desire. "My perfect, obedient boy. Keep going, sweetheart. Don't stop until Mommy says so."

Jacob's heart swelled at her words, his body responding instinctively to her praise. He loved the way she spoke to him—loved the way she made him feel small and cherished. His hands rested on her thighs, his tongue working steadily, his focus entirely on her.

Alyson's breathing grew heavier, her moans filling the room as she rocked her hips against his face. "That's it, baby. Just like that," she gasped, her fingers tangling deeper in his hair. "You make Mommy so proud, Jacob. You're such a good boy."

Jacob's eyes fluttered closed, his entire world narrowing down to the warmth of her body, the sounds of her pleasure, the gentle, insistent pressure of her fingers in his hair. He lost himself in her, in the rhythm of her hips, in the way she guided him, controlled him, loved him.

Finally, Alyson let out a long, shuddering moan, her body tensing beneath him as she reached her climax. Jacob kept going, his tongue gentle, his movements soft as she came down from her high. He could feel her trembling, her fingers loosening in his hair, her breathing slowing.

"That's my good boy," she murmured, her voice filled with warmth and affection. She pulled him up, her fingers brushing along his jaw as she looked at him, her eyes filled with love. "Come here, sweetheart."

Jacob moved up the bed, his heart pounding as he settled beside her. Alyson wrapped her arms around him, pulling him close, her lips pressing against his forehead. "You did so well, baby," she whispered, her fingers brushing through his hair. "Mommy's so proud of you."

Jacob closed his eyes, a soft sigh escaping him as he relaxed in her arms. He loved these moments—loved the way she held him, loved the way she made him feel safe and loved. He knew that, no matter what, he would always belong to her.

Alyson smiled down at him, her fingers playing gently with the strap of his nightie. "You know, baby," she murmured, her voice low and teasing, "I think it's time you showed Mommy just how much you want to be her perfect little boy."

She slowly lowered her nightie, her full, round breasts exposed to Jacob's gaze. His breath caught as he stared at her, the sight of her perfect body sending a shiver down his spine. Alyson reached forward, her fingers brushing over his lips, her smile widening.

"Suck on Mommy's tits, sweetheart," she whispered, guiding his head down to her breast. Jacob obediently took her nipple into his mouth, his eyes closing as he began to suck gently. Alyson let out a soft moan, her fingers threading through his hair as she held him close.

"That's it, baby," she murmured, her voice filled with warmth. "Suck Mommy's tits. Show Mommy how much you love her."

Jacob's lips wrapped around her nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive skin as he sucked. Alyson's moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in his hair as she rocked her hips gently against him. Her free hand slipped down his body, her fingers brushing over his lace-covered chest, teasing his nipples through the fabric.

"Look at you, baby," Alyson cooed, her eyes filled with affection as she watched him. "So pretty, so needy. You love it when Mommy plays with your nipples, don't you?"

Jacob moaned softly, his body arching towards her touch. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice muffled against her breast. The sensation of her fingers twisting his nipples through the lace sent shivers down his spine, his entire body aching for her.

Alyson smiled, her fingers pinching and twisting his nipples, her touch firm yet loving. "That's my good boy," she murmured, her voice a soft purr. "Mommy loves playing with her pretty boy's tits. You look so perfect, all dressed up for me."

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "But I think it's time for something more, don't you, sweetheart?" she whispered, her voice filled with warmth and desire.

Jacob's heart skipped a beat, his eyes widening as he looked up at her. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice trembling. He would do anything for her, anything to please her.

Alyson smiled, her fingers trailing down his body as she moved behind him, her hands gently guiding him to his knees. "Stay right there, baby," she murmured, her voice low and coaxing. She moved over to her dresser, opened the drawer, and pulled out her double-ended, life-like strap-on, the sight of it sending a shiver of anticipation down Jacob's spine.

She took her time, her fingers deft as she buckled it into place, her eyes never leaving his. "Come here, sweetheart," she said, her voice filled with warmth. Jacob crawled over to her, his heart pounding in his chest as he knelt before her, his eyes wide with anticipation.

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing through his hair as she looked down at him. "You know what to do, baby," she murmured, her voice soft and coaxing. "Get Mommy ready."

Jacob nodded, his hands trembling slightly as he took hold of the life-like veiny 7-inch strap-on, his lips parting as he began to lick. Alyson let out a soft moan, her fingers tightening in his hair as she watched him, her eyes filled with warmth and affection.

"That's my good boy," she whispered, her voice a soft purr. "Get it nice and wet for Mommy. You're going to take it so well, aren't you, baby?"

"Yes, Mommy," Jacob mumbled around the cock, his voice trembling. He licked slowly, his tongue moving over the length of the double-ended, life-like strap-on, his heart pounding in his chest. He wanted to please her, wanted to be her perfect little boy.

Alyson's smile widened, her fingers brushing through his hair as she guided him. "That's it, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice filled with warmth. "Get it nice and wet. Mommy's going to make you feel so good."

When she was satisfied, Alyson pulled Jacob up, her fingers brushing along his cheek as she looked down at him. "Turn around, baby," she whispered, her voice soft and coaxing. Jacob obeyed immediately, his heart pounding in his chest as he turned, his hands resting on the bed as he bent over for her.

Alyson smiled, her hands trailing down his back, her fingers brushing over the soft lace of his lingerie. "You look so pretty like this, Jacob," she murmured, her voice filled with warmth. "Mommy's pretty little boy, all ready for her."

She took her time, her hands moving over his body, her fingers brushing over his nipples, teasing them through the lace as she positioned herself behind him. Jacob let out a soft moan, his body trembling as she pressed the head of the double-ended strap-on against his entrance.

"Relax, baby," Alyson whispered, her voice filled with warmth. "Mommy's going to take care of you. Just let go, sweetheart. Let Mommy make you feel good."

Jacob closed his eyes, his body shivering as Alyson slowly pushed forward, the double-ended, life-like strap-on stretching him, filling him. He let out a soft gasp, his hands tightening on the sheets as the other end pressed into her while she slid into him, her hands resting on his hips, guiding him.

"That's it, baby," Alyson moaned, her voice a soft purr. "Take it all for Mommy. You can do it, sweetheart. Be a good boy for me."

Jacob's breathing grew heavier, his entire body trembling as Alyson began to move, her hips rocking against him, her hands guiding him, holding him steady. He could feel the pressure building, his entire body aching for her, every nerve ending alight with sensation.

Alyson's hands moved to his chest, her fingers teasing his nipples through the lace, pinching and twisting them as the double-ended strap-on filled both of them and she thrust into him, her voice filled with warmth and desire. "You love this, don't you, baby?" she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. "You love it when Mommy takes you when she fills you up."

"Yes, Mommy," Jacob gasped, his body arching towards her touch. The sensation of her inside him, her hands on his chest, her voice in his ear—it was all too much, his entire body trembling as he felt the pressure building, his release imminent.

Alyson smiled, her fingers twisting his nipples as the double-ended strap-on filled both of them and she thrust into him, her voice low and coaxing. "Come for me, baby," she whispered, her voice filled with warmth. "Be a good boy for Mommy. Let go, sweetheart. Let it all out."

With a final thrust, Jacob's body tensed, his release washing over him as he let out a soft cry, his entire body trembling. The sensation of coming while still in his cage, the pressure and pleasure combined, was overwhelming. Alyson held him steady, her hands gentle as she coaxed him through his climax, her voice soft and soothing.

"That's my good boy," she murmured, her fingers brushing along his cheek as she looked down at him, her eyes filled with love. "You did so well, sweetheart. Mommy's so proud of you." She gently stroked his cheek, her eyes softening. "You make Mommy so happy, my sweet boy."

Jacob looked up at her, his eyes wide and filled with love. He felt completely spent, yet utterly fulfilled. Alyson's gentle touch, the warmth of her gaze—it all made him feel cherished, safe, and deeply connected.

"Thank you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice barely audible as he rested his cheek against her hand. He felt her fingers gently caress his hair, and a soft smile touched her lips.

Alyson pulled him closer, wrapping her arms around him as they lay together. She kissed the top of his head, her voice a soothing whisper. "You are my everything, Jacob. My perfect little boy. I love you."

Jacob closed his eyes, letting her words wash over him, the warmth of her body enveloping him completely. At this moment, there was nowhere else he'd rather be—he was hers, utterly and completely, and he knew that was all he ever needed.

Jacob looked up at Alyson, his body still trembling from the intensity of what they had just shared. Her smile was warm, her fingers gently brushing along his cheek, and he felt a deep sense of contentment settling over him.

Alyson leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "You did so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice filled with love. "Now, let's get you cleaned up and comfortable. You've made Mommy very proud today."

Jacob nodded, his heart swelling with love and devotion. He slowly sat up, his legs shaky, and Alyson helped him to his feet, her arm wrapped around his waist as she guided him toward the bathroom.

A warm bath awaited him—Alyson always knew how to take care of him. She turned on the water, the gentle sound of it filling the room as she added a lavender-fragrant bath soak. Jacob watched her, his heart filled with gratitude and love.

"Into the bath, baby," Alyson said softly, her voice gentle as she helped him undress from the lace lingerie, her fingers careful as she removed each delicate piece. She pressed a kiss to his shoulder, her touch comforting and tender.

Jacob stepped into the warm water, letting out a sigh of relief as the heat surrounded him. Alyson knelt beside the tub, her fingers trailing through his hair as she looked at him, her eyes filled with warmth.

"You are everything to me, Jacob," she whispered, her voice soft and sincere. "You make me so happy, my love."

Jacob looked up at her, his heart overflowing. "I love you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. He reached out, taking her hand in his, and she smiled, her eyes shining with love.

"I love you too, sweetheart," Alyson said, her fingers brushing along his cheek. "Always."


One Year Ago: The Beginning

Jacob still remembered the first time he had met Alyson, the night that changed everything for him. He had been at a casual work gathering, standing off to the side, nursing a beer, when she walked into the room. Alyson was stunning—tall, with long, blonde hair and the kind of confidence that made her the center of attention wherever she went. She wore a smile that could melt anyone's heart and had a presence that was impossible to ignore.

Alyson was the stock market anchor on a prominent TV network—a familiar face in the community, admired by many. She exuded charm and charisma, both on-screen and in person, and she loved the attention that came with her job. But despite all the people who admired her, she had eyes only for Jacob that night.

Jacob, in contrast, was a techie—an introverted software developer who spent most of his time working from home. He was shy, modest in height, and had a gentle demeanor. He often preferred the solitude of his work to the bustling social scenes that others seemed to enjoy. But something about Alyson captivated him, and he found himself drawn to her from the moment she walked in.

Alyson approached him with a confidence that took his breath away. She smiled warmly, her blue eyes twinkling as she spoke. "Hey there, I'm Alyson. You look like you could use some company."

Jacob had blushed, surprised by her directness. He wasn't used to women like Alyson approaching him, but her warmth put him at ease. They fell into conversation effortlessly, her charm and wit quickly drawing him in. Alyson made him laugh, made him feel interesting, and for the first time in a long time, Jacob felt truly seen.

They ended up talking for hours, and by the end of the night, Alyson had asked for his number. Jacob had given it to her without hesitation, his heart pounding with excitement. He couldn't believe his luck—here was this beautiful, confident woman who seemed genuinely interested in him.

Their first date was at an intimate Italian restaurant—a cozy spot with candlelight and soft music. Alyson had chosen it, and she had dressed for the occasion in a red dress that hugged her curves, her blonde hair cascading down her back like spun gold. Jacob had been nervous, but Alyson's easy conversation and warm smile quickly put him at ease.

As they talked, Alyson shared more about her job—how much she loved being on camera, the thrill of delivering the latest market updates, and the satisfaction of connecting with her audience. Jacob shared his own experiences, talking about his work as a software developer and the challenges and rewards of working from home. Alyson listened intently, her eyes never leaving his, and Jacob found himself opening up to her in a way he never had with anyone else.

As the night drew to a close, Alyson leaned across the table, her eyes locking with his. "Let me be honest. I like you, Jacob," she said, her voice soft but firm. "I think you could be happy as my good boy. I think you need someone to take charge."

Jacob had nearly choked on his water. Her words caught him completely off guard, but deep down, they resonated with him. There was something about the way Alyson spoke—something about the confidence in her voice and the warmth in her eyes—that made him want to submit, to let go, to trust her completely.

"I... I think you're right," Jacob managed to say, his voice barely a whisper. His cheeks flushed, his heart pounding in his chest. "I... I'd like that."

Alyson smiled, her eyes softening as she squeezed his hand. "Good," she said, her voice filled with warmth. "Because I think we could be really good together, Jacob. I think you need someone to take care of you, and I want to be that person."

Jacob nodded, his heart swelling with a mixture of fear and excitement. He had no idea what he was getting himself into, but he knew, without a doubt, that he wanted this—wanted her.

Later that night, they went back to Alyson's place. It was a cozy apartment on a high rise, filled with warm colors and soft lighting. Alyson took his hand, leading him to her bedroom, her eyes filled with warmth and affection.

"I want to show you something, Jacob," she said, her voice soft as she opened her closet. She pulled out a set of delicate lace lingerie—baby blue, with stockings and garters. She held it out to him with a smile, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

"Go on, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice soft and coaxing. "Put these on for me. I want to see my good boy dressed up properly."

Jacob's hands trembled as he took the lingerie from her. He had never done anything like this before, but the look in her eyes left no room for hesitation. He slipped into the bathroom, his heart pounding, his cheeks flushed as he stripped off his clothes. The lace felt strange against his skin at first—delicate, soft, like something that didn’t quite belong. But as he looked at himself in the mirror, something changed. The reflection staring back at him wasn’t just Jacob; it was Alyson’s Jacob. Her good boy.

He stood there for a long moment, taking in the sight of himself—the way the lace hugged his already almost hairless body - thanks to his natural blonde genes, the way the stockings made his legs look longer, softer. His heart pounded in his chest, his cheeks flushed, but there was something undeniably right about it. This was what he had been missing. This was what he needed.

When he stepped out of the bathroom, Alyson's eyes lit up, her smile growing wide. She walked up to him slowly, her fingers brushing along his arm, her touch making his skin tingle.

"You’re beautiful," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear as she leaned in. "And you’re mine."

Jacob shivered, a thrill rushing through him at her words. Her hands slid down his body, taking in every inch of him dressed in the soft blue lace. She was gentle, her eyes warm, but her voice carried that unmistakable note of command.

"Kneel, Jacob," she whispered, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Kneel for me, my good boy."

His knees hit the floor before he even realized he had moved, his head bowed as he looked up at her. Alyson cupped his cheek, her thumb brushing along his lower lip.

"That’s my boy," she said, her voice filled with warmth and affection. "My pretty little thing."

"Thank you, Mommy," Jacob whispered, his heart swelling at the praise. He loved the way it felt, the way she made him feel so small and cherished.

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing through his hair as she looked down at him. "You look so pretty like this, Jacob. So perfect. This is exactly where you belong, isn’t it?"

"Yes, Mommy," Jacob whispered, his voice trembling with emotion. "I belong to you."

"That’s right, sweetheart," Alyson said, her voice soft and soothing. "You belong to me. And I’m going to take such good care of you, my good boy."

She leaned down, her lips brushing against his forehead, her fingers stroking through his hair. Jacob closed his eyes, a soft sigh escaping him as he relaxed into her touch. He felt safe here, on his knees before her, her presence wrapping around him like a warm blanket. This was where he was meant to be.

"Now," Alyson said, her voice taking on that familiar note of command. "I want you to always remember that when we're alone, you are mine. You belong to me, and you will do as I say. I will take care of you, and in return, you will be my good boy. Do you understand, Jacob?"

Jacob looked up at her, his heart pounding in his chest. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice filled with devotion. "I understand. I belong to you."

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing along his cheek. "Good boy," she murmured. "You’re going to be so happy, Jacob. I’m going to make sure of it."

Alyson had explained her terms clearly that night. She wanted Jacob to be her good boy—her obedient, loving sissy in private. She wanted someone she could nurture and control, someone who would thrive under her guidance and care. But she also wanted him to be her partner, her alpha when they were out in public.

"When we're outside, Jacob," she said, her voice gentle but firm, "I want you to be the man everyone looks up to. I want you to hold your head high, to be confident. You are my strong, capable boyfriend, and I love making others jealous of the fact that I have you. But when we come home sweetheart, I want you to be my pretty little boy. My good boy who listens, who submits, who lets me take control. Do you think you can do that for me?"

Jacob's heart had pounded at her words. It was everything he had ever wanted—someone who saw him, who valued him, who allowed him to be both strong and vulnerable. He looked up at her, his eyes filled with love and devotion. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered. "I can do that. I want to be that for you."

Alyson's smile had widened, her eyes shining with warmth. "That's my good boy," she murmured. "You're going to make me so proud, Jacob. Out there, you're going to make all the other guys jealous. They'll see you with me, and they'll envy you. They'll think you're the luckiest man alive—and you are. But only you and I will know the truth, won't we? That when we're alone, you're my sweet, obedient boy."

Jacob had nodded, his heart swelling with a mixture of pride and excitement. He loved the idea of being Alyson's strong partner in public, the one who made everyone else envious. And he loved, even more, the idea of coming home to her, of shedding that public persona and becoming her good boy—the one who knelt at her feet, who dressed up in pretty lace just for her.

Alyson smiled, her fingers gently trailing down his cheek. She looked at Jacob kneeling before her, his eyes filled with devotion and need. Her lips curled into a knowing smile as she placed her hands on her hips.

"You know what to do next, don't you, sweetheart?" she said, her voice low and teasing. Jacob swallowed, his heart pounding as he nodded.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his eyes flicking to the soft fabric of her dress as she slowly gathered it up, revealing her creamy thighs and the lacy, deep red panties she wore underneath. The panties were adorned with delicate floral embroidery, hugging her curves perfectly, and Jacob couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement at the sight. Alyson's smile grew wider as she guided his head closer, her fingers threading through his hair.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice husky with desire. She leaned back slightly, giving him access, her other hand resting gently on the back of his neck. Jacob leaned in, his lips brushing against her inner thigh, his heart racing. He kissed her gently at first, his tongue darting out tentatively, tasting her warmth. Alyson let out a soft sigh, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided him.

"That's it, baby," she cooed, her voice thick with pleasure. "Make Mommy feel good. Show me how much you love me."

Jacob closed his eyes, his mouth moving with purpose as he focused on her pleasure. Her scent, her warmth, the way she responded to his every movement—it was intoxicating. Alyson's breathing grew heavier, her fingers tightening in his hair as her hips began to move, pressing herself against his mouth.

"Just like that, sweetheart," she gasped, her voice a mixture of command and encouragement. "Keep going, baby. Make Mommy proud."

Jacob's hands rested on her thighs, his tongue working steadily as he lost himself in the moment. He loved this—loved knowing that he could make her feel good, that he could bring her pleasure. It was his purpose, his reason for being.

Alyson's moans filled the room, her body tensing as she moved against him. She threw her head back, her fingers gripping his hair as she guided him, her pleasure building with each passing moment. Finally, with a shuddering cry, she came, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Jacob continued, his movements gentle as she came down from her high, her breathing slowly returning to normal. Alyson looked down at him, her eyes filled with warmth and affection as she pulled him up to her.

"That's my good boy," she whispered, her voice soft and filled with love. She cupped his face in her hands, pressing her lips to his forehead. "You did so well, Jacob. You always make Mommy so happy."

Jacob looked up at her, his heart swelling with love and devotion. He loved her more than anything, and he knew that he would do anything for her—anything to make her happy.

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing along his cheek. "Come on, sweetheart," she said softly, guiding him to his feet. "Let's get you out of this lace and into bed. You've earned it, my perfect boy."


One Month Later: The Milking

Jacob had grown more comfortable in his new role, letting himself embrace the dual life Alyson had given him. He was her confident, capable boyfriend outside their home—making everyone envious of the stunning, successful woman at his side. But behind closed doors, he was Alyson's devoted, obedient sissy—dressed in lace and stockings, ready to please her at a moment's notice.

Tonight was different, though. Alyson had been teasing him for days, keeping him in his chastity cage, denying him release while she played with him relentlessly. She seemed to take great pleasure in pushing him to the edge, only to pull back, leaving him aching and needy. But tonight, Alyson had decided it was time to reward her good boy.

"Come here, sweetheart," Alyson purred, her voice soft and nurturing as she patted the bed beside her. Jacob approached, his heart pounding in his chest. He was wearing his usual lace lingerie, the soft pink fabric hugging his body, the stockings making his legs look even more delicate. Alyson smiled at him, her eyes filled with warmth.

"You’ve been such a good boy for me, haven’t you?" she murmured, her fingers brushing along his cheek. Jacob shivered at her touch, nodding eagerly.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice trembling with anticipation. Alyson's smile grew wider, her blue eyes twinkling as she took his hand, guiding him onto the bed.

"I think it’s time I let you have a little relief, don’t you?" she said, her voice dripping with affection. Jacob’s eyes widened, his heart skipping a beat as he looked up at her.

"Please, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with need. Alyson chuckled softly, her fingers brushing through his hair as she leaned down, her lips pressing against his forehead.

"Patience, my love," she murmured. "We’re going to take our time tonight. Mommy wants to make you feel so good."

Alyson's hands moved to his chest, her fingers teasing the straps of his lingerie as she slowly pulled it down, revealing his pale skin. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his collarbone, trailing soft, sloppy kisses along his chest. Jacob let out a soft moan, his body trembling beneath her touch.

"That's it, sweetheart," Alyson cooed, her lips finding his nipple. She kissed it gently before taking it into her mouth, her tongue flicking against the sensitive bud. Jacob gasped, his hands gripping the sheets as she lavished attention on his chest, her fingers pinching and twisting his other nipple.

"Mommy loves playing with these pretty nipples," she murmured, her voice muffled against his skin. She moved to the other side, her lips wrapping around his other nipple, her teeth grazing it lightly before she sucked on it, her eyes flicking up to meet his. Jacob's breathing grew ragged, his body arching towards her, his entire being focused on the sensations she was creating.

Alyson pulled back, her lips shiny and wet as she smiled down at him. "You’re so sensitive, baby," she whispered, her fingers still teasing his nipples as she kissed her way down his body. Jacob's heart pounded in his chest, his entire body trembling with anticipation.

She reached his chastity cage, her fingers brushing over the metal, her smile widening as she looked up at him. "You've been so good for Mommy, haven’t you? Keeping this little thing locked up just for me."

Jacob nodded, his cheeks flushing as he looked down at her. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice barely audible. Alyson's smile softened, her fingers gently caressing the cage before she reached for the key, unlocking it with a soft click.

The relief was immediate—Jacob let out a shuddering breath as the cage came off, his cock springing free, aching and needy. Alyson's eyes lit up, her fingers brushing along his length as she looked up at him, her expression filled with love.

"There we go, baby," she cooed, her voice soft and nurturing. "Doesn’t that feel better?"

Jacob nodded, his breathing ragged as he looked down at her. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered. Alyson smiled, her fingers wrapping around his length, stroking him gently as she leaned in, her lips pressing against his thigh.

"Mommy’s going to make you feel so good," she murmured, her voice filled with affection. She kissed her way up his length, her tongue flicking out to taste him as she looked up at him, her blue eyes locking with his. Jacob let out a soft moan, his hands gripping the sheets as she took him into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip before she slowly took him deeper.

Alyson's movements were slow, deliberate—she wanted to savor this, to make him feel every moment. Her hand moved to his chest, her fingers teasing his nipples as she bobbed her head, her eyes never leaving his. Jacob's breathing grew heavier, his body trembling as he watched her, the sight of her lips wrapped around him almost too much to bear.

"Mommy," he gasped, his voice barely a whisper. Alyson pulled back slightly, her lips shiny and wet as she looked up at him, her hand still stroking him.

"Yes, sweetheart?" she cooed, her voice dripping with affection.

"I... I need..." Jacob's voice trailed off, his cheeks flushing as he looked down at her. Alyson's smile grew wider, her fingers brushing along his length.

"You need to cum, baby?" she whispered, her voice low and teasing. Jacob nodded, his heart pounding in his chest.

"Please, Mommy," he whispered, his voice trembling. Alyson chuckled softly, her lips pressing against his tip, her tongue flicking out to taste him.

"Not yet, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice filled with warmth. "Mommy wants to play with you a little longer."

Jacob let out a soft whimper, his body trembling as Alyson continued her slow, deliberate movements. Her hand moved to his chest, her fingers pinching his nipple as she took him back into her mouth, her eyes never leaving his. She sucked him slowly, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside, her free hand stroking his length.

She could feel him getting closer, his body tensing, his breathing growing more erratic. Alyson pulled back, her lips shiny and wet as she looked up at him, her hand still stroking him.

"You’re such a good boy, Jacob," she whispered, her voice filled with love. "Mommy loves you so much."

Jacob looked down at her, his eyes filled with love and devotion. "I love you too, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his tip once more before she took him back into her mouth, her movements faster now, her hand still teasing his nipple.

"Come for me, baby," she murmured around him, her voice low and coaxing. "Be a good boy for Mommy."

Jacob's body tensed, his hands gripping the sheets as he felt his release building, the pressure almost too much to bear. With a shuddering cry, he came, his body trembling as Alyson took everything he had to give, her lips never leaving him.

She continued her gentle movements, her tongue flicking against him as she coaxed him through his climax, her eyes filled with warmth and affection. When he was finally spent, Alyson pulled back, her lips shiny and wet as she smiled up at him.

"That’s my good boy," she whispered, her voice soft and filled with love. She moved up the bed, her arms wrapping around him as she pulled him close, her lips pressing against his forehead.

"You did so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her fingers brushing through his hair. "Mommy’s so proud of you."

Jacob closed his eyes, a soft sigh escaping him as he relaxed in her arms. He felt safe here, loved, cherished. This was where he was meant to be—wrapped in Alyson’s arms, her love surrounding him completely.

Alyson smiled down at him, her fingers playing gently with his hair as she looked at him, her eyes filled with warmth. "I love you, Jacob," she whispered, her voice soft and sincere. "You’re my perfect boy."

Jacob looked up at her, his heart swelling with love and devotion. "I love you too, Mommy," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion.

Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his forehead once more. "Always, sweetheart," she murmured. "Always."

Alyson shifted slightly, her hands still caressing Jacob’s hair as she began to hum softly—a lullaby that was gentle and soothing. The tune seemed to calm Jacob further, his body melting into her embrace. She rocked him slowly, her arms secure around him, her lips trailing gentle kisses across his temple. Each kiss was filled with warmth and love, and Jacob couldn’t help but smile, his eyes fluttering closed as he listened to her humming.

"You’re my precious boy," Alyson whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. "You make Mommy so happy, Jacob." Her voice was tender, her hands moving to caress his back as she continued to rock him. She loved seeing him like this—vulnerable, at peace, completely hers. It was moments like these that reminded her why she cherished their relationship so much.

Alyson’s kisses grew slower, more deliberate. She moved from his temple to his cheek, then to his lips, pressing a long, lingering kiss there. Jacob responded, his lips parting slightly as he kissed her back, his hands resting on her hips as he held onto her. Alyson deepened the kiss, her tongue brushing against his as her fingers found his nipples once more, teasing them gently.

Jacob let out a soft moan against her lips, his body shivering beneath her touch. Alyson smiled, her eyes half-lidded as she pulled back just enough to look at him. "You like that, don’t you, baby?" she asked, her voice a low purr. Jacob nodded, his cheeks flushed, his breathing still uneven.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered. Alyson’s smile grew, her fingers still teasing his nipples as she leaned in, her lips pressing sloppy kisses along his jawline, trailing down to his neck. She took her time, savoring the taste of his skin, and the way his body reacted to her touch.

She shifted her weight slightly, pressing her body against his as she kissed her way back up to his lips, capturing them in another heated kiss. Her hand moved lower, sliding down his chest and tracing a path along his stomach, making Jacob shiver in anticipation. Alyson's fingers wrapped around his still-sensitive length, stroking him slowly as she deepened the kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth with a mixture of tenderness and hunger.

Jacob let out a muffled moan, his body arching towards her touch, his hands gripping her hips as if to hold onto the moment. Alyson broke the kiss, her lips shiny and wet, her eyes locking onto his. She gave him a sly smile, her fingers continuing their slow, teasing strokes.

"You’re still so sensitive, baby," she whispered, her voice dripping with affection. "But I want you to feel everything tonight. I want you to know just how much Mommy loves you."

She leaned in again, her lips trailing down his neck, leaving a series of sloppy, wet kisses that made Jacob's skin tingle. Her free hand moved back to his chest, her fingers finding his nipple once more, pinching it lightly as she continued to stroke him. Jacob's breathing grew ragged, his body trembling beneath her touch, his eyes fluttering closed as he surrendered completely to her.

Alyson shifted her position, straddling his waist as she looked down at him, her blonde hair cascading around her face like a halo. She smiled, her eyes filled with warmth and love as she leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. "Mommy's going to take care of you, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice barely more than a breath. "Just relax and let me make you feel good."

She pressed her body against his, her breasts brushing against his chest as she began to move her hips, grinding against him slowly. Jacob let out a soft whimper, his hands moving to her thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he tried to steady himself. Alyson chuckled softly, her lips pressing against his forehead as she continued her slow, deliberate movements.

"That’s it, baby," she cooed, her voice filled with love and affection. "Let Mommy take care of everything. Just be a good boy for me."

Jacob's eyes fluttered open, his gaze meeting hers, his heart swelling with love and devotion. "I love you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. Alyson's smile grew wider, her lips brushing against his in a soft, lingering kiss.

"I love you too, sweetheart," she whispered back, her voice filled with sincerity. "You’re my perfect boy."

She continued to move against him, her hips rolling slowly, her fingers still teasing his sensitive nipple. Jacob's breathing grew heavier, his body responding to her every touch, every movement. He could feel his release building once more, the pressure almost overwhelming as Alyson's warmth enveloped him.

"Mommy..." he gasped, his voice barely audible. Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his neck, her tongue flicking out to taste his skin.

"I know, baby," she murmured, her voice soothing. "I know you need it. Just hold on a little longer for me, okay?"

Jacob nodded, his body trembling as he tried to hold back, his hands gripping her thighs as she continued her slow, sensual movements. Alyson's fingers moved from his nipple to his cheek, cupping his face as she looked down at him, her eyes filled with love.

"You're doing so well, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice filled with pride. "Mommy's so proud of you."

She leaned down, capturing his lips in another heated kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth as she moved faster, her hips grinding against him with more intensity. Jacob's body tensed, his breathing growing more erratic as he felt his release approaching once more.

"Come for me, baby," Alyson whispered against his lips, her voice low and coaxing. "Be a good boy for Mommy."

With a shuddering cry, Jacob came, his body trembling beneath her as Alyson continued to move against him, her hand stroking him through his release. She watched him, her eyes filled with warmth and affection, her lips curling into a satisfied smile as she felt him relax beneath her.

Alyson slowed her movements, her fingers gently caressing his cheek as she looked down at him. "That’s my good boy," she whispered, her voice soft and filled with love. She leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead before wrapping her arms around him, and pulling him close.

"You did so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her fingers brushing through his hair. "Mommy’s so proud of you."

Jacob closed his eyes, a soft sigh escaping him as he relaxed in her arms. He felt safe here, loved, cherished. This was where he was meant to be—wrapped in Alyson’s arms, her love surrounding him completely.

Alyson smiled down at him, her fingers playing gently with his hair as she looked at him, her eyes filled with warmth. "I love you, Jacob," she whispered, her voice soft and sincere. "You’re my perfect boy."

Jacob looked up at her, his heart swelling with love and devotion. "I love you too, Aly," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion.

Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his forehead once more. "I love you, baby" she murmured. "Always."


The Weekend Outing: Public Tease

It was Saturday afternoon, and Alyson had decided that it was time for a weekend outing. Jacob knew this wasn't just any ordinary outing—Alyson always had a way of making things more... exciting. Today, she had chosen a casual outdoor café, a quaint little place on the edge of town where they could enjoy a leisurely lunch in the sunshine. But Alyson had also made sure to add her own special twist to the outing.

Jacob stood in front of the mirror, adjusting the collar of his shirt, trying his best to appear confident. Underneath his normal clothes, Alyson had instructed him to wear a lacy set of lingerie—a delicate lavender bra and matching panties that hugged his body in a way that made him feel vulnerable and excited all at once. His legs were wrapped in silky stockings, hidden beneath his jeans, and nestled deep inside him was a smooth butt plug that Alyson had insisted on inserting before they left. And of course, his cock was still locked away in his chastity cage, keeping him achingly aware of his submission.

Alyson had stood behind him as he dressed, her eyes glinting with mischief as she helped him adjust the straps of his lingerie, her fingers lingering on his skin, teasing him with every touch. When he had been fully dressed, Alyson had smiled, her fingers tracing a gentle line down his spine, her lips brushing against his ear.

"You look so handsome, sweetheart," she had whispered, her voice dripping with affection. "And I love knowing that underneath all of this, you're still my pretty little sissy."

Jacob's cheeks had flushed at her words, his heart pounding in his chest. He loved it too—the thrill of wearing his lingerie, of having the butt plug deep inside him, of knowing that Alyson had complete control over him. It made him feel owned, cherished, and completely hers.

Now, as they sat at the café, Jacob could feel Alyson's eyes on him, her gaze lingering on his flushed cheeks as she smiled across the table. She looked stunning, as always—her blonde hair cascading around her shoulders, her blue eyes twinkling with mischief. She wore a summer dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and Jacob couldn't help but feel proud to be with her. But there was also an underlying tension, an awareness that Alyson was up to something.

Alyson reached across the table, her fingers brushing against Jacob's hand, her eyes locking onto his. Each time Alyson touched him, Jacob could feel the butt plug shift inside him, pressing deeper and sending a rush of pleasure through his body. It was a constant reminder of his submission, of the control Alyson had over him, and it made him feel both vulnerable and excited. He shifted slightly in his seat, trying to steady himself, but every movement only intensified the sensation, making him tremble with need. As they sat there, Jacob couldn’t help but notice the glances they were getting. Men and even some women looked at Alyson with a mixture of admiration and envy, their eyes lingering on her beauty. Occasionally, Jacob caught someone giving him a jealous look as if they couldn’t believe he was lucky enough to have her by his side. He knew they all thought he was the luckiest guy in the world, but if only they knew their secret—the dynamic that made their relationship so incredible, so unique. He wasn't just her boyfriend; he was her devoted sissy, and nothing made him happier. "You’re doing so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "You look so handsome sitting there, and I love knowing what’s underneath all those clothes. Do you like it too, baby?"

Jacob swallowed hard, his cheeks flushing as he nodded. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice barely audible. Alyson's smile grew wider, her eyes twinkling with delight.

"Good boy," she whispered, her fingers squeezing his hand before she pulled back, her attention shifting to the menu. But Jacob knew better—he knew that Alyson's teasing was just beginning.

They ordered their lunch, and as they waited for their food, Alyson leaned across the table, her eyes locking onto Jacob's. "Do you remember what you're wearing, baby?" she asked, her voice soft and teasing. Jacob's heart skipped a beat, his eyes flicking around to make sure no one was listening before he nodded.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his cheeks burning. Alyson's smile grew, her fingers drumming lightly on the table.

"I wonder if anyone else here can tell," she mused, her voice low and mischievous. "I wonder if they know that my handsome boyfriend is really my pretty little sissy underneath all those clothes."

Jacob's eyes widened, his heart pounding in his chest. "Mommy," he whispered, his voice filled with both excitement and nervousness. Alyson chuckled softly, her fingers brushing along the edge of her glass.

"Don’t worry, sweetheart," she cooed, her voice soothing. "No one else knows. It's our little secret. But I love seeing you squirm, baby. I love knowing that you’re sitting there with that plug deep inside you, wearing your pretty lingerie, and no one else has any idea."

Jacob let out a soft whimper, his body trembling slightly as he shifted in his seat. The plug inside him pressed deeper, the sensation sending a shiver down his spine. Alyson watched him, her eyes filled with warmth and affection.

"Do you like it, baby?" she asked, her voice barely more than a whisper. "Do you like being Mommy's secret sissy, even out in public?"

Jacob nodded, his cheeks flushed as he looked down at the table. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered. Alyson's smile grew wider, her eyes glinting with delight.

"Good boy," she murmured. "You make Mommy so proud, sweetheart. I love knowing that you're mine, that you're wearing your pretty lingerie just for me."

Their food arrived, and they began to eat, but Alyson's teasing never stopped. She would brush her foot against his leg under the table, her eyes locking onto his, her smile filled with mischief. She would lean in close, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered things that made his heart race, that made him squirm in his seat.

"You look so pretty in your panties, baby," she whispered at one point, her voice dripping with affection. "I can't wait to get home and see them again. I bet you’re soaking through them already, aren’t you?"

Jacob's cheeks flushed, his body trembling as he nodded. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice barely audible. Alyson's smile grew wider, her fingers brushing against his arm.

"Such a good boy," she murmured, her eyes twinkling with delight. "Mommy loves you so much, Jacob. You’re my perfect little sissy."

After they finished their lunch, Alyson suggested they take a walk through the nearby park. Jacob followed her, his heart pounding in his chest, his entire body tingling with anticipation. The plug inside him moved with every step, the sensation making him feel both vulnerable and excited. Alyson held his hand as they walked, her fingers laced with his, her smile soft and affectionate.

They found a secluded bench, and Alyson sat down, pulling Jacob down beside her. She looked around, making sure they were alone before she turned to him, her eyes filled with warmth.

"I want you to do something for me, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice soft. Jacob looked at her, his heart pounding in his chest.

"Yes, Mommy," he whispered. Alyson's smile grew, her fingers brushing along his cheek.

"I want you to reach down and touch yourself, baby," she whispered, her voice dripping with affection. "Just for a moment. I want you to feel how hard you are for me, how much you need Mommy."

Jacob's eyes widened, his cheeks flushing as he looked around. "Here, Mommy?" he whispered, his voice trembling. Alyson nodded, her eyes locking onto his.

"Yes, sweetheart," she cooed. "Just for a moment. No one else will see. It’s just for us."

Jacob swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest as he reached down, his fingers brushing against the front of his jeans. He could feel the outline of his chastity cage, the metal pressing against his skin, and he let out a soft whimper, his body trembling.

Alyson watched him, her eyes filled with love and affection. "Good boy," she whispered, her voice soft. "Do you feel how hard you are for me, baby? Do you feel how much you need Mommy?"

Jacob nodded, his breathing ragged as he looked at her. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered. Alyson's smile grew wider, her fingers brushing along his cheek.

"That’s my good boy," she murmured. "You make Mommy so proud, Jacob. I love knowing that you’re always ready for me, always needing me."

She leaned in, her lips pressing against his in a soft, lingering kiss. Jacob closed his eyes, his heart swelling with love and devotion as he kissed her back, his hand still resting against the front of his jeans. Alyson pulled back, her eyes locking onto his, her smile filled with warmth.

"You’re my perfect boy, Jacob," she whispered. "And tonight, when we get home, I’m going to reward you for being so good for me. But for now, I want you to keep being my brave little sissy, okay?"

Jacob nodded, his heart pounding in his chest. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion. Alyson's smile grew, her fingers brushing through his hair.

"That’s my good boy," she murmured. "I love you, Jacob. Always."

Jacob looked at her, his eyes filled with love and devotion. "I love you too, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his forehead in a soft, lingering kiss.

"Always, sweetheart," she whispered. "Always."


The Happily Ever After

It had been a year since Alyson had taken Jacob under her care, and every day had been better than the last. Their relationship had flourished, blossoming into something deeper, something more profound than either of them had ever imagined. Jacob had fully embraced his role as Alyson's good boy, and Alyson had continued to nurture and guide him, pushing his boundaries, and watching with delight as he surrendered to her completely.

Tonight was their anniversary—a celebration of everything they had built together. Alyson had spared no effort in planning the evening, creating a night that would push Jacob to new heights of pleasure and submission. She wanted to make this night unforgettable, a testament to the love they shared and the dynamic that made their relationship so perfect.

Jacob stood in front of the full-length mirror in their bedroom, his body trembling with anticipation. Alyson had picked out his outfit for the evening—a delicate white lace bodysuit that hugged his body, the soft fabric brushing against his skin in a way that made him shiver. The bodysuit left little to the imagination, the lace sheer enough to show off the pink chastity cage that kept him locked away, his submission to Alyson complete. A matching garter belt held up white stockings that ran the length of his legs, and Alyson had added a pair of high heels to complete the look.

He looked beautiful, and he knew it. He looked like Alyson's perfect little sissy, her devoted boy, ready and willing to do anything to make her happy. His eyes flicked to the reflection of Alyson standing behind him, her eyes glinting with desire as she watched him. She was stunning—a vision in black lingerie that hugged her curves, her blonde hair cascading around her shoulders, her eyes locked onto Jacob's reflection as she approached him.

"You look beautiful, sweetheart," Alyson murmured, her fingers brushing along his arm, making him shiver. She pressed her lingerie-clad body against his own lingerie-clad back, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice low and sultry. "My perfect little sissy, all dressed up just for me."

Jacob's breath caught in his throat, his heart pounding in his chest. "Thank you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice trembling. Alyson smiled, her hands moving to his waist, her fingers tracing the edge of the lace bodysuit, her touch sending sparks of pleasure through him.

"Tonight is special, baby," Alyson whispered, her lips brushing against his neck, leaving a trail of soft, wet kisses along his skin. "Tonight, Mommy is going to make you feel so good. I'm going to push you further than ever before, and you’re going to love every second of it, aren’t you?"

Jacob nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. "Yes, Mommy," he whispered, his voice barely audible. Alyson's smile grew, her hands moving down his body, her fingers brushing against the front of his cage, her touch making him whimper.

"Good boy," she cooed, her voice filled with affection. She turned him around, her eyes locking onto his, her gaze filled with desire. "Now, get on your knees for me, baby."

Jacob obeyed without hesitation, his knees hitting the floor as he looked up at her, his eyes filled with love and devotion. Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing through his hair as she looked down at him. "You know what to do, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice dripping with affection.

Jacob nodded, his hands moving to her hips, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her lace panties, pulling them down slowly, his eyes never leaving hers. Alyson watched him, her eyes half-lidded, her lips curling into a smile as he exposed her to him. She stepped out of her panties, her hand moving to the back of his head, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided him closer.

"That’s my good boy," she whispered, her voice low and coaxing. "Make Mommy feel good."

Jacob leaned in, his lips brushing against her inner thigh, his tongue darting out to taste her, the salty sweetness of her skin making him shiver. Alyson let out a soft sigh, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided him, her hips pressing forward, her body moving against his mouth.

"That’s it, baby," she cooed, her voice thick with pleasure. "Just like that. Mommy loves it when you worship her."

Jacob closed his eyes, his mouth moving with purpose, his tongue flicking against her clit, the taste of her filling his senses, making him moan against her. Alyson's breathing grew heavier, her fingers gripping his hair, her hips moving in time with his mouth.

"You’re so good for me, baby," she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. "Such a good boy. Keep going, sweetheart. Make Mommy proud."

Jacob obeyed, his tongue working steadily, his hands resting on her hips, holding onto her as she moved against him. He loved this—loved knowing that he could make her feel good, that he could bring her pleasure. It was his purpose, his reason for being.

Alyson's moans filled the room, her body tensing as she rode his mouth, her hips moving faster, her breathing growing ragged. Finally, with a shuddering cry, she came, her body trembling, her fingers gripping his hair as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Jacob continued, his movements gentle as she came down from her high, her breathing slowly returning to normal. Alyson looked down at him, her eyes filled with warmth and affection as she pulled him up to his feet.

"You did so well, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice soft and filled with love. She cupped his face in her hands, pressing her lips to his forehead. "Mommy is so proud of you."

Jacob looked at her, his heart swelling with love and devotion. "Thank you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion.

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing along his cheek. "Now, it’s time for your reward," she murmured, her voice filled with promise. She led him to the bed, her hands guiding him onto his back, her eyes locking onto his as she straddled his waist.

She reached for the key that hung around her neck, her fingers brushing against the metal as she unlocked his cage, the click of the lock echoing in the room. Jacob let out a shuddering breath as the cage came off, his cock springing free, aching and needy.

Alyson's eyes lit up, her fingers brushing along his length, her smile widening as she looked down at him. "You’ve been so good for me, baby," she whispered, her voice filled with affection. "And now, Mommy is going to make you feel so good."

She reached for the nightstand, pulling out a brand new double-ended dildo, the lifelike material glistening in the soft light of the room. Jacob's eyes widened, his heart pounding in his chest as he looked at her, his body trembling with anticipation. This was way bigger than the usual one she used and he got used to. This was girthier and longer on both the ends.

Alyson smiled, her eyes locking onto his as she positioned herself above him, her fingers guiding one end of the dildo inside of her, her body shivering at the sensation. She looked down at him, her smile widening as she reached between them, her fingers guiding the other end to his entrance.

"Relax, baby," she cooed, her voice soft and soothing. "Mommy’s going to take care of you."

Jacob closed his eyes, his body trembling as he felt the tip of the dildo press against him, the smooth material sliding inside, filling him slowly, he thanked her for the oversight of already liberally lubing him up and having him plugged throughout the day. Alyson watched him, her eyes filled with warmth and love as she pushed deeper, her hips rocking gently, her hands resting on his chest, her fingers teasing his nipples through the lace bodysuit.

"That’s it, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice filled with affection. "You’re doing so well. Just relax and let Mommy make you feel good."

Jacob let out a soft moan, his body shivering as Alyson pushed deeper, the dildo filling him completely, her hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm. The pressure inside him was overwhelming, the feeling of being filled, of Alyson's control over him, making his head spin.

Alyson leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice low and teasing. "You like this, don’t you, baby?" she whispered. "You love it when Mommy fills you up."

Jacob nodded, his breathing ragged as he looked up at her. "Yes, Mommy," he gasped, his voice trembling. "I love it. I love you."

Alyson smiled, her lips brushing against his in a soft, lingering kiss. "I love you too, sweetheart," she whispered. "You’re my perfect boy."

She began to move faster, her hips rocking against his, the dildo sliding in and out of both of them, the sensation making Jacob's body tremble, his hands gripping the sheets as he tried to steady himself. Alyson's hands moved to his chest, her fingers teasing his nipples, twisting them gently as she watched him, her eyes filled with desire.

"You look so beautiful like this, baby," she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. "All filled up, just for me."

Jacob let out a soft whimper, his body arching towards her, his entire being focused on the sensations she was creating. The pressure inside him was almost unbearable, the feeling of Alyson's control over him, of her filling him completely, making him feel weak, vulnerable, and utterly hers.

Alyson's movements grew faster, her hips rocking against his, her breathing growing heavier, her eyes never leaving his. "Come for me, baby," she gasped, her voice filled with need. "Be a good boy for Mommy and come."

Jacob's body tensed, his breathing growing erratic as he felt his release building, the pressure almost too much to bear. She knew exactly how to fuck him, to hit his spot and bring him over the edge. With a shuddering cry, he came, his body trembling beneath her, his hands gripping the sheets as pleasure washed over him in waves.

Alyson continued to move, her hips grinding against his, her own release building as she watched him, her eyes filled with love and desire. Finally, with a shuddering moan, she came, her body trembling, her hips rocking against his as she rode out her climax.

She slowed her movements, her breathing slowly returning to normal as she looked down at him, her eyes filled with warmth. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his forehead, her fingers brushing through his hair.

"You did so well, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice soft and filled with love. "Mommy is so proud of you."

Jacob looked up at her, his heart swelling with love and devotion. "Thank you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. "I love you."

Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing along his cheek. "I love you too, baby," she whispered. "Always."

She pulled the dildo out slowly, her hands moving to his waist as she helped him sit up, her eyes locking onto his. "You’re my perfect boy, Jacob," she murmured, her voice filled with affection. "And I promise you, I’m going to take care of you for the rest of our lives."

Jacob's eyes filled with tears, his heart overflowing with love for her. He reached up, his hands cupping her face as he pulled her into a soft, tender kiss. "And I’ll always be your good boy, Mommy," he whispered, his voice trembling. "Always."

The room was dimly lit, the soft glow of candlelight casting flickering shadows across the walls. Alyson and Jacob were in their bed, the air heavy with intimacy and desire, Alyson had opened up his cage and was on top now, straddling Jacob's waist, her body moving slowly, sensually, her fingers brushing through his hair as his throbbing cock continued to be engulfed by her warm, moist pussy. She looked down at him, her blue eyes filled with warmth and something deeper—something that made Jacob’s heart swell with emotion. She kept her movements deliberately slow, setting up an erotic slow rhythm of lovemaking.

Alyson leaned in, her lips brushing against his forehead, her breath warm against his skin. She could feel his vulnerability, his need to be close to her. She loved this—loved having him like this, completely open and exposed beneath her, giving himself over to her without reservation. She could feel his heart pounding against her chest, his breathing ragged as he looked up at her, his eyes filled with love.

Jacob swallowed, his voice trembling as he looked up at her, his hands resting gently on her thighs. "Mommy," he whispered, his eyes locking onto hers, "why me? Out of everyone else, why did you choose me?"

Alyson's eyes softened, her fingers continuing their gentle movements through his hair, her hips rocking slowly against his, the heat of her body pressing down on his. She smiled, her lips curling into a gentle, affectionate smile as she leaned in, her lips brushing against his ear.

"Oh, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion, "it's because you're perfect for me." She pulled back slightly, her eyes searching his as her hands moved to his face, cupping his cheeks, her thumbs brushing along his skin.

"I love you because you're sensitive, Jacob," she continued her voice soft, filled with sincerity. "I love that you're not afraid to show me your vulnerability. I love that you can let go with me, that you trust me enough to give yourself to me completely. That’s something so rare, baby, something so beautiful."

Jacob's eyes glistened with tears, his heart swelling with emotion as he listened to her words. Alyson smiled, her fingers brushing along his cheeks, her eyes never leaving his.

"The first time I saw you, at that party," she whispered, her voice barely more than a breath, "I knew. I knew you would be perfect for me. You were standing there, looking so unsure of yourself, so out of place, and I could see it in your eyes—that softness, that need for someone to take care of you. I knew right then that you were the one."

She leaned in, her lips pressing against his in a soft, lingering kiss, her fingers threading through his hair as she deepened the kiss, her body pressing against his. Jacob let out a soft whimper, his hands moving to her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as he held onto her, his entire being focused on her—on her touch, her words, her love.

She pulled back slightly, her eyes locking onto his, and a playful smile curled her lips. "And it didn’t hurt that you were handsome too," she teased, her voice filled with warmth. "But it was so much more than that, baby. The way you looked at me that night, the way you wore your heart on your sleeve—I knew you needed someone who could love and care for you in a way that no one else ever could." Alyson's fingers brushed gently along his jawline, her eyes softening as she continued. "I wanted to be that person for you. I wanted to be the one to protect you, to nurture you, to make you feel safe and loved. And I still want that, Jacob. I want it forever."

Alyson pulled back, her lips shiny and wet, her eyes locking onto his. "I want someone who needs me, Jacob," she whispered, her voice thick with emotion. "I want someone who can be open with me, someone who isn’t afraid to let me see who they really are. Unlike those wannabe alpha men who always try to put on a show, acting like they don't need anyone, you were different. You showed me your vulnerability, and that’s something so precious, so rare. I knew I couldn’t let you slip away. And that’s you, baby. That’s why I chose you. Because you’re everything I’ve ever wanted."

Jacob's chest tightened, tears spilling down his cheeks as he looked up at her, his heart overflowing with love for her. "I love you, Mommy," he whispered, his voice breaking. "I love you so much."

Alyson's eyes softened, her lips curling into a tender smile as she leaned down, her lips brushing against his forehead. "I love you too, sweetheart," she whispered, her voice filled with sincerity. "You’re my perfect boy. Always."

She moved her hips slowly, her body pressing down against his, her hands moving to his chest, her fingers brushing against his nipples through the lace of his short pink babydoll. Jacob let out a soft moan, his body trembling beneath her touch, his eyes closing as he gave himself over to her completely.

"You’re everything to me, Jacob," Alyson murmured, her voice filled with love. "You’re my perfect boy, my beautiful, sensitive, devoted boy. And I promise you, I’ll always take care of you. I’ll always love you, just like this."

Jacob opened his eyes, his gaze locking onto hers, his heart pounding in his chest. "Always, Mommy," he whispered, his voice filled with emotion. "I’ll always be yours."

Alyson smiled, her lips pressing against his in another soft, lingering kiss, her body moving slowly, sensually against his, her hips rocking in a steady rhythm. She could feel his vulnerability, his love for her, and it made her heart swell with emotion. She loved this man—loved him with everything she had, and she knew that they were meant to be together, forever.

"Always, sweetheart," she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice barely more than a breath. "And they lived happily ever after," she smiled as she continued cuddling and giving him tiny little kisses on his head.

***
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