

Sissy Trophy Wife

for a

Millionaire CEO Wife

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!

…


The sun rose gently over the sprawling estate, casting warm hues across its understated grandeur. Nestled in the heart of an affluent, tranquil town, the property was a testament to refined wealth—all elegance without ostentation. The manicured gardens framed the modern colonial mansion, its large windows catching the early light, and the air carried the faint scent of jasmine from Elena’s carefully tended flowerbeds.

Inside, the morning stirred to life. The soft hum of the coffee machine filled the sleek, marble-clad kitchen, where Ryan moved with quiet purpose. Dressed in a snug, short-sleeved polo and tight short shorts that showcased his toned arms and legs, he was the picture of casual charm. The outfit, simple yet deliberate, accentuated his trophy-like allure—his body sculpted from private yoga sessions Elena had insisted on, and his shy demeanor a stark contrast to his striking physique. His skin glowed faintly under the soft kitchen lights, every subtle flex of his muscles a quiet display of beauty.

Elena’s entrance was a study in contrast. She glided into the kitchen with the poise of someone who owned every space she entered, her tailored business attire hugging her curves in all the right places. Her heels clicked softly against the polished floors as she surveyed Ryan with a knowing smile. Her confidence was palpable, her presence commanding, yet there was an undeniable warmth in her gaze when it settled on him.

“Good morning, my handsome baby,” she teased, her voice carrying a playful lilt as she reached for the steaming cup he’d just poured. Her manicured fingers brushed against his hand, a brief yet electric contact that left him momentarily flustered.

Ryan’s gaze flicked up to hers, and he caught the faint sparkle in her eyes, one that promised more than just a casual morning exchange. “Morning, honey,” he murmured, his cheeks flushing slightly as he adjusted his glasses, a reflexive gesture that only added to his boyish charm. Despite the power dynamic that underpinned their relationship, there was no mistaking the genuine affection between them.

To the outside world, they were the quintessential loving couple, their ten-year age gap only adding intrigue to their seemingly perfect life. Elena, the confident, elegant CEO of her family’s company, and Ryan, her shy but brilliant husband, content to work from home on his tech projects. Theirs was a life of polished appearances—a harmonious blend of professional success and domestic bliss.

But behind closed doors, the dynamic shifted. Elena’s gentle dominance was their unspoken secret, a bond that deepened their connection in ways outsiders could never understand.

Elena stepped closer to Ryan, her presence enveloping him. She tilted her head slightly, a playful smirk gracing her lips. “You’re adorable when you’re flustered, Ryan. It’s one of the reasons I married you.” She leaned in slightly, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You’ll be even more adorable later, once you’re all dressed up for me.”

Ryan’s blush deepened, but he couldn’t hide the small, playful smirk that tugged at his lips. “Anything to please you, Elena. Or should I say, anything to earn those sweet little rewards you’ve been keeping from me?” His voice was soft yet laced with a teasing edge, a touch of dirty playfulness lighting up his tone.

Elena’s laughter was low and melodic as she set her cup down. “Cheeky, aren’t we? But you’re not wrong—you’ll earn them soon enough.” She straightened, smoothing the fabric of her skirt with deliberate precision. “In fact, maybe I should remind you of your place right now.” Her gaze dropped to his lips, then traveled lower, taking in the way his polo clung to his chest.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan whispered, his voice catching slightly as Elena’s hand trailed lightly over his shoulder. Her fingers brushed against the edge of his collar, tugging it just enough to reveal the faint curve of his neck. He shivered at her touch, his anticipation mounting.

Elena’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she circled him slowly. “Lift your shirt, darling,” she instructed her tone firm but laced with a teasing purr.

Ryan obeyed without hesitation, pulling the hem of his snug polo up to reveal his smooth, toned torso. His nipples, already slightly hardened from the cool morning air, drew her attention immediately. Elena reached out, her perfectly manicured nails grazing the sensitive skin. She let her hand drift lower, cupping his chest and giving it a firm, possessive squeeze. Her thumb flicked lazily over one nipple, then the other, alternating between teasing pinches and soft circles.

As Ryan’s breathing quickened, Elena’s free hand slid down his torso, her fingers skimming over the waistband of his shorts before pressing firmly against his already straining cock. “Oh, I could spend hours teasing you like this,” she purred, her voice dripping with mischief. She gave his length a deliberate squeeze through the fabric, making him gasp audibly.

“But,” she continued, her smirk deepening as she leaned in close, her lips brushing against his ear, “I’m already late for my meeting. Such a shame, isn’t it? You’re going to think about this all day, aren’t you? How much you want more of my touch?” She pressed her palm against him giving a nice hard squeeze one last time before pulling away abruptly, leaving him flushed and trembling.

“You’ll be a good boy and not touch yourself,” she whispered, her eyes locking onto his with a commanding heat. “Because you’re mine, and I want you fully ready for me when I get back.”

She stepped back for a moment, her eyes lingering on Ryan as he stood there, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. His flushed cheeks and slightly parted lips made him look utterly delectable, and the way his nipples stood taut under her touch only added to the image. “Such a pretty thing,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval. She flicked her thumb over one nipple, eliciting a soft gasp from Ryan. “I think you’re enjoying this as much as I am.”

“Always, Elena,” he breathed, his voice trembling slightly as she pinched gently, sending jolts of sensation coursing through him. His body arched instinctively toward her, seeking more of her touch.

“Good boy,” she purred, rewarding him with a kiss to his jawline before stepping back. “I’ll be back early. Be ready to show me just how much you’ve missed me.”

Ryan nodded, his cheeks flushed and his breathing uneven. “Yes, Ma’am. I’ll be ready.”

With one last lingering look, she grabbed her leather tote and strode toward the door, her heels clicking against the floor in a rhythm that left him yearning. The room seemed to hold its breath in her absence, the air still tinged with her perfume.

Ryan exhaled slowly, a mixture of excitement and anticipation coursing through him. His nipples still tingled from her touch, a reminder of the delicious promise of what awaited him later. His thoughts wandered to how they had built this life together—a life of quiet luxury and intimate secrets.

He reflected on the first time he had met Elena. She had been a vision of power and elegance, standing in front of a room full of executives, commanding attention with her sharp wit and effortless charm. Ryan, a fresh-faced tech consultant at the time, had been struck speechless when their paths first crossed. She had seen potential in him, not just professionally but personally. Over time, her confidence and assertiveness had drawn out his submissive tendencies, ones he hadn’t even fully realized he possessed.

Elena had nurtured and encouraged that side of him, building a dynamic that was as exhilarating as it was fulfilling. To the outside world, he was the devoted husband, shy and modest, working quietly behind the scenes. But in their private moments, he was hers completely—her sissy, her lover, her obedient plaything. Every touch, every glance from her reinforced his role, and he adored it.

As he stood there, still catching his breath, he thought of how perfectly they complemented one another. Elena’s strength and dominance gave him purpose, while his willingness to submit brought out her softer, more playful side. It was a balance only they could understand, and one he cherished deeply.

This was their sanctuary, a world where their love and desires intertwined seamlessly. And as much as he longed for her return, he knew the wait would only make their next moment together all the sweeter.

Ryan turned his attention to the tasks of the day, slipping seamlessly into his role as the perfect partner. He began by tidying up the kitchen, carefully wiping down the counters, and organizing the breakfast dishes. The mundane rhythm of domesticity felt oddly fulfilling, a quiet way to honor Elena’s love and trust in him.

Once the kitchen sparkled, he moved to the living room, fluffing the cushions and ensuring everything was in its rightful place. Their home—pristine and elegant—was a reflection of their shared dedication to perfection. Ryan’s meticulous attention to detail wasn’t just about appearances; it was an extension of his devotion to Elena.

After finishing his chores, Ryan retreated to his home office. The airy space, tucked into a corner of the house with large windows overlooking the garden, was a perfect blend of function and serenity. His work as a tech consultant kept him busy, but even in the midst of coding and client meetings, his thoughts drifted back to Elena. The faint lingering scent of her perfume, the memory of her touch—it all lingered in the edges of his mind, fueling his anticipation for her return.

Every so often, he’d glance at the clock, imagining her heels clicking on the floor as she walked through the door. The knowledge that he was expected to wait, to keep himself yearning and untouched, only heightened his longing. It was a delicious torment, one that made every keystroke and task feel like part of a larger performance for her.

By mid-morning, the house was spotless, his work well underway, and the anticipation bubbling just beneath the surface. Ryan paused to admire his reflection in a nearby mirror, letting his fingers trail lightly over the fabric of his snug shorts. The way they hugged his hips left little to the imagination, a tantalizing hint of the body Elena adored and controlled so thoroughly. His polo shirt clung to his chest, the fabric taut enough to highlight the faint outline of his nipples, still slightly sensitive from her earlier touch.

He smoothed his hair and adjusted his glasses, biting his lip as he turned slightly, catching how the curve of his backside was accentuated in the mirror. A small shiver of pride ran through him, mingled with the delicious ache of being so completely hers. He loved knowing that every detail, from the way his clothes fit to the blush still lingering on his cheeks, was meticulously planned by Elena. It wasn’t just about looking good; it was about embodying her desires, a living testament to her power and their connection.

Ryan couldn’t help but imagine her reaction when she returned, how her eyes would roam over him, taking in how obediently he’d waited, untouched and ready. He ran a hand over his chest, brushing against his nipples just enough to send a jolt of sensation through him, but stopped himself, remembering her words. "No touching," he whispered to himself, a small, breathless smile playing on his lips. "You’re hers, and you’ll wait."

The faint hum of the air conditioner filled the otherwise quiet house as Ryan sat in his home office, immersed in lines of code. The sun cast soft shadows through the windows, illuminating his carefully groomed appearance. His snug polo clung to his torso, and his tailored shorts framed his toned legs perfectly, a subtle reminder of how Elena had chosen his outfit that morning. Even while working, the thought of her lingered, teasing the edges of his concentration.

The sharp click of heels against the polished floor pulled him abruptly from his focus. His heart skipped as he glanced at the clock. She wasn’t supposed to be home for hours. Ryan’s breath quickened, anticipation mixing with nervousness as the footsteps grew louder.

When Elena appeared in the doorway, he couldn’t suppress the small gasp that escaped his lips. Gone was the tailored business attire she had left in; instead, she wore a satin blouse that shimmered with every movement and form-fitting pants that hugged her curves in ways that made his pulse race. Her hair cascaded loosely over her shoulders, framing her face, where a playful smirk danced on her lips.

“Surprise, darling,” she purred, stepping into the room with an effortless grace. Her eyes traveled over him, lingering on the way his outfit accentuated his body. “Look at you, all focused and hard at work. My good little trophy.”

Ryan fumbled with his glasses, pushing them up his nose as a deep blush crept across his cheeks. “I… I wasn’t expecting you so soon, Elena.” His voice wavered slightly, betraying his flustered state.

Elena closed the distance between them, her heels clicking softly until she stood beside his chair. She leaned down, her scent enveloping him as her fingers threaded through his hair. “Caught you off guard, didn’t I?” she murmured, her tone both teasing and sultry. Her nails grazed his scalp lightly, sending a shiver down his spine.

“Always so adorable when you’re nervous,” she continued, her other hand trailing down to rest on his shoulder. “But I’ve missed you today, and I couldn’t wait to see my pretty boy.”

Ryan’s blush deepened as he struggled to find words. “I… I missed you too, Elena.” His voice was barely above a whisper, his hands clenching slightly in his lap to steady himself.

Her fingers tightened slightly in his hair, tugging just enough to tilt his head back so their eyes met. The smirk on her lips deepened as she studied him, her gaze dripping with satisfaction. “That’s my good boy. Always so eager to please, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he breathed, the words spilling out instinctively, his submission undeniable.

Elena’s thumb brushed along his jawline, her touch both soft and commanding. “You’ve been such a good boy for me today, haven’t you?” she cooed, her voice like silk as her fingers slid down, grazing the sensitive skin of his neck. “Tell me how much you missed me, Ryan.”

Ryan’s chest rose and fell with quickened breaths, his words coming out in a rush. “So much, Elena. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” His hands gripped the edge of his chair, his body taut with anticipation.

Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she leaned in closer, her breath warm against his ear. “Good. Because I’ve been thinking about you too, imagining how pretty you’d look sitting here, waiting for me like the obedient little trophy you are.” Her words sent a thrill through him, his entire body tingling under her gaze.

Without breaking eye contact, Elena’s hand trailed lower, skimming over his chest and down his torso until her fingers brushed against the waistband of his shorts. She tugged lightly, her smirk growing as she watched him squirm beneath her touch.

“Relax, darling,” she whispered, her tone dripping with playful dominance. “We’ve only just begun.”

Elena’s heels clicked softly against the polished floors as she led Ryan down the hall, her hand gripping his wrist just firmly enough to leave no room for hesitation. Her presence was commanding, and Ryan’s pulse quickened as they approached the bedroom door. He knew what awaited him beyond it, and the thought alone had his cheeks burning and his heart racing.

When Elena pushed the door open, Ryan’s breath caught. Spread out on the neatly made bed was an exquisite set of lingerie that seemed designed to both seduce and humiliate—a silky pink negligee that shimmered like liquid under the soft light, its hem short enough to reveal the barest hint of thighs. The lace neckline dipped daringly low, delicate floral patterns weaving an intricate frame for his chest. Next to it lay matching panties, impossibly sheer with soft satin ribbons that tied at the sides, leaving little to the imagination. Completing the ensemble were sheer stockings, their material so fine they seemed to shimmer with every movement. The sight of the outfit made his knees feel weak, and he froze in place, his hands fidgeting nervously at his sides, the heat rising visibly to his face.

“Don’t just stand there,” Elena’s voice cut through his hesitation, low and firm but not unkind. She turned to face him, her eyes locking onto his. “Come here, Ryan.”

He obeyed, his steps hesitant but steady as he approached the bed. His blush deepened, his fingers trembling slightly as they hovered over the delicate fabric. “It’s… it’s beautiful,” he murmured, his voice barely audible.

Elena’s smirk widened as she stepped behind him, her hands sliding up his arms before resting on his shoulders. “It’s for you, my pretty boy,” she whispered, her breath warm against his ear. “And I want you to wear it for me.”

Ryan hesitated for only a moment, his gaze darting to her reflection in the mirror across the room. She met his eyes, her expression both expectant and reassuring. “You’re safe here,” she said softly, her hands squeezing his shoulders gently. “Let me help you.”

Her words melted away his nerves, and he nodded, his lips parting slightly as he exhaled. Elena wasted no time, her fingers finding the hem of his polo shirt and lifting it over his head. She tossed it aside, her eyes sweeping over his exposed torso with obvious appreciation. “Such a perfect canvas,” she murmured, her hands grazing over his chest and lingering on his nipples, making him shiver.

“You like that, don’t you?” she teased, her nails circling the sensitive peaks. “They’re already so responsive. You’re such a good little toy for me, Ryan.”

His breath hitched as she pinched lightly, her smirk deepening at the soft gasp that escaped his lips. “I could play with you all day, but let’s get you dressed first.”

She reached for the negligee, holding it up so the fabric shimmered in the light. “Arms up,” she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. Ryan obeyed instantly, his body moving on instinct under her guidance. The cool silk slid over his skin as she slipped it over his head, her fingers smoothing the fabric as it fell into place. The hem barely brushed his thighs, and the lace neckline framed his chest perfectly.

Elena stepped back, her eyes raking over him with a predatory glint. “Look at you,” she purred, her voice thick with approval. “My pretty little sissy. This suits you, doesn’t it?”

Ryan’s cheeks burned hotter, but he nodded, his hands clutching the sides of the negligee as if to steady himself. “Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Good boy,” she praised, her hand stroking his cheek before tilting his chin up so their eyes met. “But we’re not done yet. Sit.”

He obeyed, perching on the edge of the bed as she knelt before him. Her hands were deliberate as she picked up the lace panties, the soft fabric pooling in her palms. “Lift your hips,” she instructed, and he complied without hesitation. The panties slid up his legs, the snug fit pressing firmly against his growing arousal, the outline of his hardness unmissable beneath the delicate fabric.

Elena’s lips curved into a wicked smile as she traced her fingers lightly over the bulge, her nails grazing just enough to make him squirm. “Oh, look at you,” she teased, her tone dripping with amusement. “You’re already so hard for me, aren’t you?”

Ryan’s breath hitched, his cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink. “Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Such an eager little thing,” Elena purred, giving him a playful tap over the panties before running her fingers along the waistband. “Don’t think for a second I didn’t notice how much you’ve been enjoying this. But you’ll keep yourself under control, won’t you? For me?”

Ryan swallowed hard, his breath coming in shallow bursts as he nodded. “Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, his voice trembling but obedient. “I’ll do it… just for you.”

“There we go,” Elena cooed, her fingers adjusting the waistband before running lightly along the edges, her touch sending shivers through him. “Perfect. You’re already so eager, aren’t you?” Her fingers grazed his inner thigh, making him squirm under her gaze.

Next came the stockings. Elena took her time, rolling each one carefully before sliding them up his legs. The sheer material clung to him, accentuating the length of his legs and the delicate curve of his calves. Her hands smoothed the fabric as she worked, lingering a little too long on his thighs. “You’re going to drive me crazy, you know that?” she murmured, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

When the stockings were in place, Elena stood and pulled Ryan gently to his feet. She guided him to the full-length mirror, her hands resting possessively on his hips as she positioned him in front of the glass. “Look at you,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “So pretty, so perfect. My beautiful little doll.”

Ryan’s eyes widened as he took in his reflection. The negligee hugged his frame, the lace and silk combining to create an image that was both delicate and undeniably alluring. The stockings elongated his legs, and the soft pink of the outfit contrasted beautifully with the heat still lingering on his flushed skin.

Elena’s hands slid up his sides, her touch possessive and teasing as she leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “You belong to me, don’t you?” she whispered her tone a mix of affection and dominance.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan breathed, his voice trembling with both submission and pride.

“Say it again,” she demanded, her nails grazing his thighs through the silk. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You, Ma’am,” he replied, his words spilling out in a rush. “I belong to you.”

“Good boy,” she purred, her hands stroking his hair as she kissed his temple. “And don’t you ever forget it.”

Ryan’s gaze stayed fixed on the mirror, his initial shyness melting away as he stood taller, his confidence growing under her praise. He was hers, completely and utterly, and the look of satisfaction on her face was all the affirmation he needed.

Elena sat on the edge of the bed, her legs crossed, exuding an aura of calm dominance as she watched Ryan standing before her in his delicate lingerie. The silky pink negligee clung to his lithe, athletic frame, the years he spent as a tennis player in school and university now reflected in his perfectly toned body. The sheer stockings accentuated his long, shapely legs, while the panties, stretched taut over the hardness straining against the fragile fabric, completed the image of feminized perfection.

She couldn’t help but recall the night she first met him. It was at one of the new student mixers at the university, an event she almost skipped but reluctantly attended as an alumna. As a star donor—thanks to her family’s wealth—her presence was requested at such gatherings, even if she found them tedious. But that evening had changed everything. She had been scanning the room, uninterested in the crowd when her gaze fell on Ryan. He had been shy and unassuming, but there was something about his demeanor, the subtle grace in the way he moved, that caught her attention immediately.

What started as polite conversation quickly turned into something deeper. Over the next few years, she molded him, patiently and deliberately. Three years later, he stood before her, the perfect sissy trophy husband—a vision of submission and beauty that she couldn’t have imagined missing out on. And for that, she was thankful she had attended that mixer.

Her lips curved into a wicked smile, and she patted her lap, "Come here, my pretty little toy," she commanded, her voice low and dripping with authority.

Ryan moved hesitantly, his steps small and uncertain, but the way his cheeks burned and his cock twitched in his silky panties betrayed his excitement. He climbed onto her lap, straddling her thighs the way a girl might sit on her boyfriend’s lap, his hands nervously resting on her shoulders. Elena reached out, her fingers brushing his jaw and tilting his face up to meet her gaze, her smirk deepening as she studied him with a mix of affection and dominance.

“Do you know how good you look right now?” she murmured, her nails lightly scratching along his cheek. “All dressed up like my perfect little doll, desperate and needy. You can’t hide it from me, Ryan. I see everything.”

Her hand moved down, trailing over his chest and pausing to toy with the lace neckline of the negligee. She tugged lightly, exposing one of his nipples, already stiff and sensitive. With a teasing smirk, she flicked her thumb over it, eliciting a soft gasp from him.

“Sensitive already?” she teased. “I haven’t even started with you yet.”

Elena’s other hand dropped to his thigh, her fingers gripping firmly as she leaned closer. Her lips brushed his ear, her breath warm as she whispered, “Spread your legs for me, sweetheart.”

Ryan obeyed immediately, parting his legs as his blush deepened. Her hand slid higher, stroking the inside of his thigh before finally cupping him through the thin lace of his panties. She squeezed gently, her fingers tracing the outline of his hardness.

“Look at you,” she purred, her tone mocking and affectionate all at once. “Hard just from wearing a little lingerie. Do you even realize how much of a needy little thing you are?”

“I… I can’t help it,” Ryan stammered, his voice trembling.

“Oh, I know you can’t,” Elena replied, her smirk widening. She gave him another squeeze before hooking her fingers into the waistband of his panties and pulling them down, letting his hard cock spring free. “But that’s what I love about you. So helpless, so desperate for me to take care of you.”

She wrapped her hand around him, her grip firm but not too tight, and began stroking slowly. Her eyes never left his, watching every flicker of pleasure that crossed his face. “Does that feel good, baby?” she asked, her voice dripping with false sweetness.

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he gasped, his hips twitching slightly as she set a teasing rhythm.

“I know it does,” she murmured, leaning down to press a kiss to his neck. Her lips traveled lower, her teeth grazing his skin before she bit down gently, leaving a faint mark. “You’re mine, Ryan. This body, this cock, even your thoughts. They all belong to me.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, and he whimpered softly, his hands gripping the sheets as she continued to stroke him. Just as he felt himself nearing the edge, a weak, desperate moan escaped his lips, his body trembling under her touch. Elena’s hand stilled, her grip loosening as she pulled back slightly.

“Not so fast,” she chided, her tone playful. “You didn’t think I’d let you finish that easily, did you?”

“Please,” Ryan whimpered, his voice barely audible. “Please, Ma’am.”

Elena chuckled, her hand sliding lower to cup his balls, rolling them gently in her palm. “Patience, darling,” she said. “Good things come to those who wait.”

Her fingers moved lower still, brushing against the sensitive skin of his perineum before circling his hole. She teased him there, her touch light and maddening, while her other hand resumed its slow strokes on his cock.

“You’re so responsive,” she murmured, her fingers pressing just enough to make him gasp. “Every little touch drives you crazy, doesn’t it? You’re such a perfect little toy.”

Ryan’s body tensed under her ministrations, his breaths coming in shallow gasps as she alternated between stroking his cock and teasing his hole. Her lips found his again, capturing them in a heated kiss as her hand worked him expertly.

When she pulled back, her lips were glistening, and her smirk had returned. “You’re close again, aren’t you?” she asked, her tone mockingly sweet.

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he panted, his hips bucking slightly against her hand.

“And you’ll hold it for me, won’t you?” she demanded, her grip tightening slightly.

“I… I’ll try,” he whimpered, his voice shaking.

“You’ll do more than try,” Elena corrected, her fingers digging into his hair and pulling his head back. Her lips brushed against his ear as she whispered, “You’ll obey.”

Ryan nodded frantically, his body trembling as he fought to hold himself back. Elena rewarded him with a few more strokes, her hand tightening slightly as she leaned in to whisper, “Such a good boy, fighting so hard for me. You’re going to let me take you there again, aren’t you? Just to remind you how much you need me.”

She quickened her strokes, her free hand sliding to his chest to pinch his nipple sharply. “Feel that, baby? Feel how much I own you? Every inch of this needy cock, every gasp you make, it’s all mine.”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan whimpered, his body tensing as the pleasure built again, higher and higher. Just as his thighs quivered and his breathing grew ragged, she stopped again, pulling her hand away entirely.

“Oh no,” she taunted, her smirk growing as he let out a weak moan. “You thought I’d let you finish? How cute. You’re going to sit there and take whatever I give you, aren’t you?”

Ryan’s head dropped forward, his voice trembling as he answered, “Yes, Ma’am.”

Elena’s hand returned, stroking him slowly this time, her fingers grazing the sensitive tip with maddening precision. Her other hand slipped between his legs, teasing his hole as she whispered, “You’re so desperate, aren’t you? Look at you, trembling for me, begging without even saying a word. You’re my perfect little sissy baby.”

She kissed his neck again, biting down softly as her hand worked him mercilessly. “Do you want it?” she asked, her voice dripping with mock kindness. “Do you want to come, baby? Beg me for it.”

“Please, Ma’am,” Ryan gasped, his voice breaking. “Please let me come.”

Her laugh was low and wicked. “Not yet,” she said, pulling her hands away completely. “You haven’t earned it.”

She reached for his panties, pulling them back up over his aching cock, smoothing the fabric deliberately slow to ensure every movement tormented him further.

“Now stand up,” she commanded, her tone firm.

Ryan obeyed, his legs shaky as he rose to his feet. Elena adjusted the waistband of his panties, patting his cock through the lace with a smug smile.

“You’re going to stay like this,” she said, standing and trailing her fingers along his chest. “And you’re not going to touch yourself. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, his voice trembling with need.

“Good,” Elena said, taking his hand, “Now let’s see if you can keep being my good little boy.”

Elena still was seated on the edge of their bed, her legs elegantly crossed, her posture exuding power even in her relaxed state. The top buttons of her blouse were undone, revealing a hint of her lacy bra beneath, and the faint sheen of a long day’s work clung to her skin. Ryan was perched on her lap moments ago, his delicate negligee brushing against her thighs as she toyed with him. With a firm but playful nudge, she now guided him from his feet, his cock straining inside the delicate lace of his panties, easing him down onto his knees in one fluid motion. “Now, down where you belong,” she said, her voice both commanding and teasing, her sharp gaze locking onto his as he knelt obediently before her, the picture of devotion.

“Come closer,” she instructed, her voice low and commanding.

Ryan shuffled forward on his knees, his eyes wide and eager as he moved to position himself between her legs. His hands rested on her calves, trembling slightly as he looked up at her with a mix of devotion and desire.

“You know what to do,” Elena murmured, her fingers reaching out to cup his chin, tilting his face up to meet her gaze. “Show me how much you want me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan whispered, his voice trembling with anticipation.

Ryan hesitated for a moment, his hands trembling as they moved to the waistband of her pants. With careful, reverent movements, he unzipped them, his fingers brushing against her hips as he began to slide the fabric down her legs. Elena watched him intently, her gaze unwavering as he peeled the pants away, revealing smooth, toned skin beneath. Once the garment was pooled around her ankles, he set it aside neatly before leaning forward again.

His lips brushed against the newly exposed skin of her ankle, leaving a soft kiss before trailing upward. Each kiss was deliberate, reverent, as if he were worshiping a goddess. His lips moved along the curve of her calf, his hands sliding gently over her legs to steady himself as he worked his way higher.

Elena’s eyes never left him, her fingers tangling in his hair as she guided his movements. “That’s it,” she purred, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Take your time, baby. Make me feel how much you appreciate everything I do for you.”

Ryan’s kisses grew bolder as he reached her thighs, his lips parting slightly to drag against her skin, leaving faint traces of warmth and wetness. His breath hitched when he reached the hem of her skirt, but he didn’t falter, his hands gently pushing the fabric higher to expose more of her smooth, toned legs.

“Good boy,” Elena praised, her grip on his hair tightening slightly. “You’re so eager, so devoted. This is where you belong, isn’t it? On your knees for me, doing whatever it takes to make me happy.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan breathed, his lips brushing against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. The scent of her perfume mixed with the faint musk of her body, intoxicating him as he continued his worship. His kisses grew hungrier, more focused, as he nudged the hem of her panties aside, exposing her cleanly shaven, dripping pussy fully to him.

His tongue darted out, teasing her folds with slow, deliberate strokes, the flat of it dragging from her entrance to her clit with reverence. The faint taste of her juices sent his head spinning, and he couldn’t suppress the soft whimper that escaped him, his cock twitching painfully beneath the tight lace of his panties. Every flick of his tongue, every gentle suck on her swollen clit, was a testament to his devotion, his hands gripping her thighs to steady himself as he lavished her with attention.

Elena leaned back further, her free hand reaching to unbutton her blouse completely, letting the fabric fall open to reveal her full curves. Her other hand moved to her chest, cupping one of her breasts through the lacy bra before pulling the fabric aside to expose her hardened nipple. Her fingers pinched and rolled the sensitive bud as she moaned, the dual sensations of Ryan’s expert tongue and her own touch sending waves of pleasure through her.

Her head tilted back, a throaty moan spilling from her lips. “That’s it,” she murmured, her voice breathy but commanding. “Right there, baby. Don’t stop until I’m completely satisfied.”

Ryan obeyed eagerly, alternating between firm, broad strokes and delicate flicks that made her hips buck against his mouth. Her moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in his hair as she guided him, her words a mix of praise and demand. “Such a good little sissy,” she crooned, her nails scraping his scalp. “You know exactly how to please me, don’t you? Made for this, made for me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whimpered against her, the vibration of his voice adding to her pleasure. He focused all his energy on her, ignoring the throbbing ache between his own legs, his only goal to bring her to the edge and beyond.

The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of his tongue and her pleasure, her cries growing sharper as her climax neared. Her thighs quivered around his head, her body tensing as she gasped, “Don’t stop, Ryan. Don’t you dare stop.”

With one final flick of his tongue and a gentle suck on her clit, she cried out, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Ryan didn’t pull away, his tongue continuing to lap at her, drawing out every last tremor of her release. Her nails dug into his scalp, her breath coming in ragged gasps as she finally relaxed, her body melting against the bed.

When she finally leaned back fully, a satisfied smile playing on her lips, she tugged gently at his hair to bring his gaze up to hers. “That’s enough for now,” she said, her tone dripping with satisfaction. “You’ve done well, my pretty boy. Now, let’s go have dinner.”

Ryan sat back on his heels, his cheeks flushed and his eyes shining with pride. He nodded, his voice trembling as he replied, “Thank you, Ma’am.”

The soft glow of candlelight illuminated the dining room as Elena led Ryan downstairs, her hand firmly gripping his wrist. He followed obediently, his delicate pink negligee and sheer stockings shimmering faintly with every step he took. The lace panties hugged his body tightly, a constant reminder of his aroused, restrained state. His cheeks burned as he caught sight of the elegantly set table, the candles casting shadows that danced across the polished wood.

Elena released his wrist and turned to face him, her eyes raking over him with approval. “Such a vision,” she purred, her voice dripping with heat. “My perfect little housewife, all dressed up just for me. Look at you, trembling already. You were made for this, weren’t you? To be here, helpless and pretty, just for me. Ready to serve me like the obedient little toy you are.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan murmured, his voice trembling as he nodded. The heat of her gaze made him feel exposed and vulnerable, and yet, he couldn’t deny the thrill coursing through him.

Elena gestured to the kitchen. “Start with the wine. I want my glass filled, and then you can bring out the first course.”

Ryan hurried to comply, his bare stockinged feet soft against the cool tiles as he retrieved the chilled bottle from the counter. His body felt charged, every movement deliberate, knowing her eyes were likely trailing over him, watching how the hem of his negligee shifted with each step. The tension in the room was palpable, his arousal heightened by the sheer intimacy of the moment. His hands shook slightly as he poured the wine, the flicker of the candlelight reflecting off the liquid, making his delicate, manicured fingers seem even more dainty. His heart raced, knowing Elena’s eyes were likely following his every move, watching him like the obedient little doll she adored. He carried the glass to Elena with both hands, careful not to spill a drop, and placed it before her with a small bow.

“Good boy,” she praised, her lips curving into a satisfied smile. Her fingers lingered on his wrist, the slight pressure sending a shiver through him. “You love this, don’t you? Being my obedient little doll. Now, the first course. And don’t keep me waiting… or I might just have to remind you what happens when you do.”

Ryan returned to the kitchen, his movements quick and precise as he arranged the plates. The scent of the meal mingled with the faint floral aroma of his perfume, a detail Elena had insisted on earlier that evening. The dishes, which Ryan had carefully prepared before her arrival, consisted of seared salmon topped with a lemon-butter sauce, roasted asparagus with a hint of garlic, and a creamy risotto that he had meticulously stirred to perfection. Each element had been arranged with care, as if he had anticipated this moment of service and approval. When he brought the plates to the table, he placed hers carefully in front of her before setting his own.

Elena leaned back in her chair, her eyes never leaving him as he moved. “Sit,” she commanded, her tone sharp yet teasing, leaving no room for hesitation. As Ryan lowered himself into the chair, her gaze flicked over him, lingering on the way the lace hugged his thighs and the stockings clung to his legs. She reached for a fork and speared a piece of the salmon, leaning in slightly. “Open,” she instructed, her voice dripping with authority. “Let me feed my pretty little thing.” She leaned over the table slightly, spearing a piece of the meal and holding it out to him, her eyes locked on his. “Let me take care of you.”

Ryan obeyed, parting his lips as she fed him, the fork brushing lightly against his tongue before he closed his lips around it. Her smirk widened as she watched him chew, her foot still pressed firmly against his thigh. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with dominance. “Every bite, every touch—mine to give, yours to take. Isn’t that right, my little doll?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied, his voice soft but eager.

“That’s right,” she cooed, spearing another bite and holding it out. “I’m the one in charge here, and you’ll sit there, looking pretty and doing exactly as you’re told.”

Ryan squirmed from all this teasing in the seat across from her, his hands resting nervously in his lap. The lace hem of his negligee brushed against his thighs, a constant reminder of his place. Elena’s foot slid forward under the table, her toes grazing his ankle before traveling higher. The subtle pressure made him jump slightly, his eyes darting to hers.

“Relax,” she said smoothly, her foot trailing higher until it brushed against the edge of his lace panties, her toes pressing just enough to make him gasp. “I want you to feel every moment of this, every touch, every little tease. You look so perfect like this, so completely mine. Our little secret life together, isn’t it perfect? You, sitting there all dressed up, helpless and eager, just the way I like you.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan replied, his voice barely above a whisper. Her foot slid higher, her touch deliberate and teasing as she pressed against the bare skin of his thigh.

Elena smirked, taking a slow sip of her wine before setting the glass down with a deliberate clink. “You’re so easy to fluster,” she teased, her tone thick with amusement. “Just look at you, sitting there like a perfect little doll, trying so hard to keep it together. But every tremble, every twitch—oh, it gives you away completely. Doesn’t it, baby?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan answered quickly, his face flushed as her foot continued its teasing path.

She tilted her head, her gaze locking onto his as she reached for her fork. “Eat, darling. I want you to keep your strength up for later. I have plans for you.”

Ryan swallowed hard, picking up his fork with trembling fingers. The food was exquisite—the flavors of the salmon, asparagus, and risotto perfectly balanced—but his attention was fixed entirely on Elena. Every movement she made was deliberate, from the way she sipped her wine to the slow, sensual way she cut her food. Her foot never left his thigh, applying just enough pressure to keep him acutely aware of her presence.

Halfway through the meal, Elena leaned forward slightly, her eyes narrowing as a mischievous smile spread across her lips. “You know,” she began, her voice low, “if anyone saw you like this, they’d be so jealous. My perfect little sissy, sitting here all dressed up and ready to serve. But they’ll never know, will they?”

“No, Ma’am,” Ryan replied, his voice trembling with both embarrassment and excitement. The thought of anyone else discovering their secret made his heart race, and Elena’s knowing smirk only deepened his arousal.

“Good,” she said, her foot pressing deliberately against his aching cock beneath the now soaked panties, grinding lightly before withdrawing slowly. The teasing friction sent him over the edge of control, a soft, needy whimper escaping his lips. She chuckled, the sound low and wicked. “That’s it, baby. Let me hear you. That’s what I love—you, completely at my mercy. No one else gets to see you like this, desperate and dressed up like my perfect little sissy. Only I get to hear those pretty little whimpers, see how much you need me. Isn’t that right, baby?”

Ryan nodded, his breath coming in shallow gasps as he fought to steady himself. Elena’s dominance was intoxicating, and the promise in her tone left him yearning for whatever came next. She had hinted at plans for later, and his imagination raced, wondering how she would take this night even further, leaving him trembling and completely hers. For now, though, he focused on the meal, each bite a struggle to maintain composure under her watchful gaze and relentless teasing.

Once dinner was done, and Ryan had cleared their plates, The soft click of Elena’s heels echoed against the hardwood floors as she led Ryan back to the bedroom once again, her grip firm around his wrist like always. The candlelight from the dining room still flickered faintly in the background, but the mood had heightened entirely after all the teasing. Ryan’s heart raced, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths as anticipation coiled tightly in his stomach.

When they stepped inside the room, Elena closed the door with a deliberate click, the sound resonating with finality. She turned to face him, her eyes dark with intent. “On the bed, sweetheart,” she commanded, her voice low and steady.

Ryan obeyed immediately, climbing onto the bed and sitting on his knees. His delicate negligee shimmered under the soft bedroom light, and the lace of his panties hugged his frame, accentuating his helplessness. He shifted nervously, his hands gripping the silky sheets as he waited for her next move.

Elena walked to the wardrobe, her movements deliberate, and returned with a sleek leather harness and delicate restraints dangling from her hands. The sight made Ryan’s breath hitch, and his cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink. She smirked at his reaction, setting the items on the edge of the bed before crawling onto the mattress herself, her presence looming over him.

“You’re trembling,” she murmured, her fingers brushing his cheek before sliding down to his chest. Her touch lingered there, her nails grazing his nipples through the fabric of the negligee, making him squirm. “Good. I love seeing you like this, completely at my mercy.”

Ryan’s lips parted, but no words came out, his mind swimming in a haze of arousal and submission. Elena leaned closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “You’re mine, baby. Every inch of you. And tonight, I’m going to remind you exactly what that means.”

She pulled back just enough to slide the negligee off his shoulders, letting it pool around his waist. Her eyes raked over his bare chest, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. Every inch of him was smooth and silky beneath her gaze, his skin bare and flawless below his eyebrows. Shaving daily, just like brushing his teeth, had become a part of his life, along with the routine enema administrations she insisted upon. He was perfectly maintained, just like the luxurious lingerie she selected for him. “So beautiful,” she said, her tone soft but possessive. “Lie back for me.”

Ryan complied, sinking into the pillows as Elena picked up the restraints. She wrapped one around his wrist, the leather cool against his skin, and fastened it to the bedpost. “You trust me, don’t you?” she asked, her eyes locking onto his as she secured the second restraint.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he breathed, his voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and excitement.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her lips curling into a satisfied smile. She trailed her fingers down his arm, her touch featherlight, before picking up the harness. “This is going to make you look even more perfect, my little doll.”

She slipped the leather straps around his chest, tightening them just enough to make him feel bound but not uncomfortable. Her hands worked methodically, her movements confident as she buckled the harness in place. Each click of the buckles sent a shiver through Ryan, his body reacting to the growing tension.

Elena’s hands roamed over his restrained form, her nails digging in just enough to leave faint trails on his skin. “Look at you,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval. “Completely mine. My perfect little sissy, tied up and ready for whatever I want.”

Ryan’s hips shifted instinctively, his arousal impossible to hide. Elena’s eyes flicked down, a wicked grin spreading across her lips. “Oh, you’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” she teased, her fingers brushing over the lace of his panties before pressing firmly against his hardness. “Such a needy little thing. You love being teased like this, don’t you? Knowing you’re completely at my mercy.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan admitted, his voice barely audible, trembling with need.

Elena chuckled, her nails grazing along his inner thighs through the delicate fabric. “That’s my good boy,” she murmured, leaning down to lick and kiss his sensitive nipples. Her tongue flicked over one before she sucked lightly, her teeth grazing just enough to make him squirm beneath her. “So responsive. I could spend all night playing with you like this.”

Her free hand trailed lower, cupping him through the lace and giving a slow, deliberate squeeze. “You’re so hard for me, baby. You can’t hide anything, can you?” she whispered against his chest, her lips moving to his other nipple, biting down gently before soothing it with her tongue.

Ryan whimpered, his restrained hands tugging slightly against the leather bindings. “No, Ma’am,” he managed to choke out, his body trembling under her touch.

Elena’s grin widened as she pulled back, her breath warm against his flushed skin. “You’re going to stay like this, baby,” she said, her fingers giving one last teasing stroke over his panties. “Helpless, obedient, and so, so ready for me.”

Elena’s fingers grazed the edge of the nightstand drawer, her lips curling into a wicked smile as she opened it to reveal a carefully curated collection of toys. She paused for a moment, her eyes scanning the array with deliberate intent. Her fingertips lingered over each item, as though savoring the decision, before selecting a sleek black feather and holding it up to the light. Her movements were slow, almost theatrical, each choice made to heighten the anticipation in the air. Her gaze flicked to Ryan, restrained and watching her with wide, eager eyes, and a smirk spread across her lips. The subtle dominance in her posture as she laid out the items on the nightstand—the feather, a gleaming metal vibrator, and the thick strap-on harness—radiated control, leaving no doubt about her authority in the room. The array was explicit and purposeful: a long, black feather with soft plumes for delicate teasing; a sleek metal vibrator, cold to the touch with a perfectly tapered tip designed for pinpoint torment; and a strap-on harness fitted with a thick, seven-inch silicone shaft, smooth and firm, designed to claim him completely. Each item radiated control and dominance, their purpose clear in her hands.

Ryan, still restrained on the bed, his arms stretched above him and his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths, watched her every move with wide, eager eyes. Inside, his mind raced, a whirl of excitement and nervous anticipation. He marveled at how effortlessly Elena commanded the space, her every movement calculated and precise. His cock strained against the lace of his panties, his body betraying how much he craved her touch, her voice, her control. Every fiber of him longed for what was to come, and yet, he found a strange comfort in surrendering completely, trusting her to take him exactly where he needed to be.

“Look at you,” she purred, pulling out a long, elegant feather. Its black plume caught the soft bedroom light as she turned back to him. Her gaze lingered on his restrained form, a slow smirk playing on her lips. She moved with deliberate grace, her every step purposeful, as though each motion was designed to intensify his anticipation. The feather’s tip brushed against her own fingertips, and her eyes narrowed slightly, savoring the effect she was about to have on him. With each subtle shift of her body and the faintest tilt of her head, she radiated control, leaving him no doubt who commanded the scene. “So desperate, so obedient. You’re going to love this.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan whispered, his voice trembling as his body tensed in anticipation.

Elena stood at the edge of the bed, her fingers moving to the buttons of her blouse. She slowly undressed, peeling the fabric away to reveal a matching set of black lace lingerie that hugged her curves. The bra lifted her breasts perfectly, and the panties sat high on her hips, accentuating the fullness of her ass. Ryan’s eyes widened as she discarded the last of her clothes, letting them pool on the floor.

She climbed onto the bed with deliberate grace, her movements slow and purposeful. Her full, round ass settled directly over his cock, the lace of her panties pressing firmly against the aching bulge beneath. Ryan’s breath hitched, his eyes widening as he felt her weight shift against him. A tremor ran through his body, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. His cock twitched helplessly, trapped under the delicate fabric, each tiny movement sending jolts of sensation through him. His hips shifted slightly, a reflex he couldn’t suppress, but the bindings held him in place. All he could do was lie there, helpless and utterly exposed, his entire body responding to her presence and the deliberate grind of her hips. She ground her hips slowly, her movements sending shockwaves of sensation through him. Ryan whimpered, his restrained hands tugging uselessly at the bindings as she teased him.

“Such sensitive skin,” she murmured, leaning forward as she brought the feather down to his chest. The gentle touch made him shiver, her grinding only amplifying the intensity of the moment. “Every inch of you belongs to me,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing, her hips rolling against him with purpose.

Ryan whimpered, his cock twitching beneath her as the feather drifted lower, teasing over his nipples. She circled each one slowly, the soft pressure sending shocks of pleasure through him. “You like that, don’t you?” she asked, her tone taunting.

“Yesssss, Ma’am,” he gasped, his body arching slightly toward the sensation.

Her grin widened as she slowly brought the feather lower, letting it drift lazily over his chest and stomach, the plume brushing against his skin like a whisper. She paused just above the waistband of his panties, the delicate lace fluttering faintly beneath the soft pressure. The teasing sensation made him squirm, his hips shifting slightly under her deliberate, tantalizing strokes. She held the moment, her gaze fixed on him, savoring his helpless reaction before finally setting the feather aside, a satisfied smirk tugging at her lips. “Patience,” she said, her free hand pressing against his chest to keep him still. “You’ll get exactly what I give you, nothing more.”

He nodded frantically, his breath hitching as she set the feather aside and reached for the next item—a sleek metal vibrator, cool and smooth in her hand. “This,” she said, holding it up for him to see, “is going to drive you wild.”

Ryan swallowed hard, his eyes glued to the toy as she turned it on. The low hum filled the room, a promise of what was to come. Elena pressed the tip to his thigh first, the chill of the metal making him jerk. “Stay still,” she commanded, her voice sharp.

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he stammered, forcing himself to remain motionless as she moved the vibrator higher.

She teased him mercilessly, running the toy along the edge of his panties, the vibrations just brushing against his aching cock. His hips bucked involuntarily, earning him a sharp look from her. “Control yourself,” she said, her tone dripping with authority. “If you want more, you’re going to have to earn it.”

Ryan whimpered, his voice shaking as he begged, “Please, Ma’am. Please let me feel more.”

“More?” she repeated, her smirk deepening as she pressed the vibrator against the base of his cock, still over the lace. “You’re going to have to be specific, baby. Tell me exactly what you want.”

“Please, Ma’am,” he pleaded, his cheeks flushing as he struggled to form the words. “Please… touch me more. Use me. Make me yours.”

Her laughter was low and sultry. “Good boy,” she said, slipping his panties down just enough to expose him fully. She ran the vibrator along his length, the combination of the cold metal and the steady hum making him gasp. “This is mine,” she whispered, her hand stroking him slowly alongside the toy. “Every moan, every shiver, every drop—you belong to me.”

Ryan’s head fell back against the pillows, his body trembling as she worked him over. But Elena wasn’t finished. She leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear as she said, “You’re going to come when I tell you, and not a second before. Understood?”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” he gasped, his voice barely audible.

Elena’s dominance only deepened as she set the vibrator aside and climbed off him, reaching for another toy—a strap-on harness. She moved slowly, her deliberate actions making Ryan’s anticipation grow unbearable. As she secured the thick, seven-inch silicone shaft into place, she caught his wide, eager eyes with a smirk. The soft hum of authority radiated from her every motion, and she relished how helpless he looked beneath her.

“Now,” she said, adjusting the straps one last time, her voice dripping with command, “I’m going to take what’s mine, and you’re going to savor every second of it.”

Elena paused, reaching for the bottle of lube she had placed on the nightstand earlier. She opened it with a deliberate click, pouring a generous amount onto her fingers. She spread his legs wider, her nails grazing his inner thighs as she settled between them. “Relax, baby,” she murmured, her tone soft but carrying the unmistakable weight of her authority. “You’re going to take every inch of me, and you’re going to love it.”

Ryan whimpered, his cock twitching painfully against his stomach as he nodded eagerly. “Yes, Ma’am,” he whispered, his voice trembling with anticipation and need.

Her fingers found his entrance, the cool slickness of the lube making him shiver. She pressed one finger in slowly, her touch firm yet careful as she began to stretch him. “That’s it,” she purred, her free hand gripping his thigh to steady him. “Feel that? That’s just the beginning.”

She added a second finger, the stretch more pronounced as she scissored them gently. Each deliberate motion sent jolts of sensation through his body, making him whimper and arch his back. “You’re doing so well,” she praised, her thumb circling the sensitive rim of his entrance. “So tight, so perfect. This is exactly what you’re made for, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan gasped, his voice breaking as his cock twitched helplessly. His chest heaved, his entire body trembling under her control as she worked him open further.

Elena leaned closer, her breath hot against his ear. “I want you to feel every single inch when I’m inside you,” she whispered, her tone dripping with dominance. “I’m going to ruin you, and you’re going to beg for more.”

She added a third finger, the stretch almost overwhelming, and paused to let him adjust. His moans filled the room, his body writhing beneath her as she twisted and curled her fingers, brushing against his most sensitive spot. “Right there,” she murmured, grinning at his desperate cries. “That’s what you’ve been waiting for, isn’t it?”

“Y-Yes, Ma’am,” Ryan sobbed, his voice raw with need. His cock leaked freely, the ache between his legs becoming unbearable as her relentless preparation continued.

Finally, she withdrew her fingers slowly, leaving him empty and desperate. She grabbed the thick silicone shaft of the strap-on, positioning it carefully at his entrance. Her hands gripped his hips firmly, holding him steady as she began to push the head inside. “Deep breaths,” she instructed, her voice calm but commanding. “You’re mine, and you’re going to take all of me.”

The thick head breached him slowly, the deliberate pressure making him cry out. Elena’s movements were unhurried but firm, her hips pressing forward as she sank deeper. Ryan’s hands clenched into fists above his restraints, his entire body arching as the fullness overwhelmed him.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re taking me so well. Every inch of you belongs to me.”

Ryan moaned loudly, his head pressing back into the pillows as the fullness overwhelmed him. His hands clenched into fists above his restraints, his body arching slightly as she sank deeper.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her hands steadying him as she took her time, letting every inch stretch and fill him. “You’re taking me so well. Every bit of you belongs to me, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whimpered, his voice shaking. The pressure inside him was intense, his cock twitching helplessly, aching for release as she began to move.

Elena’s thrusts started slow, deliberate, each movement precise as the strap-on found every sensitive spot inside him. She watched his face closely, the way his lips parted with every moan and how his eyes fluttered shut as pleasure coursed through him.

“You’re mine,” she growled, her nails digging into his hips as she picked up her pace. “Say it. Tell me who you belong to.”

“I’m yours, Ma’am,” he choked out, his entire body trembling beneath her. “I belong to you. Only you.”

Her lips curled into a satisfied smile as she leaned forward, her breasts brushing against his chest. Her hands slid up his body, pinning him down as she thrust harder, her dominance flooding the room. “That’s right, baby. You’re mine to use, mine to break, and mine to put back together.”

Ryan’s moans turned into desperate cries as her movements grew faster, deeper. She shifted her angle, the thick silicone pressing firmly against his prostate with each thrust. His cock twitched violently, precum spilling freely onto his stomach as she continued to drive him higher.

“Look at you,” she taunted, her tone laced with amusement. “Completely undone. You love this, don’t you? Being mine, being used like this.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he sobbed, his body shaking as the pleasure became overwhelming. “I love it. I love being yours.”

Her rhythm slowed for a moment, grinding deeply into him, her hips rolling as she let the shaft press firmly against his most sensitive spot. “Not yet,” she whispered, her voice dripping with control. “You don’t get to come until I say you can. Do you understand?”

Ryan whimpered, nodding frantically. “Yes, Ma’am. Please… please let me.”

Satisfied with his submission, Elena resumed her thrusts, her movements growing more relentless. She leaned down, capturing his lips in a searing kiss, her dominance consuming him entirely. One hand slid to his cock, stroking him in perfect rhythm with her thrusts, the added sensation pushing him closer to the edge.

“You’re going to come now,” she commanded, her voice firm and unwavering. “And you’re going to scream my name when you do.”

Ryan’s body arched violently off the bed as the wave of ecstasy finally crashed over him. “Elena!” he cried, his voice breaking as his release consumed him. His cock twitched violently, spilling onto his stomach as his body convulsed beneath her, the overwhelming pleasure leaving him utterly spent.

She slipped a finger inside him first, the cool sensation of the lube making him shiver. Slowly, she worked him open, her touch firm but careful. “Good boy,” she purred, adding a second finger and scissoring them gently to prepare him. “You’re so tight, so perfect. This is what you’re made for, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he gasped, his body trembling as she stretched him further. His cock twitched with every movement, the ache between his legs growing unbearable as she continued.

Elena’s fingers withdrew, and she positioned the thick silicone shaft of her strap-on at his entrance. “Deep breaths,” she instructed, her tone commanding but reassuring. She pushed in slowly, the head breaching him with deliberate pressure. Ryan moaned loudly, his hands clenching into fists above his restraints as the fullness overwhelmed him.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her hands gripping his hips to steady him as she sank deeper. “You’re taking me so well. All of it, baby. Every inch.”

Ryan’s cries filled the room as she began to move, her rhythm slow and deliberate at first. The shaft stretched him perfectly, hitting every sensitive spot inside him. His cock twitched helplessly, precum leaking onto his stomach as the overwhelming pleasure built inside him.

“You’re mine,” she growled, her nails digging into his hips as she picked up her pace. “Say it. Tell me who you belong to.”

“I’m yours, Ma’am,” he choked out, his voice breaking as his body shook beneath her.

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against his chest as her lips captured his in a searing kiss. Her movements grew faster, more intense, her dominance radiating through every thrust. Ryan’s moans turned into desperate cries, his body arching toward her as she drove him closer to the edge.

“Look at you,” she taunted, pulling back just enough to watch his face. “Completely undone. You love this, don’t you? Being mine, being used like this.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he whimpered, his cock throbbing painfully, the friction against his stomach only adding to the unbearable pleasure. “I love it. I love being yours.”

Her grin widened as she adjusted her angle, her thrusts growing deeper and more controlled. She slowed deliberately, rocking her hips back and forth, the thick silicone shaft sinking deeply each time. The deliberate pressure kept him teetering on the edge without pushing him over, every motion calculated to keep him yearning for more. “Not so fast, baby,” she teased, her voice dripping with authority. “You’re going to take everything I give you, but only when I’m ready.”

Ryan’s cries turned into desperate whimpers, his entire body trembling with need. “Please, Ma’am,” he begged, his voice broken. “Please let me come. I can’t… I can’t hold it.”

Elena leaned down, her breasts brushing against his chest as she whispered into his ear, “You’ll hold it until I say otherwise. Do you understand?” She pulled back to watch his face, the mix of agony and ecstasy making her grin widen. “Now beg for me.”

“Please, Ma’am,” Ryan gasped, his voice shaking. “Please use me. Please let me come for you. I need it. I need you.”

Her thrusts resumed, deeper and more precise, the pressure building inside him unbearable. “You’re mine,” she growled, her nails raking down his sides. “Every inch of you. Your cries, your body, your release. All mine. Say it.”

“I’m yours, Ma’am,” he choked out, tears forming in the corners of his eyes as his body shook with restraint. “I belong to you.”

Satisfied with his submission, Elena adjusted her rhythm, her movements steady and relentless. She leaned down to capture his lips in a searing kiss, her dominance consuming him entirely. Her hand slid to his cock, stroking him in time with her thrusts, the added sensation pushing him further toward the edge.

“You’re going to come now,” she commanded, her voice firm and unwavering. “And you’re going to scream my name when you do.”

Ryan’s entire body arched off the bed, his breath catching as Elena pushed him to the very edge. Every muscle in his body strained, and his mind was consumed with the intensity of what she was making him feel. “Elena!” he cried, his voice breaking as his release tore through him, leaving him trembling and utterly overwhelmed. Tears of bliss blurred his vision as wave after wave coursed through him, each one more powerful than the last. Her name was a desperate prayer on his lips, echoing in the room as his body gave over completely to her control. His cock twitched violently, spilling onto his stomach as his body convulsed beneath her, the overwhelming pleasure leaving him utterly spent.

She didn’t stop immediately, her movements slowing to draw out every last shudder of his climax. Each thrust was deliberate, milking every ounce of his release as his body spasmed beneath her. Her nails raked gently over his sides, and her hips ground firmly against him, ensuring he felt every inch of her dominance. “Good boy,” she murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction. “You’re mine. I love seeing you like this, completely spent and utterly helpless, just the way I want you.”

With one final thrust, the wave of ecstasy crashed over him. His body convulsed beneath her, his cock spilling over as he came harder than he ever thought possible. His cries filled the room, his release intense and overwhelming, his submission complete.

Elena slowed her movements, her hips still firmly pressed against his, the silicone shaft buried deep inside him. Her hands caressed his trembling body, her nails lightly grazing his sides as she kept him completely filled, ensuring he felt her control in every lingering moment. She leaned down, her breasts brushing against his chest, her lips capturing his in a soft but possessive kiss. Her voice was low and commanding as she whispered against his mouth, “Good boy. My perfect little sissy. You’re everything I want, completely ruined and still mine.”

Elena sat back, her hands lingering on Ryan’s hips as she finally stilled, the intensity of the moment giving way to a softer, more tender atmosphere. She leaned down, brushing her lips against his damp forehead, her breath warm and steady.

“You did so well,” she murmured, her voice soft but still carrying the weight of her dominance. Her fingers moved to his restraints, undoing each one with care, her touch gentle as she freed his wrists and ankles. The leather straps slipped away, leaving faint marks on his skin that made her smile with pride. “My good boy. Always so perfect for me.”

Ryan’s arms fell limply to his sides, his body utterly spent, yet a small, contented smile tugged at the corners of his lips. As Elena guided him into her embrace, he rested his head against her chest, the lace of her bra brushing against his cheek. Her arms encircled him, one hand stroking his hair as the other traced soothing patterns down his back.

“I love you,” she whispered, her tone shifting to something softer, more vulnerable. “Every part of you. The way you give yourself to me so completely. You’re mine, Ryan, always.”

His eyes fluttered open briefly, his gaze meeting hers with a mixture of exhaustion and deep affection. “I love you too, Ma’am,” he whispered, his voice hoarse but steady. “Thank you for… everything.”

Elena pressed a kiss to the top of his head, her fingers continuing their gentle ministrations. “You don’t need to thank me, baby. This is what we do for each other. You give me everything, and I give you exactly what you need in return.”

Ryan closed his eyes again, his mind drifting as he absorbed her words. In moments like this, he felt truly seen, his vulnerabilities and desires embraced rather than judged. Their dynamic wasn’t just about the physical acts or the dominance and submission—it was about trust, connection, and the unshakable bond they shared.

“I feel… safe,” he murmured, his words barely audible. “You make me feel like I can be myself. Like I don’t have to hide anything.”

“You never have to hide from me,” Elena replied firmly, her hand cupping his cheek to tilt his face up toward hers. “You’re perfect just the way you are, Ryan. My beautiful, devoted husband. My everything.”

Her words settled over him like a warm blanket, soothing the last remnants of tension from his body. He nuzzled closer to her, his cheek pressed against her chest as he listened to the steady rhythm of her heartbeat.

As the room grew quieter, the intensity of the night giving way to the calm of their shared intimacy, Elena pulled the blankets over them both. She cradled Ryan closer, his head nestled against her chest as her hands moved in soft, soothing strokes along his back. They lay entwined, the warmth of their bodies melting into one another as their breathing synced in perfect harmony.

After a while, Elena shifted, guiding Ryan gently to his side. She moved behind him, wrapping her arms around his waist and pulling him snugly against her body. Ryan sighed contentedly, his back pressed against her front, her soft curves enveloping him completely. She pressed a tender kiss to the back of his neck, her breath warm against his skin as she held him securely in her embrace.

“There,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “My perfect little sissy, right where you belong.”

“I’m so lucky to have you,” Ryan said softly, his voice carrying the weight of his emotions. “This… everything we have… it means the world to me.”

“And I’m lucky to have you,” Elena replied, her lips brushing against his temple. “What we have is so special, Ryan. No one else could ever give me what you do. You make me so proud, not just for how you love me but for how you trust me completely. Every single day, you remind me how lucky I am to call you mine.”

They lay together in comfortable silence, their breathing gradually syncing as sleep began to overtake them. For Ryan, this was more than just a moment of physical fulfillment—it was a reminder of the love and acceptance that defined their relationship. In Elena’s arms, he felt whole, cherished, and unconditionally loved.

As his eyes closed and his breathing deepened, Elena watched him for a moment longer, her hand still stroking his hair. “Sweet dreams, my love,” she whispered, her voice barely audible in the quiet room.

And with that, they drifted off together, their bond stronger than ever, wrapped in the warmth of their unique and deeply intimate connection.

***
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

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

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

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

embark on a hot and sexy journey.
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