
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sister In Law Sissy

A Dark Forced Feminization Erotica Story of Sissy Pansy Training, Coming Of Gender, and Total Submission


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

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

Eris entered without knocking.

The heavy oak door of Jesper’s corner office swung open with a soft click that cut through the low hum of victory. He was sprawled in his leather throne, Italian loafers propped on the mahogany desk, crystal tumbler of aged scotch dangling from his fingers. The glow of the city skyline painted gold across his broad shoulders and the sharp line of his jaw. Another seven-figure account sealed. Another conquest.

He didn’t look up at first. Why would he? Jesper ruled this floor. He ruled the women who fluttered around him, the juniors who feared him, the wife who tolerated his late nights and wandering hands.

Only when the silence stretched did he glance toward the doorway.

Eris stood there.

Tall. Impeccable. Raven hair swept into a flawless chignon that caught the light like polished obsidian. Her emerald eyes locked onto his with clinical precision. No smile. No greeting. Just that stare - cool, unblinking, dissecting.

Jesper’s smirk faltered for half a heartbeat.

“Eris,” he drawled, recovering with practiced arrogance. He swung his feet down and leaned forward, elbows on the desk. “To what do I owe the pleasure? Come to congratulate your brother-in-law on crushing the competition again?”

She stepped inside and closed the door behind her. The lock engaged with a deliberate snick. Her heels - black patent Louboutins - clicked once, twice, across the polished floor before she stopped directly opposite him. The tailored charcoal sheath dress hugged every disciplined curve of her body without a single wrinkle. Porcelain skin glowed under the recessed lighting. She carried nothing but a slim leather portfolio.

“I know,” she said.

Two words. Velvet. Absolute.

Jesper’s stomach tightened. He laughed anyway, the sound too loud in the suddenly small office. “Know what? That I closed the Andersen deal? Yeah, the whole building knows. Drinks are on me tonight if you want to - ”

“Everything.”

She placed the portfolio on the desk with surgical care. Opened it. Slides of printed emails, bank transfers, hotel receipts, timestamped photos. His cock buried in the new junior account manager. His fingers forging signatures on client expense reports. Dates, amounts, locations - all ironclad.

Jesper’s smirk died.

His broad chest rose and fell once, sharply. The expensive suit suddenly felt too tight across his shoulders. He reached for the scotch, but his hand paused mid-air.

Eris watched every micro-movement. Those emerald eyes missed nothing.

“You’ve been sloppy, Jesper. Arrogant. Predictable.” Her voice never rose above a silken murmur. “Your wife - my sister - still believes you’re the golden boy. I don’t. I never did.”

He swallowed. The taste of scotch turned metallic on his tongue.

“What do you want? Money? I can make it disappear. Name your price.”

Eris tilted her head, just slightly. A single strand of raven hair stayed perfectly in place. “I don’t want money.”

She leaned forward. The neckline of her dress offered the faintest shadow of cleavage, but her gaze held his like a vice. Jesper felt the air thicken. Something deep in his gut - something he’d buried under gym hours, boardroom wins, and rough weekend fucks - twitched.

“I want you.”

His cock stirred against the fine wool of his trousers. He hated it. Hated how her calm authority made his pulse spike.

“You’re insane,” he rasped.

“Am I?” One perfectly arched brow lifted. “Look at yourself. Already breathing faster. Pupils dilated. That arrogant swagger cracking at the edges.” She straightened, towering over the desk even in heels. “I’ve watched you for years, Jesper. The way you dominate every room. The way you break women and walk away untouched. But underneath…” Her lips curved, the smallest, cruelest smile. “Underneath there’s a hungry little thing that leaks when someone finally takes control.”

Heat flooded his face. His cock thickened further, traitorously pressing against the fabric. He shifted in the chair, trying to hide it.

“Bullshit,” he growled.

Eris circled the desk slowly. Her perfume - something clean and expensive, like cold steel and white lilies - wrapped around him. She stopped beside his chair. One manicured hand rested lightly on his shoulder. The touch burned through the suit jacket.

“Deny it all you want. Your body already knows.” Her fingers trailed down his arm, feather-light. “I have evidence that will destroy you. Career. Marriage. Reputation. Everything you’ve built on lies and cockiness. Or…”

She paused. Let the silence stretch until it screamed.

“Or you sign my contract. Sixteen stages. Total surrender. You become mine - my personal sissy pansy. Every inch of that strong, athletic body remade. Every arrogant thought stripped away until you’re dripping and desperate for my approval.”

Jesper’s breath hitched. His mind reeled - images flashing unbidden: smooth skin, lace, helplessness. His cock throbbed hard now, a wet spot forming against his boxers. Shame and raw arousal twisted together in his gut.

“You’re fucking sick,” he whispered. But he didn’t pull away from her touch.

Eris leaned down until her lips brushed the shell of his ear. “And you’re already hard thinking about it. I can smell it on you.”

Her hand slid lower, cupping the bulge in his trousers with clinical possession. Jesper jerked, a low groan escaping before he could stop it. She squeezed once - firm, owning - then released him.

“Choose, Jesper. Prison of your own making… or mine.”

He stared at the portfolio. At the damning proof. At the way his hands trembled against the desk.

Eris stepped back. Gave him space. But her gaze never left him. That unflinching, knowing stare that saw straight through the cocky ad executive to the secret, twitching weakness beneath.

Minutes crawled by. The city lights blurred outside the glass walls.

Finally, Jesper’s shoulders slumped a fraction. His voice came out hoarse. “What… what would it even look like?”

Eris’s smile deepened, slow and satisfied. Sexual pleasure flickered across her porcelain features - subtle flush at her throat, the way her nipples tightened visibly beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

“Clinical. Relentless. Your body will betray you at every rung. You’ll shave for me. You’ll cage that greedy cock. You’ll paint your face and curtsy in lace while I watch you leak. And you’ll thank me for it.”

Jesper’s breathing grew ragged. His erection strained painfully now, pulsing with every velvet word.

She opened the portfolio again. This time she withdrew a single thick document. Black ink on heavy cream paper. The title glared up at him:

Irrevocable Feminization Contract - Subject: Jesper Voss

Her fingers rested on the edge of the desk, perfectly still.

“Sign it tonight,” she said softly. “Or walk out that door and watch everything burn by morning.”

Jesper stared at the contract. At her flawless hands. At the wet spot darkening his trousers where his cock wept for the very thing he feared most.

Eris waited. Patient. Predatory. Her emerald eyes gleaming with visible hunger.

He picked up the pen.

His hand shook.

But he didn’t drop it.

She slid the contract across his desk with deliberate grace.

“Tomorrow,” Eris murmured, voice dripping with dark promise, “your old life ends.”

The pen hovered above the signature line. Jesper’s heart hammered against his ribs. His cock throbbed in shameful agreement.

And deep down, in the place he’d never admitted existed, something hungry… twitched.


Chapter 2: Sign Or Fall

The pen hovered.

Jesper’s broad hand trembled above the thick cream paper. Sweat beaded on his forehead, trickling down the sharp line of his jaw. The city lights outside his corner office blurred into streaks of gold and neon. His cock still throbbed traitorously against the damp fabric of his trousers, a shameful wet spot spreading wider with every ragged breath.

Eris stood motionless on the other side of the desk. Porcelain skin flawless under the recessed lighting. Emerald eyes locked on him - unblinking, calculating, hungry. Her raven chignon didn’t shift a millimeter. The tailored charcoal dress clung to her disciplined curves like a second skin. She radiated calm command, the kind that made powerful men crumble.

“Sign, Jesper,” she murmured, voice velvet over steel. “Or I press send on the package waiting in my drafts. Your wife. Your board. Every filthy detail.”

His square jaw clenched. The former athlete’s broad shoulders tensed beneath the expensive suit. He was used to closing deals, not surrendering to them. Used to bending women over hotel beds, not bending himself.

Yet here he was. Leaking. Pulse hammering in his ears like a war drum.

Eris leaned forward slightly. The faint scent of cold steel and white lilies wrapped around him again. One manicured nail tapped the signature line.

“Read it first. Every clause. I want you to understand exactly what you’re giving me.”

Jesper’s eyes dropped to the document. The title burned:

Irrevocable Feminization Contract - Subject: Jesper Voss

Clause after clause, printed in crisp black ink.

He would address her only as Mistress Eris.

His body became her property for the duration of the sixteen rungs.

Complete depilation. Permanent steel chastity. Feminine attire at all times in her presence. Makeup. Wig. Voice training. Anal training. Public exposure at her discretion. Orgasm denial except by her command. Full psychological and physical surrender.

Breaches would trigger immediate release of all evidence. No appeal. No escape.

His free hand wiped sweat from his palm onto his thigh. The fabric felt sticky. His cock twitched again, harder now, pressing painfully against the zipper. A fresh bead of precum soaked through.

Eris watched it all. A subtle flush colored her throat. Her nipples peaked visibly beneath the thin dress fabric. She derived visible pleasure from this - dismantling him, piece by arrogant piece.

“You’re getting wet just reading it,” she observed softly. “Look at that desperate little bulge. Already betraying you.”

Jesper’s face burned. “Shut up.”

But he didn’t stop reading. Clause 7: Subject will maintain smooth, hairless skin at all times. Clause 9: Immediate installation of custom-fitted steel chastity device, sized for minimal erection. Clause 12: Subject will perform domestic service in full sissy maid attire.

His breathing grew shallow. Deep, unacknowledged cravings stirred in his gut - things he’d buried under gym sessions and boardroom conquests. The thought of her hands on him. Shaving him. Caging him. Making him leak while she watched.

“Last chance,” Eris said. “Sign, or your life as you know it ends tonight.”

Jesper’s broad chest heaved. His arrogant swagger cracked wide open. The cocky ad executive who cheated without fear now sat sweating, cock leaking, staring at the pen in his shaking fingers.

He pressed the nib to the paper.

The scratch of ink sounded deafening in the quiet office.

Jesper Voss.

He signed.

Then initialed every page.

Eris’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile. Sexual heat flickered in her emerald eyes. She took the contract, reviewed his signature with clinical satisfaction, and slipped it back into the portfolio.

“Good girl,” she whispered.

The words hit like a slap. Jesper’s cock jerked violently, another spurt of precum flooding his boxers.

“Don’t call me that,” he growled, but his voice cracked.

“I’ll call you whatever I like now.” She straightened, towering in her Louboutins. “You belong to me, Jesper. Every broad-shouldered inch. Every arrogant thought. Every twitch of that needy cock.”

She circled the desk again. This time her hand slid into his hair, gripping the short strands firmly. She tilted his head back, forcing him to meet her gaze.

“Tomorrow at dawn, you will arrive at my penthouse. Clean. Empty stomach. No excuses. The first rung begins immediately.”

Jesper swallowed hard. His pulse thundered.

“What… what happens first?”

Eris’s fingers tightened in his hair. “Complete body shaving. Every hair below your neck removed under my watchful eye. Then the cage. Then lace. Then makeup. Then the mirror. You will watch yourself break, stage by stage.”

Her free hand dropped to his lap. She palmed his aching bulge through the trousers, squeezing with possessive control. Jesper groaned, hips bucking involuntarily.

“Feel that?” she murmured. “Your body already knows its place. It’s dripping for submission. For pretty panties. For my strap-on stretching that tight hole until you beg.”

He whimpered. Actually whimpered. The sound humiliated him, yet his cock pulsed harder.

Eris released him abruptly. Stepped back. Composed as ever.

“Leave your keycard and phone on the desk. You won’t need them tonight. I’ll send a car at 5:30 a.m. sharp.”

Jesper obeyed without thinking. His hands moved on autopilot, placing the items down. His mind reeled - images of smooth skin, steel around his cock, lace against his ass.

Eris picked up her portfolio. At the door she paused, looking back over one porcelain shoulder.

“The shaving starts at dawn. Resistance is now contractual breach.”

The door clicked shut behind her.

Jesper sat alone in his darkened office. Cock throbbing. Sweat cooling on his skin. The signed contract already scanned and secured in her possession.

He stared at the city skyline, broad shoulders slumped, square jaw slack.

Tomorrow his old life ended.

And something new - something pink, helpless, and leaking - would begin.


Chapter 3: Smooth And Exposed

The car dropped him at Eris’s penthouse at 5:29 a.m.

Jesper stood on the marble threshold in yesterday’s suit, broad shoulders tense, square jaw clenched so tight it ached. The city still slept below. His cock, traitor that it was, had stayed half-hard the entire sleepless night, leaking into his boxers at every imagined stroke of a razor.

The door opened before he could knock.

Eris filled the frame.

Raven hair still in that flawless chignon, emerald eyes sharp even at dawn. She wore a simple black silk robe that whispered against her porcelain thighs, cinched at the waist to accentuate the disciplined flare of her hips. Bare feet. No makeup. She looked immaculate anyway.

“Strip,” she said calmly. “Right here.”

Jesper’s pulse spiked. “In the hallway?”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Contractual breach already? I can send the files before breakfast.”

His hands moved before his pride could stop them. Jacket. Shirt. Trousers. Boxers. Socks. Everything pooled at his feet until he stood naked on cold marble, former athlete’s body exposed - broad chest, defined abs, thick thighs dusted with dark hair, heavy cock hanging half-swollen between his legs.

Eris’s eyes traveled over him slowly. Clinical. Possessive. A faint flush rose on her throat.

“Smaller already,” she murmured. “Follow me.”

She turned. The silk robe swayed as she led him down a long corridor to a spacious master bathroom bathed in soft dawn light. White marble everywhere. Floor-to-ceiling mirrors. A wide glass shower. A padded bench in the center. On the counter: multiple cans of shaving cream, fresh razors, bowls of warm water, towels, and a large bottle of soothing lotion.

“Stand on the bench. Arms up. Legs apart.”

Jesper climbed onto the low bench. The position forced him open - chest out, cock and balls dangling vulnerably. The mirrors reflected him from every angle: tall, muscular, arrogant features now tight with shame. His cock twitched under the bright lights, a clear bead of precum already forming at the tip.

Eris circled him once. “Every hair below the neck. Chest. Back. Arms. Legs. Pubic area. Ass. Even the fine ones on your knuckles. I want you smooth as a doll.”

She handed him the first can of shaving cream. “Start with your chest. Slow. I want to watch every stroke.”

Jesper’s hands shook as he sprayed the cool foam across his pectorals. The former ad executive who once dominated boardrooms now stood naked and exposed, smearing white cream over the dark hair that had always made him feel powerful.

He dragged the razor down.

The first strip of skin appeared - pale, smooth, almost feminine under the lights. Hair and foam slid away into the bowl Eris held beneath.

“Good,” she purred. “Again.”

Stroke after stroke. His broad chest gradually revealed itself, hairless and gleaming. Nipples tightened in the cool air. Eris watched with visible pleasure, her robe slipping open just enough to show the inner curve of one breast. She didn’t touch herself, but her breathing deepened.

“Lower,” she commanded when his chest was done.

Jesper moved to his arms. Thick biceps and forearms lost their masculine fuzz. The mirrors showed a man shrinking - shoulders still wide but somehow softer, more vulnerable.

His cock stayed hard the entire time. Leaking steadily now, strings of precum dripping onto the bench.

Eris noticed. “Look at that pathetic drip. Your body loves losing its hair. Loves being prepared for lace and steel.”

“Fuck,” Jesper whispered. But he kept shaving.

He reached his stomach. The happy trail vanished line by line. Abs exposed, smooth and glistening. Then his pubic mound. He had to pull his aching cock to the side, razor gliding carefully around the base. Each scrape made his balls draw up tight.

“Spread wider,” Eris said.

He did. Bent slightly. Razor moving over his heavy sac. The skin there was sensitive; every pass sent jolts straight to his leaking tip. Dark curls fell away until his balls hung smooth and pink.

“Turn. Bend over. Show me that ass.”

Jesper’s face burned crimson. He faced the mirror, bent at the waist, hands on the bench. His muscular ass cheeks parted naturally. Eris stepped closer, her silk robe brushing his thigh.

“Every trace,” she reminded him.

He shaved the crack. The sensitive skin around his hole. The razor scraped delicately. His cock swung beneath him, drooling long clear strands onto the marble. The humiliation burned hotter than the scrape of steel.

Eris’s voice stayed velvet. “Such a greedy little hole already winking for attention. You’ve never been touched there, have you? Soon it won’t be empty.”

Jesper whimpered. A full, broken sound. His cock jerked and spat another bead.

Legs next. Thick thighs. Calves. Even his feet. He sat on the bench while Eris supervised the final passes. When the last fine hair disappeared, she ran her palms over every inch of him - checking for stubble, claiming the new smoothness.

“Perfect,” she breathed. Her touch was cool, possessive. Fingers gliding over hairless chest, down smooth abs, cupping his now-bald balls. “You look smaller. Softer. More… fuckable.”

Jesper’s breath came in short pants. He was completely hairless below the neck. The mirrors reflected a man who no longer looked like the cocky athlete. Pale, smooth skin. Broad shoulders contrasting with the newly delicate lines. His cock - still rock hard - stood out obscenely against the bare pubic mound.

Eris poured lotion into her hands. Warm, scented. She massaged it into his skin methodically. Shoulders. Chest. Arms. Stomach. Thighs. She spent extra time on his ass, fingers spreading the cheeks, rubbing the lotion deep into the crack, circling his hole without penetrating.

Jesper moaned. Hips rocking back involuntarily.

“Still,” she ordered.

But his body betrayed him. Leaking. Twitching. Every nerve alive under her clinical touch.

When she finished, he glistened all over. Smooth. Exposed. Naked in every sense.

Eris stepped back. Admired her work. The flush on her throat had deepened; her nipples were tight points beneath the silk.

“Tomorrow the cage clicks shut,” she said, voice low with dark promise. “His cock already leaks at the thought.”

Jesper stared at his reflection. The hairless sissy body staring back. Cock dripping. Mind reeling.

Dawn light poured through the high windows, painting his smooth skin in soft gold.

The first rung was complete.

And he was already aching for the next.


Chapter 4: Click Of The Lock

The penthouse bedroom smelled of leather and lilies.

Jesper knelt naked on the cool hardwood floor, freshly shaved skin still tingling from Eris’s lotion-slick hands. Every inch below his neck gleamed smooth and pale under the low golden lamps. His broad shoulders rose and fell with shallow breaths. The former athlete’s powerful thighs trembled slightly as he kept them spread wide, knees apart, hands resting palms-up on his hairless thighs in the position she had commanded.

His cock stood rigid. Traitorously, shamefully hard.

Thick veins pulsed along the shaft. The flushed head glistened with a steady flow of precum that had already dripped in long, sticky strands onto the floor between his knees. Without the dark thatch of pubic hair, it looked obscenely exposed - naked, desperate, twitching with every heartbeat.

Eris stood before him.

She had changed into a severe black corset that cinched her waist to impossible slenderness, pushing her full breasts high. The matching silk panties were barely there. Raven hair still in its flawless chignon. Emerald eyes burned with quiet, sexual hunger as she held the custom steel chastity cage in her manicured hands.

It was beautiful in its cruelty.

Heavy stainless steel. A tight, curved tube sized deliberately small. A thick ring that would sit snug behind his balls. A built-in lock with no keyhole visible from the outside - only a smooth electronic mechanism that required her fingerprint and a code only she knew. Permanent, she had called it. Until she decided otherwise.

“Eyes on me,” Eris commanded softly.

Jesper lifted his gaze. His square jaw was tight, arrogant features flushed with humiliation. Yet his cock jumped at the velvet tone of her voice, spitting another clear drop onto the floor.

“Look how eager it is,” she murmured, stepping closer. The tip of one patent heel nudged the puddle of precum. “Still thinking it’s in charge. Still believing a big, strong man like you can resist.”

She crouched gracefully in front of him, knees together, back straight. The corset creaked faintly. Her perfume enveloped him - cold steel and white lilies. With deliberate slowness she reached out and wrapped cool fingers around the base of his throbbing cock.

Jesper hissed through clenched teeth. His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“Still,” she warned.

She stroked once. Twice. Firm, clinical pulls that milked another thick bead from the slit. Then she pulled his shaft downward, forcing the angry head toward the floor while she slipped the heavy steel ring behind his smooth balls.

The metal was cold. Shockingly so.

Jesper gasped as the ring settled into place, snug against his body, trapping his sac in a tight, unyielding embrace. The weight alone made his cock surge harder, veins standing out in stark relief.

Eris’s lips curved. “Feel that? Already claiming you.”

She aligned the curved steel tube over his leaking cockhead. The opening was narrow - deliberately too small for his current erection. She pressed anyway. The cold metal kissed the sensitive head, forcing the swollen flesh to compress as she pushed it inside.

Jesper groaned. Deep. Broken. His smooth chest heaved. The sensation was unbearable - constricting, icy, merciless. His cock fought back, pulsing, trying to swell even thicker inside the unforgiving tube. But the steel won. Inch by humiliating inch, his proud shaft disappeared into the shiny prison.

The tube curved downward, forcing his cock to point toward his balls even as it strained to stand upright. The head pressed painfully against the slotted end, a single tiny hole allowing only the thinnest dribble of precum to escape.

Eris twisted the tube slightly, seating it firmly onto the base ring with a soft mechanical click.

Then she pressed her thumb to the hidden sensor.

The lock engaged.

Click.

The sound was quiet. Final. Devastating.

Jesper’s entire body jerked. A strangled moan tore from his throat as the steel cage locked tight around his throbbing, denied cock. The weight pulled downward. The unrelenting pressure squeezed every desperate inch. Pre-cum continued to leak in a thin, helpless stream through the slit, but there was nowhere for it to go except to coat the inside of the tube and drip slowly from the tip.

He looked down.

The heavy steel device gleamed between his smooth, hairless thighs. His once-proud cock reduced to a shiny, locked nub. Balls trapped and bulging slightly around the ring. The contrast against his newly smooth skin was obscene.

Smaller. Helpless. Owned.

Eris rose to her full height. She looked down at him with visible pleasure - cheeks faintly flushed, nipples tight against the black corset, a dark wet spot already forming on the crotch of her silk panties.

“Beautiful,” she whispered. “My little steel-clad sissy. Feel how it owns you? Every twitch. Every leak. Every frustrated throb belongs to me now.”

Jesper’s hands clenched into fists on his thighs. His broad shoulders shook. The cage felt impossibly tight, the pressure constant and maddening. His balls ached already, heavy and full.

“Please…” The word slipped out before he could stop it. His voice cracked. “It’s too tight. I can’t - ”

“You can. And you will.” Eris’s fingers threaded through his short hair, tilting his head back so he had to look up at her. “This is only rung four. You signed for all sixteen. Your body is learning. It’s already leaking more than it ever did when you were free.”

She released his hair and stepped back. One hand slipped between her own thighs, pressing lightly against the damp silk. A soft sigh of pleasure escaped her lips as she watched him struggle.

“Try to get hard for me.”

Jesper obeyed without thinking. He willed his cock to swell inside the cage.

Pain flared immediately. The steel tube refused to yield. His flesh strained, crushed, bulging uselessly against the slots. More precum forced its way out in a desperate dribble. The ring behind his balls tightened cruelly as his sac tried to pull up.

He whimpered. Actually whimpered. The sound raw and feminine in the quiet bedroom.

Eris moaned softly in response. Her fingers moved faster against her panties.

“That’s it. Fight it. Feel how completely I control you now. No more cheating. No more using that cock on anyone else. It exists only to leak and ache for my amusement.”

She circled him slowly, heels clicking. Her free hand trailed over his smooth shoulders, down his back, across the curve of his ass. One finger teased between his cheeks, brushing lightly over his hole.

Jesper shuddered violently. The cage jerked between his legs, another helpless spurt of precum leaking out.

“Tomorrow the lace goes on,” Eris said, voice thick with arousal. She reached into the front of her corset and slipped the tiny electronic key fob - his only possible release - deep between her breasts, nestling it into warm cleavage. “His keys disappear into her cleavage.”

She stepped back, leaving him kneeling there - hairless, caged, leaking, trembling.

The steel cage gleamed mockingly between his spread thighs.

And Jesper’s old arrogant self fractured a little more under the unrelenting, exquisite pressure of the lock.


Chapter 5: Lace Against Skin

The bedroom air felt heavier now, thick with the scent of lilies, leather, and the faint musk of Jesper’s leaking desperation.

He still knelt on the hardwood, steel cage locked tight between his smooth, hairless thighs. The heavy metal tugged downward with every shallow breath, the curved tube squeezing his throbbing cock into a cruel, permanent downward curve. Thin strands of precum continued to drip from the slotted tip, pooling on the floor beneath him like shameful evidence of his surrender.

Eris stood over him, black corset hugging her porcelain curves, silk panties dark with her own arousal. Her emerald eyes drank in the sight - broad-shouldered former athlete reduced to a trembling, caged thing.

“Stand up.”

Jesper rose unsteadily. His powerful legs shook. The cage swung heavily between them, the ring behind his balls pulling tight. Without body hair, every inch of his skin felt hypersensitive, exposed, almost fragile under the low bedroom lights.

Eris turned to the large bed. On the black silk sheets lay a single pair of delicate black lace panties. Tiny. Feminine. Sheer enough that the steel cage would be clearly visible through the fabric. Delicate floral patterns traced the front panel, with thin satin bows at the hips.

She picked them up between two fingers, letting them dangle.

“Step into them.”

Jesper’s square jaw tightened. His cock gave a painful throb inside the unyielding steel. “This is… fuck, Eris - ”

“Mistress Eris,” she corrected, voice velvet-soft but edged with steel. “And you will address me properly or the contract files go live.”

He swallowed hard. The arrogance in his eyes flickered, replaced by something raw and needy.

“Yes… Mistress.”

The word tasted foreign on his tongue. Humiliating. Yet his caged cock leaked harder at the sound of it.

Eris held the panties open at his feet. The black lace looked absurdly small against his large feet, his thick calves.

“Lift your right foot.”

He did. The lace slid up his smooth leg, the delicate fabric whispering against newly hairless skin. Every nerve ending sang. The sensation was electric - soft, teasing, utterly feminine against the hard steel locked around his sex.

“Left foot.”

The panties rose higher. Past his knees. Up his powerful thighs. Eris crouched gracefully, guiding the delicate material with deliberate care. The lace brushed the underside of his trapped balls, the cool satin bows tickling the sensitive skin where thigh met groin.

Jesper’s breath hitched. A low groan escaped him.

The front panel approached. The sheer black lace stretched over the gleaming steel cage. The metal pressed obscenely against the delicate fabric, distorting the floral pattern, the heavy ring and tube clearly outlined. His balls nestled into the soft pouch, bulging slightly through the lace.

Eris pulled the panties the rest of the way up, settling them high on his hips. The thin straps hugged the curves of his ass, the back panel nestling between his smooth cheeks, the lace framing his hole like an invitation.

She stepped back to admire her work.

Jesper stood exposed before her bed - tall, broad-shouldered, muscular body now hairless and gleaming. The black lace panties looked obscene on him. Delicate. Feminine. The steel cage bulged blatantly through the sheer front, a constant reminder of his denial. His cock strained uselessly inside the tube, the head pressing desperately against the slots, leaking fresh precum that soaked into the lace in dark, wet patches.

“Look at you,” Eris breathed, her voice thick with visible pleasure. A fresh damp spot bloomed across her own silk panties. “My big, strong brother-in-law in pretty lace. Already soaking through like a desperate little slut.”

Jesper’s face burned crimson. His hands clenched at his sides. He wanted to rip them off. He wanted to drop to his knees and beg her to touch him. The conflicting urges made his head spin.

Eris circled him slowly. Her fingers trailed over his smooth chest, down the defined abs, then lower. She cupped the lace-covered cage through the panties, squeezing gently. The steel shifted against his trapped flesh. Jesper moaned, hips jerking forward.

“So sensitive now,” she murmured. “No hair to dull the feeling. Just lace and steel and that greedy leak.”

She slipped one finger under the leg opening, tracing the edge of the ring where it bit into his smooth skin. Another finger brushed the underside of his trapped balls, teasing.

Jesper’s knees nearly buckled. “Mistress… please…”

“Please what?” She pressed her body against his side, her corseted breasts brushing his arm. Her breath was warm against his ear. “Please let you cum? Please take the cage off? Or please make you wear more pretty things until your cock forgets it was ever free?”

He whimpered. The sound was soft. Pathetic. Feminine.

Eris smiled against his skin. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the panties and pulled them up higher, tighter, wedging the lace deeper between his ass cheeks. The front panel stretched taut over the cage, the wet spot spreading.

“Walk for me. To the mirror and back. Small steps. Feel how the lace moves against your smooth skin.”

Jesper obeyed. Each step made the delicate fabric shift and tease. The lace whispered over his thighs, the satin bows tickled, the back strap rubbed lightly against his hole with every movement. The heavy steel cage swayed and tugged, sending constant jolts of frustrated pleasure through his denied cock.

He reached the full-length mirror.

The reflection hit him like a punch.

A hairless, muscular man stared back - square jaw, broad shoulders, powerful build - wearing nothing but delicate black lace panties that did nothing to hide the gleaming steel prison locked around his cock. The panties looked ridiculous. Slutty. Perfectly obscene. His leaking precum had soaked the lace dark, making the floral pattern cling transparently to the steel.

He looked smaller. Softer. Exposed in a way that made his stomach twist with shame and raw arousal.

Eris appeared behind him in the reflection. Her hands slid around his waist, palms gliding over the lace, pressing the cage firmly against his body.

“See how pretty you are already?” she whispered, lips brushing his shoulder. “This is only the beginning. Tomorrow you’ll wear more. Much more. And then…”

Her emerald eyes met his in the mirror, dark with hunger.

“Makeup tomorrow. He will see what she sees.”

Jesper stood there, caged and laced, trembling before his own reflection. The delicate black panties hugged his smooth skin like a second, humiliating skin. His cock leaked helplessly inside its steel prison.

And deep down, beneath the shattered arrogance, something hungry twitched in response to her words.


Chapter 6: Painted Reflection

The vanity lights were merciless.

Soft, bright bulbs ringed the large mirror, casting a clinical glow over Jesper’s face and bare shoulders. He sat rigid in the padded vanity chair, heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped animal. The delicate black lace panties still clung to his smooth, hairless skin, the steel chastity cage bulging obscenely through the sheer front panel, dark with dried and fresh precum. His broad chest rose and fell in shallow bursts, nipples tight from the cool air and constant humiliation.

Eris stood behind him like a dark goddess.

She had changed into a sleek crimson silk blouse and a tight black pencil skirt that hugged her hips. Raven hair in its flawless chignon. Emerald eyes sharp with sexual anticipation. On the vanity before him lay an arsenal of feminine weapons: foundations, concealers, eyeshadows in soft pinks and smoky blacks, mascaras, liners, blushes, lipsticks in glossy reds and pinks, and a long, silky raven wig that matched her own hair almost exactly.

“Hands on your thighs,” she ordered softly. “Stay perfectly still. I want to paint you myself.”

Jesper’s fingers dug into the lace-covered skin of his thighs. The steel cage gave a heavy, frustrated throb between his legs as Eris leaned over his shoulder. Her breasts brushed lightly against his back through the silk blouse. Her perfume - cold steel and lilies - wrapped around him again.

She started with primer, dabbing cool liquid across his square jaw, cheeks, and forehead. Her touch was clinical, precise, yet every stroke sent sparks across his hypersensitive skin.

“Such a strong face,” she murmured, voice velvet. “Square jaw. Heavy brows. All that arrogant masculinity. We’re going to soften it. Make it pretty. Make it mine.”

Jesper swallowed hard. His caged cock twitched violently inside the steel tube, leaking another thin stream that soaked into the lace.

Eris applied foundation with a soft sponge. Layer after layer until his tanned, athletic skin disappeared under a flawless porcelain base that matched her own. The transformation was immediate - his rugged features began to blur, becoming smoother, more delicate.

“Already looking less like the cocky ad executive,” she whispered, blending carefully along his jawline. “More like a nervous little sissy waiting to be used.”

Next came contouring. She shaded and highlighted with expert strokes, narrowing the appearance of his strong jaw, softening the angles of his face. Highlighter on the cheekbones gave them a feminine lift. His square jaw looked smaller, more heart-shaped.

Jesper’s breathing grew ragged. In the mirror he watched a stranger emerge - someone softer, prettier, vulnerable.

Eris’s lips curved with pleasure. A faint flush colored her throat. “Feel that? Your body knows what’s happening. That locked little clit is dripping again.”

She moved to the eyes.

Dark liner first, winged sharply at the corners. Then smoky shadow in deep charcoal and soft rose, blended until his eyes looked large, doe-like, framed by thick lashes. Mascara made them flutter dramatically with every blink. His arrogant stare transformed into something wide, innocent, and helplessly seductive.

Jesper whimpered low in his throat. The cage squeezed his throbbing cock mercilessly.

“Shhh,” Eris cooed, brushing blush high on his cheekbones - soft pink that made him look flushed and aroused. “Pretty girls don’t growl. They simper. They blush. They leak.”

Finally, the lips.

She traced the outline with a pencil, then filled them with a glossy, cock-sucking red. Plump. Shiny. Obscene on his once-firm mouth. Eris stepped back slightly to admire, then leaned in again and pressed a soft kiss to the corner of his painted mouth, leaving a faint crimson mark.

“Perfect fuck-doll mouth,” she breathed.

Now the wig.

She lifted the long raven wig, the strands silky and heavy. With careful fingers she fitted it over his short hair, adjusting the lace cap until it sat perfectly. The dark waves cascaded down past his shoulders, framing the made-up face like a dark halo. The color matched Eris’s own hair almost exactly, creating an eerie, feminine mirror image.

She stepped back.

“Stand up. Face the mirror.”

Jesper rose on shaky legs. The lace panties shifted against his smooth skin. The steel cage swayed heavily, tugging at his trapped balls. He turned to the full-length mirror beside the vanity.

The reflection stole the air from his lungs.

A tall, athletic body stared back - broad shoulders, powerful thighs, smooth hairless skin gleaming under the lights. But the face… the face was gone. Replaced by a stunning, heavily made-up doll. Large, smoky eyes. Blushing cheeks. Plump, glossy red lips parted in shock. Long raven hair tumbling over bare shoulders. Delicate black lace panties stretched obscenely over the bulging steel chastity cage, dark wet spots blooming where his denied cock continued to leak helplessly.

He looked like a sissy. A painted whore. A perfect pansy.

One-line moment.

His cock surged painfully inside the cage.

Jesper’s painted mouth opened in a silent gasp. His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat, in his wrists, in the throbbing steel prison between his legs. The arrogant ad executive was nowhere to be seen. Only this trembling, feminized creature remained - lace-clad, caged, made up like a slut for his sister-in-law’s pleasure.

Eris moved behind him again. Her hands slid around his waist, palms gliding over the lace, pressing the cage firmly. One hand rose to cup his made-up cheek, turning his face gently so he had to keep looking.

“Look at her,” Eris whispered, lips brushing his ear. “Look at what I see every time I look at you now. My pretty little sissy pansy. Already leaking through her panties at the sight of herself.”

Jesper moaned. The sound came out higher, breathier through the glossy lips. His hips rocked forward involuntarily, grinding the steel against Eris’s palm through the lace.

She laughed softly, a low, aroused sound. “Feel how your body betrays you? That strong athlete’s frame wrapped in lace and paint. Your cock knows its place. It knows it belongs locked and pretty.”

Her fingers teased the waistband of the panties, pulling them up tighter so the lace wedged deeper between his smooth ass cheeks. The back strap rubbed against his hole. Jesper shuddered violently.

“Tomorrow you’ll wear the full face again. And more. Much more.”

Eris stepped away, leaving him standing there, staring at the painted reflection that no longer looked like Jesper Voss.

She crossed to the large walk-in closet and opened the door just enough to let him glimpse inside.

Hanging prominently on a padded hanger was the maid uniform - black satin with white lace trim, short flared skirt, frilled apron, matching cap, and stockings. Delicate. Humiliating. Waiting.

Eris turned back to him, emerald eyes gleaming with dark promise.

“The maid uniform waits in the closet. Service begins at dusk.”

Jesper stood frozen before the mirror, painted lips parted, long raven hair framing a face that was no longer his. The steel cage throbbed between his lace-clad thighs. His smooth, feminized body trembled with a mixture of shame, terror, and an unbearable, twitching arousal that refused to die.

And in the depths of those smoky, made-up eyes, the first cracks of surrender began to show.


Chapter 7: Maid On His Knees

The maid uniform hung like a sentence.

Jesper stood before the open closet in nothing but the delicate black lace panties and steel cage, his painted face still staring back from the vanity mirror - smoky eyes wide, glossy red lips parted, long raven wig cascading over smooth shoulders. The heavy steel prison between his legs throbbed with every heartbeat, the front of the lace dark and sticky with fresh leaks.

Eris lifted the dress from its padded hanger.

Black satin so shiny it reflected the bedroom lights. White lace trim everywhere - frilled collar, puffed short sleeves, a tiny apron with delicate bows. The skirt was obscenely short, designed to barely cover the ass. Attached garter straps dangled, ready for stockings. A matching frilled maid cap and white lace wrist cuffs completed the set.

“Arms up, sissy.”

Jesper’s breath caught. His made-up face flushed deeper pink beneath the blush. He raised his arms. The satin whispered down over his hairless torso, cool and slick against his skin. Eris zipped the back with slow deliberation, the dress molding to his broad chest and narrow waist. The bodice pushed his pecs together slightly, creating the faintest suggestion of cleavage.

She stepped back.

The skirt flared out from his hips, ending high on his powerful thighs. The white apron tied in a large bow at the back, the frills brushing the tops of his legs. Every movement made the satin rustle loudly, announcing his new role.

“Stockings next.”

Eris rolled sheer black stockings up his smooth legs, clipping them to the garters. The lace tops dug gently into his thighs. Then the heels - black patent pumps with four-inch stilettos that forced his ass to tilt and his caged cock to strain visibly beneath the short skirt.

Finally the cap. She pinned it into the raven wig, the white lace framing his painted face like a crown of shame.

Jesper caught his reflection again.

A tall, athletic sissy maid stared back. Broad shoulders in frilly black satin. Long legs in sheer stockings and heels. Short skirt barely covering the lace panties and the obscene steel bulge. Glossy red lips. Smoky eyes. Raven hair. The former cocky ad executive had vanished. Only Polly remained - painted, uniformed, trembling.

Eris’s emerald eyes darkened with pleasure. A visible damp spot had formed on the front of her tight pencil skirt where she had been pressing her thighs together.

“On your knees.”

Jesper lowered himself carefully in the heels. The short skirt rode up immediately, exposing the lace panties and the steel cage straining against them. His smooth ass rested on his heels, the satin pooling around him.

“Follow me. Crawl if you have to, but keep that tray level when the time comes.”

She led him to the dining room. Candlelight flickered over dark wood and crystal. A single place setting waited at the head of the long table. On the sideboard: a silver tray with covered dishes - steak, asparagus, red wine, fresh bread.

“Serve me.”

Jesper rose unsteadily. The heels clicked on the marble floor. Every step made the short skirt swish, the garters tug, the cage swing heavily between his legs. He lifted the tray with both hands, the weight making his arms tremble.

He approached the table on shaky legs and knelt beside Eris’s chair. The skirt rode up again, fully exposing his lace-clad, caged crotch. His painted face hovered near her lap as he carefully transferred each dish to the table - steak first, then vegetables, then the wine he poured with shaking hands.

Eris watched every movement, fork poised, lips curved in satisfaction. She took a slow sip of wine, eyes never leaving him.

“Cut my steak. Small pieces. Feed me.”

Jesper’s glossy red lips parted in humiliation. He sliced the meat into delicate bites, then lifted the fork to her mouth. Eris accepted each piece slowly, her tongue flicking out to lick the tines, eyes locked on his made-up face.

“Good girl,” she purred between bites. “Look at you. My big, strong brother-in-law on his knees in frills, feeding me like a proper maid. That cage must be agony by now.”

It was. The steel tube squeezed his throbbing cock relentlessly. Every time he leaned forward the short skirt shifted, the lace rubbed against his trapped balls, and fresh precum soaked through the panties in dark, shameful patches.

Eris ate slowly, savoring both the meal and his degradation. When she wanted wine, he held the glass to her lips. When she dropped a small piece of asparagus, he bent lower and picked it up with his teeth, offering it back to her painted mouth.

His knees ached. His calves burned in the heels. His painted face burned with shame. Yet his caged cock leaked steadily, the steel growing slick inside.

Halfway through the meal Eris rested one hand on his raven wig, stroking gently.

“Tell me how it feels, maid.”

Jesper’s voice came out breathy, higher than usual through the glossy lips. “Humiliating… Mistress. The dress… it’s so short. Everyone would see. The cage… it hurts. But I can’t stop leaking.”

Eris moaned softly, thighs pressing together under the table. “That’s because your body loves it. Loves being pretty and useful. Loves knowing I own every twitch.”

She finished the last bite and pushed the plate away. Jesper cleared the table on his knees, carrying dishes back to the kitchen in careful trips, the short skirt flashing his lace-covered ass with every movement. The heels made his hips sway whether he wanted them to or not.

When everything was cleared, Eris rose from the table.

“Back to the bedroom. On all fours this time.”

Jesper dropped to hands and knees. The maid skirt rode completely up, exposing the frilled panties and the heavy steel cage dangling between his smooth thighs. The raven wig fell forward, framing his blushing face. He crawled behind her, ass high, heels clicking awkwardly, satin rustling with every motion.

In the bedroom Eris pointed to the center of the floor.

“Kneel. Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed. The short dress pooled around his knees. The frilly apron pressed against his caged bulge. His painted eyes looked up at her, wide and glistening.

Eris stood over him, unbuttoning her blouse slowly, revealing the black lace bra beneath. Her nipples were hard points.

“After dinner comes restraint,” she said, voice thick with arousal. “She has plans for that plugged hole.”

Jesper’s breath caught. His caged cock gave a violent, painful throb inside the steel tube. The maid uniform felt tighter, the heels dug into his feet, the makeup itched on his burning face.

And deep in his painted reflection, the sissy maid on his knees felt the first real pull of something darker than resistance - something that made his hole twitch in shameful anticipation.


Chapter 8: Cuffed And Denied

The bedroom lights dimmed to a low, intimate glow.

Jesper remained on his knees in the center of the floor, still fully dressed in the frilly black maid uniform. The short satin skirt had ridden up completely, exposing the sheer black lace panties stretched tight over the gleaming steel chastity cage. His long raven wig framed the heavily made-up face - smoky eyes wide with shame, glossy red lips trembling. The white lace cap sat crooked from crawling. Stockings clung to his smooth thighs, heels digging into the hardwood.

His wrists already tingled with anticipation.

Eris approached carrying a pair of heavy stainless steel handcuffs. The metal gleamed coldly in her manicured fingers. She had stripped down to black lace bra and matching thong, her porcelain skin flushed with arousal, nipples tight and dark against the delicate fabric. A visible wet spot darkened the crotch of her thong.

“Up on the bed, maid. On your back. Arms above your head.”

Jesper climbed onto the silk sheets, the maid skirt rustling loudly. The satin felt slick against his hairless skin. He lay back, the short hem flipping up to fully expose his caged cock and lace-covered balls. The steel tube glistened with layers of dried and fresh precum.

Eris straddled his waist for a moment, her warm thighs pressing against his sides. She leaned forward and clicked one cuff around his right wrist, then threaded the chain through the ornate iron bars of the headboard. The second cuff snapped shut around his left wrist with a loud, final click.

His arms were now stretched tight above his head, wrists locked securely to the bedframe. The position pulled his broad chest up, making the frilled maid bodice strain across his pecs. The short skirt rode even higher, leaving him completely exposed from the waist down.

Eris sat back on his stomach, grinding once slowly so her soaked thong dragged along the hard ridges of his abs. She looked down at him with emerald eyes dark with hunger.

“Look at my pretty maid, all cuffed and helpless. Wrists already tingling, aren’t they? That steel biting into your skin while your little locked clit drips for me.”

Jesper tested the cuffs instinctively. The metal dug into his wrists. No give. His painted mouth opened in a soft whimper. The cage between his legs gave a violent throb, forcing another thick bead of precum through the slotted tip to soak the lace.

Eris smiled. She slid higher up his body, knees on either side of his chest, until her lace-covered pussy hovered just above his glossy red lips.

“Time to serve, sissy. You’re going to worship me while I edge that pathetic cage. And you’re not coming. Not tonight. Not for a long time.”

She lowered herself onto his face.

The wet heat of her soaked thong pressed against his mouth and nose. Jesper’s world narrowed to the musky, sweet scent of her arousal and the slick pressure of her pussy grinding down. The lace of her thong was thin; he could feel the swollen lips of her cunt through it, the hard little clit rubbing against his nose.

“Lick,” she commanded, voice breathy.

Jesper extended his tongue, lapping desperately at the soaked fabric. The taste flooded his mouth - tangy, feminine, overwhelming. Eris moaned above him, rolling her hips in slow, deliberate circles. She rode his painted face with controlled grace, smearing her juices across his cheeks, his chin, his glossy red lips.

The maid uniform rustled with every movement of his body. The handcuffs rattled against the iron bars as he strained, wrists tingling hotter now, the metal warming from his skin.

Meanwhile, Eris reached behind her. Her fingers found the steel cage bulging between his spread thighs. She wrapped her hand around the cold tube and began to stroke it slowly.

Jesper groaned into her pussy. The vibration made Eris shudder with pleasure.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Moan for me while you eat. Feel how the cage traps every throb. You can get as hard as you want inside that steel, but it’s never getting out.”

She stroked the cage with firm, twisting motions - up and down the curved tube, thumb pressing against the slotted tip where his cockhead strained desperately. The metal shifted and tugged on his trapped balls. Each stroke forced more precum to leak out in helpless spurts, coating her fingers and dripping down onto the silk sheets.

Jesper’s hips bucked upward, chasing the friction that would never be enough. The maid skirt flipped and fluttered around his waist. His stockinged legs kicked weakly, heels scraping the sheets.

Eris ground harder on his face, her thong now completely soaked and pushed aside so his tongue could reach bare skin. He licked frantically - long strokes along her slit, circling her clit, plunging inside her dripping entrance whenever she allowed it. Her juices ran down his chin, smearing his makeup, dripping onto the white lace of the maid collar.

Her hand never stopped working the cage.

Stroke. Squeeze. Twist. Pause.

She brought him right to the agonizing edge - his cock swelling painfully against the unyielding steel, balls drawing up tight - then stopped completely, letting the desperate throb fade just enough before starting again.

Over and over.

Jesper’s muffled cries grew louder, more desperate. His painted face was a mess - lipstick smeared, mascara running slightly from the tears of frustration leaking from the corners of his smoky eyes. The raven wig stuck to his sweaty forehead.

Eris’s breathing grew ragged. Her thighs trembled around his head. She rode his tongue faster, chasing her own pleasure while denying his.

“You’re so good at this already,” she gasped, fingers tightening around the cage. “My little maid slut. Cuffed and leaking while I use your face. That strong body of yours reduced to a tongue and a dripping cage.”

She came hard.

Her pussy clenched around his tongue, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. Her hips jerked erratically as waves of pleasure rolled through her. A low, throaty moan escaped her lips - pure sexual triumph. She ground down hard, smothering him in her orgasm until he could barely breathe.

When she finally lifted off his face, Jesper gasped for air, chest heaving in the frilly maid bodice. His lips and chin glistened with her cum. The handcuffs rattled as he pulled uselessly against them.

Eris slid down his body again. She straddled his caged cock, rubbing her soaked pussy along the steel tube through the ruined lace panties. The friction was maddening - wet heat sliding over cold metal, never touching the desperate flesh inside.

She edged him three more times. Each one longer, crueler. Each time his body arched off the bed, wrists straining, painted mouth babbling broken pleas through glossy, smeared lips.

“Please… Mistress… I can’t… it hurts…”

But she never let him tip over. Every time the pressure built to breaking point, she stopped. Let the cage throb uselessly. Let his balls ache heavier.

Finally, she climbed off him completely. Jesper lay there wrecked - maid uniform disheveled, skirt flipped up, lace panties soaked and stretched, steel cage slick and shining with precum, wrists red from the cuffs, made-up face destroyed by her juices and his own tears of denial.

Eris stood beside the bed, flushed and glowing with satisfaction. She leaned down and kissed his smeared red lips softly.

“Such a good denied little maid.”

She left the handcuffs on, letting him feel the bite a little longer.

Then she straightened, adjusting her soaked thong with a satisfied sigh.

“The plug goes in tomorrow. His ass will never be the same.”

Jesper’s caged cock gave one final, painful twitch inside its prison. His hole clenched involuntarily at her words, twitching with shameful, twitching need beneath the frilled maid skirt.

The night stretched ahead, wrists still locked, body still denied, mind fracturing deeper into the pink, frilly surrender she was carving into him.


Chapter 9: Filled And Stretched

The handcuffs still bit into Jesper’s wrists.

He lay on his back in the center of Eris’s silk-sheeted bed, the frilly black maid uniform rumpled and stained. The short satin skirt had been flipped up and pinned to the bodice with two small clips, fully exposing his lace panties and the heavy steel chastity cage. His long raven wig fanned out across the pillow, strands sticking to the sweat on his forehead. Smoky eyeshadow was smudged, glossy red lipstick smeared from hours of face-sitting and desperate licking. Mascara had run in faint black trails down his blushing cheeks.

Two thick pillows had been shoved under his smooth, hairless ass, lifting his hips high and tilting his plugged hole upward like an offering.

Eris stood at the foot of the bed, naked except for a pair of black latex gloves that reached her elbows. In one hand she held a sleek black dildo - thick, realistic, veined, slightly curved, already glistening with thick, clear lube. In the other, a smaller but heavier stainless steel plug with a wide flared base and a pink heart-shaped jewel at the end. Both toys waited on a sterile tray beside her.

Her emerald eyes burned with clinical hunger. Porcelain skin flushed. Nipples tight. A fresh sheen of arousal coated her inner thighs.

“Ass higher, maid. Show me that greedy little hole.”

Jesper’s breath hitched. His caged cock throbbed painfully inside its steel prison, leaking steadily onto his lower belly. He arched his back as best he could with wrists locked above his head, pushing his smooth ass upward. The position spread him open completely. The delicate lace of the panties had been pulled aside, framing his tight, virgin pucker.

Eris climbed onto the bed between his spread stockinged legs. She poured more lube directly onto his hole, watching it drip and glisten. Two gloved fingers circled the tight ring, spreading the slickness, pressing lightly without entering yet.

“Relax,” she murmured, voice velvet command. “This is training. Your body is learning to open for me. Every rung stretches you wider, softer, more obedient.”

She pressed one finger inside.

Jesper gasped. The intrusion was cold, slick, invasive. His smooth hole clenched hard around the single digit, but Eris pushed deeper, curling slowly until she found the small, sensitive gland inside.

His caged cock jerked violently. A thick rope of precum spurted from the slotted tip, splattering across the maid apron.

“There it is,” Eris purred. “Your sissy spot. Already leaking like a faucet when I touch it.”

She added a second finger, scissoring gently, stretching the tight muscle. Jesper moaned - high, broken, feminine through his smeared red lips. His stockinged heels dug into the sheets. The handcuffs rattled as he pulled uselessly.

Eris worked him open with slow, clinical precision. In and out. Twisting. Pressing firmly against his prostate until his hips bucked and more precum flowed in an almost constant dribble. His painted face contorted in overwhelming sensation - pleasure and shame twisting together.

When she judged him ready, she withdrew her fingers and picked up the dildo.

“Eyes on me, sissy. Watch it go in.”

She pressed the thick, lubed head against his glistening hole. The pressure built. Jesper’s breath came in short, panicked pants. The head popped past the tight ring with a wet sound.

He cried out. The stretch burned. His hole fluttered wildly around the invading silicone, trying to push it out and pull it deeper at the same time.

Eris didn’t rush. She fed him the dildo inch by slow inch, rotating it slightly, letting his body adjust to the girth. Every vein on the toy dragged against his inner walls. When the curved tip finally pressed firmly against his prostate, Jesper’s entire body arched off the pillows.

A guttural moan tore from his throat.

The steel cage bounced between his legs, his trapped cock straining desperately inside the tube. Precum poured out in thick, helpless streams, soaking the satin skirt and dripping down his smooth balls.

Eris began to fuck him with the dildo - long, deliberate strokes that pulled almost all the way out before sliding back in to grind against his prostate. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room. Schlick. Schlick. Schlick.

Jesper’s painted mouth hung open. His smoky eyes rolled back. The maid uniform rustled with every thrust. His stockinged legs trembled violently.

“Feel that?” Eris’s voice was thick with arousal. “Your body is opening so nicely. Taking cock like it was made for it. That arrogant athlete is gone. Only a leaking sissy hole remains.”

She angled the toy to hit his prostate harder, faster. Jesper’s moans turned into desperate, broken whimpers. His caged cock twitched and leaked in rhythm with every thrust. The pressure built unbearably inside him - no release, just endless prostate milking that left him shaking and sobbing with need.

Eris edged him relentlessly with the dildo for long minutes. Bringing him right to the edge of a hands-free orgasm, then slowing, then speeding up again. His hole clenched and fluttered around the thick silicone, greedy now, sucking it deeper.

Finally, she pulled the dildo out with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping slightly, shiny with lube.

Jesper whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

“Not yet,” Eris said. She picked up the stainless steel plug. It was smaller than the dildo but heavier, colder. The pink heart jewel winked in the low light.

She coated it generously with fresh lube, then pressed the tapered tip against his loosened entrance.

“Take a deep breath, maid.”

Jesper obeyed, chest heaving in the frilled bodice.

The plug slid in slowly. The widest part stretched him wider than the dildo had, forcing his hole to open around the cold metal. Then - pop - the base settled flush. The heavy steel filled him completely, pressing firmly against his prostate. The pink heart nestled between his smooth ass cheeks like a humiliating jewel.

Eris gave the base a gentle tug, then a firm push, seating it deep.

Jesper moaned long and low. The fullness was overwhelming. Every tiny movement shifted the plug, grinding it against his sensitive gland. His caged cock gave one final, violent spurt of precum that splattered across his own chest.

Eris removed her gloves with a snap. She leaned down and kissed his smeared lips softly, tasting herself and his desperation.

“Beautiful. Locked and plugged. Your ass belongs to me now.”

She left the handcuffs on, the plug firmly seated, the maid uniform still disheveled around his trembling body.

Tomorrow she fucks him properly while she comes.

Jesper lay there, wrists cuffed, hole stretched and filled with unyielding steel, painted face flushed and ruined, cock leaking helplessly in its cage.

The plug shifted with every ragged breath.

And his body - once so arrogant and dominant - had begun to crave the next invasion with a deep, twitching hunger he could no longer deny.


Chapter 10: Pegged By Mistress

The steel plug still nestled deep inside him.

Jesper remained on all fours in the center of Eris’s bed, the frilly black maid uniform bunched around his waist like a discarded trophy. The short satin skirt had been flipped up and pinned high, exposing his smooth ass and the pink heart jewel of the plug winking between his cheeks. His long raven wig hung in messy strands around his face, heavy makeup smeared - smoky eyeshadow streaked, glossy red lips swollen and shiny with dried juices. Stockings torn at the knees from earlier struggling. The steel chastity cage swung heavily between his spread thighs, the slotted tip dripping a constant thin string of precum onto the silk sheets.

His wrists were still cuffed, but Eris had released them from the headboard only to re-cuff them together in front of him, forcing his shoulders down and his plugged ass high in the air.

Eris stood behind him, magnificent and terrifying.

She wore a thick black leather harness strapped tight around her hips and thighs. The massive strap-on dildo jutted forward - longer and thicker than the training toy, veined, realistic, with a pronounced head and a slight upward curve. The base of the dildo pressed firmly against her clit through a special vibrating pad built into the harness. Her porcelain skin glowed with sweat and arousal, emerald eyes blazing with raw sexual hunger. Full breasts heaved with every breath.

She had removed the steel plug with a slow, wet pop moments ago, leaving Jesper’s hole slightly gaping, shiny with lube, and twitching with need.

“Arch your back deeper, sissy,” she commanded, voice low and velvet-rough. “Present that hole like the desperate maid you are.”

Jesper obeyed. His broad shoulders dropped lower, ass lifting higher. The maid skirt rustled. His painted face pressed into the sheets, glossy lips parted in a whimper. The position made his caged cock hang down, leaking freely.

Eris poured fresh lube over the massive strap-on, stroking it slowly with one hand while her other palm caressed his smooth ass cheek. She spread him open with her thumbs, admiring the pink, loosened pucker.

“First real fucking,” she murmured. “No gentle training this time. I’m going to ruin you while I come on this harness. Your body is going to learn exactly who owns it.”

She pressed the thick head against his hole.

Jesper tensed. A broken sound escaped his smeared lips.

Eris didn’t hesitate.

She thrust forward in one powerful, savage stroke.

The massive dildo speared deep into his ass, stretching him brutally wide. Jesper cried out - raw, high, feminine - his entire body jerking forward against the cuffs. The veined shaft dragged against his inner walls, the curved head slamming directly into his prostate with devastating force.

Pain and pleasure exploded together.

His caged cock surged violently inside the steel tube, spitting a thick rope of precum onto the sheets. His hole clenched hard around the invading cock, fluttering wildly.

Eris groaned in pure ecstasy. The base of the dildo ground against her clit with every thrust, the vibrating pad already humming low against her swollen pussy.

She pulled back almost to the tip, then slammed in again. Harder. Deeper.

The wet, obscene sound of lube and flesh filled the room - skin slapping skin, the maid uniform rustling, Jesper’s muffled cries growing louder with every savage stroke.

Eris set a brutal rhythm. Long, punishing thrusts that bottomed out each time, her hips slapping against his smooth ass cheeks. The harness creaked. Her breasts bounced with the force of her movements. Every plunge ground the vibrating base against her clit, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

“Take it,” she growled, voice breaking with arousal. “Take every inch like the sissy pansy you were born to be. Feel how deep I am? That’s my cock owning your guts now.”

Jesper’s mind fractured.

Each thrust hammered his prostate mercilessly. The pressure built unbearably inside him - no release possible, just endless prostate milking that made his caged cock leak in thick, helpless streams. His painted face was buried in the sheets, mascara running, lips babbling broken pleas and moans.

“Yes… Mistress… fuck… too big… please…”

But his hips pushed back to meet her thrusts. His hole sucked greedily at the thick dildo, opening wider with every savage stroke. The former arrogant athlete was gone - only a trembling, made-up maid remained, ass raised high, getting fucked raw on all fours.

Eris’s pace quickened. She gripped his hips hard, nails digging into smooth skin, using the leverage to pound him even deeper. The vibrating pad on the harness buzzed louder against her clit. Her moans grew sharper, more desperate.

“I’m going to come while I’m buried inside you,” she gasped. “Feel me use your hole to get off. Your only purpose now.”

She slammed in particularly hard, grinding the base in tight circles against her clit while the dildo rearranged his insides.

Jesper screamed into the sheets. His entire body convulsed. The prostate pounding pushed him right to the razor edge of a ruined orgasm - his caged cock pulsing wildly, balls tight and aching, but nothing came out except more endless precum.

Eris came first.

Hard.

Her back arched, thighs trembling violently. A guttural, triumphant cry tore from her throat as the orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched and flooded, juices running down her thighs. The harness vibrated against her clit, prolonging the climax until she was shaking, hips jerking erratically, driving the strap-on even deeper into Jesper’s spasming hole.

She rode the orgasm on his ass, grinding and thrusting through every wave, using his body as her personal fucktoy.

When the peak finally subsided, she didn’t stop.

She kept fucking him through the aftershocks - slower now, but still deep and possessive - milking every last tremor from her own body while Jesper whimpered and leaked beneath her.

Only when she was completely spent did she pull out.

The thick dildo slid free with a wet, obscene pop, leaving Jesper’s hole gaping wide, red and shiny, twitching helplessly in the cool air. A thin trail of lube leaked from the stretched opening.

Jesper collapsed forward onto his chest, ass still raised, body trembling uncontrollably. The maid uniform was a wreck. His caged cock hung dripping and denied. Tears of overwhelming sensation streaked his ruined makeup.

Eris unbuckled the harness slowly, her body glowing with satisfaction. She leaned down and kissed the small of his back, right above the frilled skirt.

“Such a good fuckhole,” she whispered, voice husky. “You took it so well. Your ass was made for this.”

She left him there for a moment - cuffed, plugged no longer, but forever changed - hole pulsing with the memory of her cock.

Then she straightened, emerald eyes still dark with promise.

“The vibrating egg arrives tomorrow. He wears it to the board meeting.”

Jesper’s stretched hole clenched at her words. A fresh spurt of precum dripped from the steel cage onto the ruined sheets.

His body - once so proud and untouchable - now trembled in full sissy submission, already dreading and craving whatever cruel new torment the next rung would bring.


Chapter 11: Vibrating In Public

The black town car idled outside the glass tower.

Jesper stepped out onto the sidewalk in his usual conservative charcoal suit - tailored to perfection, crisp white shirt, blood-red tie, expensive leather shoes. On the surface, the cocky 28-year-old ad executive looked exactly as he always had: broad-shouldered, square-jawed, arrogant swagger intact.

Beneath the armor, he was already breaking.

Delicate black lace panties hugged his smooth, hairless skin. The steel chastity cage locked tight around his cock, the curved tube forcing it downward in a constant state of frustrated denial. A thick stainless steel plug with its pink heart jewel stretched his ass, pressing relentlessly against his prostate. Over the plug sat a smooth, egg-shaped vibrator - remote-controlled, already nestled deep beside the metal, its wire-thin antenna discreetly taped to his inner thigh.

Full makeup had been applied that morning: light foundation to soften his jaw, subtle smoky eyes, a touch of blush, and a clear gloss on his lips that made them look permanently swollen. The long raven wig was gone, replaced by his own short hair carefully styled to hide any trace. But the feminine underthings remained - stockings clipped to a lacy garter belt hidden beneath the trousers, the maid heels swapped for dress shoes that still pinched from yesterday’s training.

Eris sat in the back seat, legs crossed, emerald eyes gleaming with dark amusement. She wore a razor-sharp emerald sheath dress that matched her eyes. In her manicured hand rested a small black remote, thumb hovering over the dial.

“Boardroom. Third floor. Try not to leak through your suit, sissy.”

Jesper’s pulse hammered. His caged cock twitched inside the steel, already leaking. The plug shifted with every step as he walked into the lobby, the egg pressing firmly against his sensitive walls.

The elevator ride felt eternal. Two junior executives chatted beside him. Jesper forced his face into the familiar arrogant mask, nodding curtly. Inside, his smooth ass clenched around the invading toys.

He entered the boardroom at 9:57 a.m.

Twelve investors and senior partners already seated around the long mahogany table. Slides projected on the screen. Coffee steaming. Jesper took his usual seat at the head, opposite the large windows. His broad shoulders filled the leather chair. He opened his laptop with steady hands that only he knew were trembling.

Eris had taken a seat at the far end of the table - invited as a “consultant” on the Andersen account. She looked immaculate. Calm. Her emerald eyes locked onto his the moment he sat down.

The meeting began.

Jesper launched into his presentation, voice deep and confident. Market projections. Q3 deliverables. Growth metrics. The room listened attentively.

Then Eris’s thumb moved.

The egg buzzed to life on the lowest setting.

A deep, throbbing vibration surged through Jesper’s plugged ass, grinding directly against his prostate. His sentence faltered for half a second. He gripped the edge of the table, knuckles whitening beneath the polished wood.

“ - which positions us for a twelve percent increase in - ”

The vibration intensified. Medium now. Pulsing in slow, rolling waves.

Jesper’s caged cock surged painfully inside the steel tube. A thick bead of precum forced its way out, soaking into the lace panties. The plug amplified every buzz, turning his hole into a live wire of relentless prostate torment.

He shifted in his chair. The short, silent movement made the toys shift deeper. His voice cracked slightly on the next slide.

One of the investors frowned. “Everything alright, Voss?”

“Fine,” Jesper rasped. “Just… tight schedule.”

Eris smiled faintly across the table. Her thumb dialed higher.

The egg switched to a rapid, fluttering pattern. Intense. Unrelenting.

Jesper’s thighs clenched under the table. His smooth, hairless balls drew up tight against the steel ring. The constant vibration milked his prostate mercilessly, forcing steady leaks from his denied cock. The front of his lace panties grew soaked. A dark, wet spot began to form on the inside of his suit trousers, hidden only by the table.

Sweat beaded on his forehead. His square jaw tightened so hard it ached. Every time he tried to focus on the numbers on the screen, another wave hit - stronger, deeper - making his hole flutter and clench around the plug and egg in desperate, humiliating rhythm.

He was speaking about quarterly forecasts when the pattern changed again. Long, powerful buzzes that held for ten full seconds before cutting off, only to restart stronger.

Jesper’s hips jerked involuntarily. His voice rose an octave for a single word before he caught it.

“ - projected… revenue…”

Across the table, Eris watched him with visible pleasure. Her porcelain cheeks carried a faint flush. She crossed and uncrossed her legs slowly, the remote hidden in her lap. Every time Jesper’s eyes met hers, she increased the intensity.

He was leaking heavily now. The steel cage felt flooded. The wet lace clung obscenely to his trapped cock and balls. The plug pressed the vibrating egg harder against his prostate with every tiny shift in his seat. His asshole spasmed continuously, sucking at the toys, begging for more even as the torment drove him insane.

Halfway through the meeting, during questions, the vibration went to maximum.

A brutal, constant hum that drilled straight into his core.

Jesper’s hands gripped the table so hard the wood creaked. His broad chest heaved under the crisp shirt. A low, barely audible whimper escaped his throat before he turned it into a cough.

One partner asked about risk factors.

Jesper opened his mouth to answer.

The egg pulsed in sharp, staccato bursts - exactly in time with his attempted words.

He stammered. “The… the primary risk is… ah… market… volatility - ”

His cock throbbed violently inside the cage. Another heavy spurt of precum soaked through the lace and began to seep into the wool of his trousers. The wet spot grew. He could feel the warmth spreading against his inner thigh.

Eris dialed it back to a teasing flutter, then ramped it up again without mercy.

Jesper’s vision blurred. His painted-under makeup face stayed composed by sheer willpower, but inside he was shattering. The former dominant executive reduced to a leaking, plugged, vibrating mess in the middle of a high-stakes investor meeting.

Every eye in the room was on him, yet none saw the truth: the delicate lingerie, the steel cage, the toys stretching and tormenting his smooth ass while he tried to close an eight-figure deal.

Eris came quietly in her chair.

Her emerald eyes fluttered half-closed for a brief moment. Her thighs pressed together tightly. A soft, satisfied sigh escaped her lips as she rode the discreet orgasm, her pleasure fueled entirely by Jesper’s public torment.

She finally lowered the remote to the lowest setting as the meeting wrapped.

Jesper finished his closing remarks in a hoarse, strained voice. His suit felt too tight. His underwear was ruined. His hole burned and fluttered around the still-vibrating egg and unyielding plug. His caged cock ached with hours of unrelieved edging.

The investors filed out, clapping him on the shoulder, congratulating the “strong presentation.”

Only Eris remained, standing beside him as the door clicked shut.

She leaned close, lips brushing his ear while her hand discreetly cupped the wet bulge in his trousers.

“Such a good leaking girl in front of all those powerful men,” she whispered. “They have no idea their top executive is dripping in lace and steel.”

Jesper shuddered violently, another helpless spurt soaking his pants.

Eris slipped the remote into her purse and straightened.

“She will spread him wider tomorrow. The bar arrives at noon.”

Jesper stood frozen in the empty boardroom, conservative suit hiding the soaked lingerie, the plugged and vibrating ass, the trembling sissy beneath the arrogant exterior.

His hole clenched hard around the toys.

And the thought of tomorrow’s next rung sent another shameful twitch through his denied, leaking cock.


Chapter 12: Bar Spread Wide

The spreader bar lay waiting on the bedroom floor like a sentence.

Jesper stood naked in the center of Eris’s bedroom, the only remnants of his masculine shell being the heavy steel chastity cage locked around his traitorously leaking cock and the remnants of yesterday’s makeup - smudged smoky eyes, faded blush on his cheeks, and glossy lips still swollen from public torment. His smooth, hairless body gleamed under the low lights, broad shoulders tense, powerful thighs trembling slightly. The vibrating egg and plug had been removed hours earlier, leaving his hole empty but still twitching with phantom fullness.

Eris circled him slowly, completely naked, her porcelain skin flushed with anticipation. Raven hair loose for once, cascading down her back. Emerald eyes dark with hunger. In her hands she held the spreader bar - cold stainless steel, nearly a meter long, with heavy leather cuffs at each end and a central ring for additional restraints.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered softly.

Jesper obeyed. His wrists were quickly cuffed together with the same steel handcuffs from earlier nights. The position forced his chest out, making his smooth pecs stand proud, nipples already tight.

“Step into the bar.”

He spread his legs. Eris knelt gracefully and locked the thick leather cuffs around his ankles, buckling them tight. The bar clicked into place with two metallic snaps, forcing his feet almost shoulder-width apart. His smooth, muscular thighs strained, ass and caged cock now completely exposed and vulnerable.

Eris stood, admiring her work. Jesper’s tall, athletic frame was locked open - ankles immobilized, wrists pinned behind him, balance precarious. The steel cage hung heavy between his spread thighs, the slotted tip already glistening with fresh precum.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “My strong sissy, spread wide and helpless. No hiding that leaking little clit now.”

She guided him backward until the backs of his knees hit the edge of the bed. With firm hands she pushed him down onto his back, the spreader bar keeping his legs splayed obscenely. His caged cock pointed upward, twitching. His smooth hole winked in the cool air, still slightly puffy from yesterday’s public vibrations.

Eris climbed onto the bed, straddling his chest first. She slid forward until her soaked pussy hovered directly over his painted mouth.

“Time to earn your keep, maid. Lick me while I milk that prostate dry.”

Jesper’s glossy lips parted. Eris lowered herself onto his face, grinding her wet folds against his mouth and nose. He extended his tongue immediately, lapping desperately at her slick entrance, circling her swollen clit, plunging inside whenever she allowed.

Eris moaned softly, rolling her hips in slow, possessive circles. Her juices quickly coated his chin and cheeks, smearing what remained of his makeup further.

Meanwhile, her hand reached between his spread thighs.

She wrapped her fingers around the steel cage, squeezing the heavy tube. Then she slid lower, cupping his smooth balls, tugging them gently downward. Two fingers, slick with her own arousal, pressed against his exposed hole.

Jesper whimpered into her pussy. The sound vibrated against her clit, making her gasp with pleasure.

She pushed both fingers inside him without warning - deep, curling immediately to find his prostate. The gland was swollen and sensitive from days of relentless training. The moment she pressed firmly against it, Jesper’s entire body jerked against the spreader bar. His caged cock surged, spitting a thick rope of precum across his own smooth stomach.

“That’s it,” Eris purred, voice breathy. “Feel me milking you. Every drop belongs to me now.”

She began a ruthless rhythm - fingers thrusting in and out, curling hard against his prostate on every stroke while her hips rode his face faster. The wet sounds of her pussy grinding on his tongue mixed with the obscene squelch of her fingers fucking his ass.

Jesper’s moans grew louder, muffled against her dripping cunt. His spread legs trembled violently in the leather cuffs. The bar kept him perfectly open, giving Eris total access. Every press against his prostate forced more precum to pour from the steel cage in long, helpless strands. His balls tightened, aching with denied need.

Eris leaned forward slightly, changing the angle so her fingers could drive even deeper. She fucked his hole with clinical precision - fast, then slow, then grinding hard circles directly on the swollen gland. At the same time she rode his face harder, smearing her arousal across his smeared makeup, using his nose to stimulate her clit.

“Such a good leaking whore,” she gasped. “Spread wide for Mistress. Your hole is sucking my fingers like it wants to be fucked forever. Look at that cage dripping. Pathetic. Perfect.”

Jesper’s hips bucked as much as the spreader bar allowed. His tongue worked frantically - long licks along her slit, sucking her clit between his glossy lips, swallowing every drop of her wetness. His vision blurred with tears of overwhelming sensation. The prostate milking was relentless, pushing him right to the edge of a hands-free orgasm again and again, only for Eris to ease off at the last second, leaving him whimpering and leaking even more.

Eris’s breathing grew ragged. Her thighs trembled around his head. She ground down harder, chasing her pleasure while her fingers never stopped tormenting his prostate.

“I’m going to come all over your pretty face,” she moaned. “While I drain those denied balls through your sissy spot.”

She slammed her fingers deep one final time, pressing and rubbing furiously against his prostate.

Jesper screamed into her pussy. His caged cock pulsed wildly. A massive spurt of clear fluid erupted from the slotted tip - prostate milk, not a full orgasm - splattering across his chest and the steel cage in thick, humiliating ropes. Wave after wave followed as she milked him dry, his body convulsing against the spreader bar, ankles locked wide, wrists pinned.

The sight and sensation pushed Eris over the edge.

She came hard, flooding his mouth with fresh wetness. Her hips jerked erratically, grinding her clit against his tongue as powerful spasms ripped through her. A long, throaty cry of triumph escaped her lips while she rode his face through every pulsing wave.

When the orgasm finally ebbed, she stayed seated on his face for a long moment, letting him clean her with gentle, exhausted licks. Her fingers slowly withdrew from his twitching hole with a wet pop, leaving it red, swollen, and gaping slightly.

Eris slid off him, breathing hard, body glowing with satisfaction. She looked down at the wreck she had made - Jesper spread wide by the bar, chest and cage covered in his own prostate milk, face ruined with her cum and smeared makeup, smooth body trembling uncontrollably.

She leaned down and kissed his glossy, cum-smeared lips softly.

“Such a perfect denied sissy. Milked and used while completely helpless.”

Eris stood, stretching languidly. She left the spreader bar locked in place, his legs still forced apart, hole still twitching from the ruthless fingering.

Her emerald eyes flicked to the corner of the room where a slender, polished wooden cane leaned against the wall.

“The cane waits. Pain and praise in equal measure.”

Jesper’s spent, leaking body shuddered at her words. His spread hole clenched around nothing. The steel cage gave one final, exhausted twitch.

And deep in his fractured mind, the sissy began to crave the next burning lesson.


Chapter 13: Cane And Praise

The punishment bench waited in the center of the room like an altar.

Low, padded, angled perfectly. Black leather gleaming under the soft lights. Wrist and ankle cuffs already attached at the four corners. Jesper stood before it, naked except for the heavy steel chastity cage locked around his leaking cock and the faint remnants of yesterday’s smeared makeup - blush faded to a soft pink glow on his cheeks, glossy lips still slightly swollen.

His smooth, hairless body carried the marks of previous use: faint red lines from the spreader bar straps on his ankles, a light flush across his ass from the brutal pegging, and the constant, angry bulge of the steel cage between his powerful thighs. The former athlete’s broad shoulders rose and fell with shallow, nervous breaths.

Eris approached from behind, the slender rattan cane resting lightly across her open palm. She wore nothing but a sheer black robe that hung open, revealing the porcelain curves of her breasts and the dark wet sheen between her thighs. Raven hair loose and wild. Emerald eyes burned with cruel tenderness.

“Bend over the bench, sissy.”

Jesper’s square jaw tightened, but his body obeyed before his pride could protest. He draped himself over the padded leather, chest pressing down, ass raised high. The position spread his cheeks naturally, exposing the smooth, still-puffy hole that had been trained so relentlessly. His caged cock hung down between the bench legs, already dripping a thin string of precum onto the floor.

Eris secured him quickly. Thick leather cuffs locked around his wrists and ankles, pulling his limbs slightly apart so he was stretched and immobile. The bench angled his ass perfectly upward - vulnerable, presented, unable to clench or hide.

She ran one cool hand over the firm globes of his ass, squeezing possessively.

“Such a pretty canvas already,” she murmured. “Marked from my cock, my fingers, my toys. Today we add stripes. And then I’ll praise my good girl while she cries.”

The first stroke came without warning.

The cane whistled through the air and cracked across both cheeks with a sharp, vicious snap.

Jesper jerked hard against the cuffs. A raw, guttural cry tore from his throat. Fire exploded across his smooth skin - bright red lines blooming instantly in perfect parallel welts.

“One,” Eris counted calmly. “For every arrogant boardroom lie you ever told.”

She waited only a few seconds before the second stroke landed, slightly lower, crossing the first.

Crack.

Jesper’s hips bucked. His caged cock jerked violently, spitting a thick bead of precum onto the floor. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

“Two. For every woman you cheated on while pretending to be a real man.”

Crack. Crack. Crack.

Three more strokes in quick succession, each one harder than the last. The cane left vivid red stripes across his ass and upper thighs. The pain was sharp, burning, radiating deep into muscle. Jesper’s broad back arched, wrists straining against the leather. Broken whimpers escaped his lips between gasps.

“Six. For hiding that desperate little sissy inside you for so long.”

His ass was on fire now - bright red lattice of welts crisscrossing the smooth skin. Every tiny shift made the stripes throb hotter. His hole twitched visibly, clenching and relaxing in time with the burning pain. The steel cage leaked steadily, a growing puddle forming beneath him.

Eris paused, letting him feel every welt. She traced the fresh marks with her fingertips, pressing lightly into the hottest lines until Jesper hissed and whimpered.

“Look at you,” she whispered, voice dripping with degrading praise. “Bent over like a proper punishment slut. That strong, athletic ass striped red for Mistress. Your little locked clit is dripping so much. Does the pain make you leak, baby? Does it make your greedy hole wink for more?”

She delivered four more strokes - harder, lower, catching the sensitive crease where ass met thigh.

Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack.

Jesper screamed. Actual screams that echoed off the walls. Tears spilled down his flushed cheeks, smearing the last traces of makeup. His powerful body shook violently in the restraints. The cane left deep, angry welts that would bruise beautifully by morning.

“Ten,” Eris said softly. “For signing your life away so eagerly. For becoming my pretty pansy so quickly.”

She set the cane aside and stepped close. Her bare breasts pressed against his striped, burning ass as she leaned over him. One hand slid between his spread legs, cupping the heavy steel cage. She stroked the slick tube gently, almost tenderly, while her other hand caressed the blazing welts.

“Shhh, good girl,” she cooed, voice soft and intimate. “Such a brave little sissy. Taking the cane so beautifully for Mistress. Look how red and marked you are. So pretty. So owned. Your hole is fluttering like it wants to be fucked again already.”

Jesper sobbed quietly, body trembling. The pain throbbed deep, but her gentle stroking of the cage and the tender words sent confusing waves of warmth through his chest. His caged cock pulsed in her hand, leaking fresh precum over her fingers.

Eris continued the degrading praise while she soothed the welts with light touches.

“My perfect denied whore. Bent over and striped because you’re too weak to resist pretty panties and steel. Too slutty to stop leaking when I hurt you. That arrogant executive is gone. Only my crying, dripping maid remains. And she’s so, so good for me.”

She kissed the hottest welt softly, her tongue tracing one angry red line. Jesper whimpered at the gentle contact on the burning skin.

Her hand never stopped stroking the cage - slow, possessive pulls that kept him on the edge without mercy. Every time his breathing steadied, she pressed a finger against one of the worst welts, making him hiss and leak harder.

“You’re going to wear these marks under your suits from now on,” she whispered against his ear. “Every time you sit in a meeting, you’ll feel them. Remember who owns this ass. Who makes it burn and drip. My beautiful, broken sissy pansy.”

Jesper’s sobs quieted into soft, shuddering whimpers. The pain and the praise twisted together into something addictive. His striped ass throbbed. His hole clenched rhythmically. The steel cage felt unbearably tight.

Eris finally released the cage and straightened. She ran both hands over his marked cheeks one last time, squeezing the welts until fresh tears leaked from his eyes.

“Such a good girl,” she repeated tenderly. “My favorite toy.”

She left him bent over the bench, wrists and ankles still locked, ass blazing with vivid cane stripes, cage dripping onto the floor.

Her emerald eyes flicked to the small velvet box waiting on the side table - containing two cruel, adjustable nipple clamps with delicate silver chains.

“Tomorrow he serves her with clamps biting his nipples.”

Jesper’s striped ass clenched hard at her words. A final thick spurt of precum fell from the steel cage.

The pain still burned.

The praise still echoed.

And the sissy inside him ached for whatever cruel tenderness came next.


Chapter 14: Clamped For Her

The velvet box clicked open with a soft, ominous sound.

Jesper knelt naked in the center of Eris’s bedroom, knees spread wide on the hardwood floor, steel chastity cage heavy and slick between his smooth thighs. His broad, athletic body still carried the vivid lattice of cane welts across his ass and upper thighs - angry red stripes that throbbed with every tiny shift. The remnants of yesterday’s makeup had been refreshed: soft smoky eyes, flushed cheeks, and glossy cock-sucking red lips that shone wetly under the low lights. His short hair was tousled from earlier struggling, but the feminine flush on his face told the real story.

His nipples already ached in anticipation.

They stood out tight and sensitive on his smooth chest, pebbled from the cool air and the memory of every degrading session. Jesper’s square jaw was clenched, but his breathing came in shallow, trembling bursts.

Eris stood before him, completely naked, porcelain skin glowing. Her raven hair fell loose around her shoulders. In one hand she held the pair of adjustable silver nipple clamps - small, vicious alligator teeth with delicate dangling chains and weighted teardrop pendants. In the other, a thin silver chain that would connect them.

“Chest out, sissy,” she commanded softly. “Offer those pretty nipples to Mistress.”

Jesper arched his back, pushing his pecs forward. The movement made the cane welts pull and burn. His caged cock twitched hard, leaking a fresh bead of precum that stretched downward in a thin string.

Eris leaned down. She took one sensitive nipple between her thumb and forefinger, rolling it slowly, pinching until Jesper hissed through his glossy lips. Then she opened the first clamp.

The cold metal teeth bit down.

Sharp, immediate pain flared through his chest. Jesper gasped, body jerking. The clamp gripped tight, teeth digging into the tender bud. Eris tightened the screw just enough to make it hurt without drawing blood, then let the weighted pendant swing freely. The pull was constant, tugging downward.

She repeated the process on the second nipple.

Both clamps now bit cruelly into his chest. The silver chains swayed with every breath, the weights adding a relentless, aching drag. Jesper’s painted mouth fell open in a silent whimper. The pain radiated outward, sharp and burning, mixing with the deep throb of his striped ass.

“Beautiful,” Eris breathed, stepping back to admire. “My big strong brother-in-law with pretty red nipples clamped and aching. Look how they’re already swelling around the teeth. So sensitive now.”

She sat on the edge of the low leather ottoman, legs spread wide. Her pussy glistened, swollen and wet with arousal. The scent of her filled the room.

“Crawl to me. On your knees. Keep that chest pushed out so the clamps stay tight.”

Jesper shuffled forward awkwardly, the spread of his knees making the heavy cage swing and tug. Every movement sent fresh jolts through his clamped nipples. The weights swung and pulled, stretching the tender buds. His caged cock leaked steadily, leaving a shiny trail on the floor.

He reached her and lowered his face between her thighs without being told.

Eris tangled her fingers in his hair and pulled him in.

“Lick, sissy. Slow and deep. You’re going to make me come until I’m satisfied. The clamps stay on the entire time.”

Jesper extended his glossy red tongue and began to worship.

He started with long, reverent strokes along her slick folds, tasting her arousal, circling her clit with careful devotion. The pain in his nipples sharpened with every forward lean, the weights tugging harder as he worked. His broad shoulders flexed, cane-striped ass flexing behind him.

Eris moaned softly, guiding his head with firm pressure.

“That’s my good girl. Use that pretty mouth. Feel the bite on your nipples while you serve? Every lick pulls on them. Makes them ache so nicely for Mistress.”

She rolled her hips slowly against his face, grinding her wet pussy over his lips and tongue. Jesper sucked her clit gently between his glossy lips, flicking it with the tip of his tongue exactly the way she liked.

The first orgasm built quickly.

Eris’s thighs tightened around his head. Her breathing sharpened. She held him firmly in place as the climax crashed over her.

Her pussy flooded his mouth. Jesper swallowed desperately, tongue never stopping. The clamps bit harder as his chest heaved with the effort. Fresh tears of pain and submission pricked at his eyes, but he kept licking through her spasms, drawing out every wave until she sighed in satisfaction.

“Good girl,” she praised, voice husky. “One.”

She didn’t let him rest.

Within moments she was grinding again, chasing the second.

Jesper’s nipples throbbed mercilessly. The constant pull and bite made his chest feel like it was on fire, yet every jolt of pain sent another surge of precum dripping from his steel cage. His tongue worked faster, more desperately - plunging inside her, sucking her clit, flattening broad strokes across her entire pussy.

Eris came harder the second time.

Her hips bucked against his face. A low, throaty moan filled the room as she flooded him again. Juices ran down his chin, smearing his makeup, dripping onto his clamped chest. The weights on the chains swung wildly with the motion, yanking painfully on his swollen nipples.

“Two,” she gasped, still trembling. “Such a talented little cunt-licker. My clamped sissy maid making Mistress come so easily.”

She kept him there.

Third orgasm.

Fourth.

Each one more intense than the last. Jesper’s face was a glistening mess - lips swollen, chin and cheeks soaked, eyes glassy with pain and overwhelming submission. His clamped nipples had turned a deep, angry red around the metal teeth, swollen and hypersensitive. Every tiny movement of his head sent fresh agony through his chest, yet he never stopped licking. Never slowed.

By the fifth orgasm, Eris was riding his face with abandon, thighs clamped around his ears, using his tongue like a toy while she chased her pleasure.

Jesper’s caged cock was a dripping wreck. Long strings of precum hung from the slotted tip, pooling on the floor beneath him. His hole twitched in time with the pain in his nipples. The cane welts burned hotter with every shift of his striped ass.

When the fifth climax finally tore through her, Eris cried out sharply, grinding down hard, smothering him completely as she shook and flooded his mouth one final time.

She stayed seated on his face for a long moment afterward, letting him gently clean her with soft, exhausted licks while she caught her breath.

Finally, she lifted off him.

Jesper remained on his knees, chest heaving, clamped nipples throbbing viciously, face destroyed with her cum and ruined makeup. His steel cage glistened with layers of his own desperate leakage.

Eris reached down and gently removed the clamps.

The blood rushed back into his abused nipples in a searing wave. Jesper cried out sharply, body jerking as fresh pain flared hot and bright. Eris caught him, pulling his face against her soft stomach, stroking his hair tenderly while he whimpered through the intense sensation.

“Shhh, my perfect girl,” she whispered. “You did so well. Suffered so beautifully for Mistress. Those nipples are going to stay sensitive for days now. Every shirt you wear will remind you who they belong to.”

She kissed the top of his head, then tilted his chin up so she could look into his glassy, submissive eyes.

“The outside world will see the new Jesper this weekend.”

Jesper’s breath caught. His clamped-red nipples throbbed in time with his racing heart. The steel cage gave one final, helpless twitch between his spread knees.

And deep beneath the pain and the overwhelming submission, something inside him twitched with dark, shameful excitement at the thought of being paraded as her creation.


Chapter 15: Shown In Public

The private elevator hummed upward through the glass tower.

Jesper - no, the person staring back from the mirrored walls - was no longer recognizable as the cocky ad executive who once dominated this building.

Eris had spent three meticulous hours transforming him.

Full makeup: flawless porcelain foundation that erased every trace of stubble and masculine angles, contoured cheeks, dramatic smoky eyes with long false lashes, perfectly arched brows, and plump, cock-sucking lips painted a deep, glossy crimson. The raven wig cascaded in soft waves past his shoulders, framing the feminine face with luxurious shine.

Beneath it all: delicate black lace lingerie - bra that created subtle cleavage from his smoothed chest, garter belt, sheer stockings, and the ever-present steel chastity cage locked tight, its curved tube tucked back between his smooth thighs so the front of the dress would lie flat.

The dress itself was a masterpiece of humiliation and elegance: tight black satin that hugged every curve of his athletic body, plunging neckline that showed the faint red marks still lingering on his nipples, hem stopping mid-thigh to reveal long, stockinged legs. Four-inch black patent stilettos forced his ass to tilt and his hips to sway with every step. A delicate diamond choker circled his throat - temporary, teasing what was to come.

Eris stood beside him in a matching emerald gown that clung to her porcelain curves like liquid sin. Raven hair in its flawless chignon. Emerald eyes drinking in her creation with visible sexual satisfaction.

“You look exquisite, my pretty companion,” she murmured, voice velvet. “No one will see Jesper Voss tonight. Only my elegant sissy date.”

The car door opened at the private entrance of Le Noir, the city’s most exclusive restaurant. Candlelight, crystal, and hushed power conversations filled the air. The maître d’ bowed deeply, eyes flicking over the tall, stunning woman on Eris’s arm without a hint of recognition.

“Madame Eris, your usual table.”

They were led through the dimly lit room. Heads turned. Whispers followed. Jesper’s stilettos clicked loudly on the marble floor. Every step made the tight dress ride up slightly, the garters tug, the steel cage shift against his smooth skin. His plugged ass - still stretched from days of training - clenched around the slim silver plug Eris had inserted before they left. His caged cock leaked steadily into the lace panties, a constant warm wetness that threatened to soak through if he grew any more aroused.

They reached the secluded corner table. Eris sat first, then gestured gracefully for her companion to sit opposite.

Jesper lowered himself carefully. The tight dress stretched across his thighs. The heels forced his knees together in a dainty, feminine pose. He crossed his stockinged legs, the movement sending another tug through the plug and a fresh spurt of precum into the already damp lace.

Eris ordered for both of them - oysters, champagne, delicate courses designed to be eaten slowly. Her foot slid under the table, the toe of her heel tracing up Jesper’s stockinged calf, then higher, pressing lightly against the hidden bulge of the steel cage through the satin dress.

“Smile for the room, darling,” she said softly. “Let them see how happy my beautiful companion is tonight.”

Jesper forced his glossy crimson lips into a soft, demure smile. His heart hammered. Across the restaurant, several powerful men he knew from boardrooms stared openly at the tall, elegant woman beside Eris. None recognized him. The thought made his caged cock throb painfully.

Conversation flowed like silk. Eris spoke of art, travel, business - her voice never rising above velvet command. Jesper answered in the soft, slightly higher tone she had trained him to use, every word carefully feminine. Every time he shifted, the plug pressed deeper. Every time Eris laughed and touched his hand across the table, his nipples - still tender from the clamps - tightened against the lace bra.

Halfway through the main course, Eris’s foot pressed harder against the cage.

The remote in her clutch clicked silently.

The slim plug inside him began to vibrate.

Low at first. Then stronger.

Jesper’s breath hitched. His glossy lips parted slightly. The vibration ground directly against his prostate, milking him relentlessly in the middle of the crowded restaurant. His caged cock surged, leaking heavily now, the front of the lace panties soaked through. A tiny dark spot threatened to appear on the tight satin of the dress if he wasn’t careful.

“Steady, my pretty girl,” Eris whispered, eyes sparkling with cruel delight. “You will not make a scene. You will sit here, leaking and plugged and smiling while the entire room admires how perfectly feminized you are.”

The vibration increased.

Jesper’s stockinged thighs pressed together under the table. His hands trembled as he lifted the champagne flute to his crimson lips. A soft, involuntary whimper almost escaped before he turned it into a delicate cough.

A nearby table of executives raised their glasses in his direction, toasting the “stunning couple.” Jesper smiled back, lashes fluttering, while the plug buzzed mercilessly against his prostate and his denied cock wept inside its steel prison.

Eris watched every micro-expression - the way his painted cheeks flushed darker, the way his long lashes fluttered, the way his hips made tiny, helpless circles in the chair.

By dessert, the vibration had cycled through three different patterns. Jesper was a trembling mess beneath the elegant facade. His hole clenched rhythmically around the vibrating plug. Precum had soaked the lace completely and begun to dampen the inside of the tight dress. His tender nipples ached against the bra with every breath. The cane welts on his ass burned as he shifted.

Yet he never broke character.

He ate the delicate chocolate mousse with small, feminine bites. He laughed softly at Eris’s stories. He let her feed him a strawberry from her fingers, lips closing around the fruit in an unintentionally obscene display that drew more admiring glances.

When the meal finally ended, Eris signed the check with a flourish and stood.

“Come, darling. Time to go home.”

Jesper rose on shaky heels. The tight dress clung to his body, the damp spot between his thighs hidden only by the low lighting and the way he kept his clutch strategically placed. Every step through the restaurant was pure torment - the plug still vibrating on a low setting, the stilettos forcing his ass to sway, the satin sliding over his stockinged thighs, the constant awareness that powerful men who once feared Jesper Voss were now lusting after the elegant sissy on Eris’s arm.

In the private elevator descending to the car, Eris finally turned off the plug.

She pressed Jesper back against the mirrored wall, her body flush against his. One hand slid under the tight dress, cupping the soaked steel cage through the ruined lace.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered, turning his face toward their reflection.

The mirror showed two stunning women: one dominant and flawless, the other tall, curvaceous, heavily made-up, lips parted in desperate arousal, eyes glassy with submission.

“You are perfect,” Eris breathed, kissing the corner of his crimson mouth. “My beautiful, broken, leaking companion. The world just saw you tonight and never suspected a thing.”

She stepped back as the elevator doors opened.

In the back of the town car, Jesper sat with his stockinged legs pressed tightly together, the tight black dress riding high on his thighs, the plug still seated deep, his caged cock aching and dripping.

Eris rested her hand possessively on his knee.

“One final signature remains. The collar.”

Jesper’s glossy red lips trembled. His painted eyes met hers in the darkened car.

The weekend had shown the outside world the new Jesper.

Now only one document stood between him and total, permanent ownership.


Chapter 16: Collared Sissy

The penthouse was dark except for the low amber glow of candles and the city lights glittering through floor-to-ceiling windows.

Jesper stood in the center of the bedroom, fully dressed in the same tight black satin dress from the restaurant, stilettos still on his feet. The raven wig framed his heavily made-up face - crimson lips glossy and trembling, smoky eyes wide and glassy with desperation. The dress clung to his body like a second skin, damp between his thighs from hours of leaking. The slim silver plug still hummed faintly inside him on its lowest setting. His steel chastity cage ached, the curved tube flooded with precum that had long since soaked through the delicate lace panties and begun to stain the satin.

Cane welts throbbed across his ass. Nipples still tender and swollen from the clamps. Every inch of his smooth, hairless body screamed with weeks of relentless training, denial, and surrender.

Eris stood before him, naked and magnificent. Raven hair loose and wild down her back. Emerald eyes burning with dark, possessive hunger. In her hands she held the final piece: a sleek, permanent collar - thick black leather lined with soft silk, a heavy stainless steel ring at the front, and a small engraved plate that read simply: Property of Eris.

No lock. No key. Once it closed, it would require her tools to ever remove.

She held it up so the candlelight caught the metal ring.

“Sixteen rungs,” she said, voice velvet and steel. “You have crawled through every one. Shaved. Caged. Painted. Fucked. Plugged. Caned. Displayed. And still that greedy little clit leaks for more. Tell me, sissy… do you want the final step?”

Jesper’s glossy lips parted. His knees buckled slightly in the stilettos. The plug buzzed deeper as he shifted. A fresh spurt of precum trickled down his inner thigh.

He dropped to his knees without being told.

The tight dress rode up, exposing the tops of his stockings and the soaked lace. His painted face lifted, eyes shining with tears of overwhelming need.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, voice soft and broken and utterly feminine. “I want it. I need it. Please… collar me. Make me yours completely. I don’t want to be Jesper anymore. I want to be your sissy pansy. Your leaking, denied, obedient toy. Please.”

Eris’s lips curved in slow, sexual triumph. A visible shiver of pleasure ran through her body, her nipples tightening, her thighs glistening.

“Beg properly.”

Jesper leaned forward until his forehead nearly touched the floor, ass raised high in the tight dress, plug still humming inside him.

“I beg you, Mistress Eris. Lock the collar around my throat. Own me forever. Use me. Fuck me. Deny me. Parade me. I surrender everything. My name. My pride. My cock. My future. Please… make me your permanent collared sissy.”

The words poured out of him in a desperate rush. His caged cock throbbed violently. His hole clenched greedily around the vibrating plug. Tears spilled down his made-up cheeks, cutting tracks through the blush.

Eris stepped forward. She fastened the heavy leather collar around his throat with deliberate slowness. The silk lining was cool against his skin. The buckle clicked shut. The steel ring settled heavily at the front of his neck.

It was done.

The weight felt perfect. Permanent. Right.

Jesper moaned softly, a broken, grateful sound. His painted lips brushed the toe of her bare foot in worship.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

Eris’s breathing had grown ragged. She pulled him up by the new collar until he stood on shaky heels, then pushed him backward onto the bed.

“On your back. Dress up. Legs wide.”

He obeyed instantly. The tight satin dress bunched around his waist. Stockinged legs spread obscenely in the stilettos. The soaked lace panties were pulled aside, revealing the dripping steel cage and the base of the silver plug.

Eris climbed between his thighs. She removed the plug with a wet pop, leaving his hole gaping and twitching, desperate to be filled again. Then she strapped on the thick, veined dildo - larger than before, curved perfectly to destroy his prostate.

She slicked it generously with lube and pressed the head against his loosened entrance.

“Eyes on me,” she commanded. “You will come with me tonight. Ruined. Hands-free. While I fuck my collared sissy to pieces.”

She thrust in deep.

Jesper cried out, back arching hard. The thick cock speared straight into his prostate, stretching him wide, claiming him completely. The heavy collar shifted around his throat with every breath.

Eris set a savage rhythm immediately - long, brutal strokes that bottomed out with every thrust, hips slapping against his smooth, striped ass. The base of the strap-on ground against her clit with each plunge.

Jesper’s painted mouth fell open in continuous moans. His stockinged legs wrapped around her waist, heels digging into her back. The steel cage bounced wildly between them, leaking in thick, endless streams across his satin-covered stomach.

“Harder, Mistress,” he gasped, voice high and desperate. “Please… fuck your collared sissy harder. I’m yours. I’m yours. I’m yours - ”

Eris snarled with pleasure and drove into him even deeper, faster. The bed creaked. The collar ring bounced against his throat. Her breasts swayed above him as she pounded his prostate without mercy.

The pressure built unbearably.

Jesper’s entire body began to shake. His caged cock pulsed and strained inside the steel tube. No direct touch - only the relentless hammering against his prostate and the weight of the permanent collar around his neck.

Eris’s thrusts grew erratic. Her moans turned sharp and wild.

“Come for me,” she growled. “Come while I fuck you, collared whore. Show Mistress how broken you are.”

The orgasm hit Jesper like a freight train.

His hole clenched violently around the thick dildo. A ruined, hands-free climax ripped through him - long, powerful spurts of thin, milky fluid forced out around the edges of the steel cage, splattering across the tight black dress, his chest, even reaching his painted lips. Wave after wave, prostate milk and cum mixing in humiliating release while the collar bounced at his throat.

The sight and sensation pushed Eris over the edge with him.

She slammed deep one final time and came hard, grinding the base of the strap-on against her clit as powerful spasms tore through her body. Her cry of triumph echoed through the penthouse while she rode the orgasm on his spasming ass, using his collared body to milk every last pulse of pleasure from herself.

They shook together for long, endless seconds - shared, explosive, devastating.

When the final tremors faded, Eris collapsed over him, still buried deep inside his ruined hole. She kissed his glossy, cum-splattered lips tenderly, tasting his surrender.

“My perfect collared sissy,” she whispered against his mouth. “Forever.”

Jesper lay beneath her, dress ruined, makeup destroyed, collar heavy and permanent around his throat, body trembling with aftershocks, cage still leaking the last weak drops of his ruined orgasm.

Tears of complete surrender and strange, deep joy ran down his cheeks.

This is only the beginning of his real life.
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