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Author’s Note
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If you loved this book (or even if you just really liked it), please consider leaving a rating or review. It makes a huge difference for independent authors like me and helps more readers find stories just like this one. I’d love to hear what you think—what parts made you squirm, what scenes stayed with you, and what you’d love to see more of in the future.

Thank you again for your support, and I can’t wait to bring you even more steamy, boundary-pushing stories.

— Sissy Joey


Michael sat at the edge of the bed, heart pounding as he watched his wife move through the bedroom, every movement dripping with sensuality. Jessica was a vision of raw temptation—her toned, curvy body poured into the silky red dress that hugged her hips, barely concealing the perfect swell of her ass. The neckline plunged low, exposing the generous swell of her breasts, teasing just enough to make any man ache to see more. The fabric shimmered in the dim light, clinging to every sinful inch of her body, a second skin meant to be peeled away by eager hands.

She turned to the mirror, tilting her head slightly, her thick blonde waves cascading over one shoulder as she applied a final touch of lipstick, a deep, glossy red that made her full lips look even more fuckable. She pursed them together, smirking in that knowing, wicked way that made Michael’s breath hitch. The way she always did when she was about to be worshipped. When she was about to be taken. When she was about to be fucked senseless in the way she loved best.

The scent of Marcus’s favorite perfume filled the room, rich and intoxicating. Jessica glanced at Michael, his legs slightly spread, completely bare except for the cruel steel cage imprisoning his cock. His toned body, a product of restless energy and the occasional gym visit, was on full display—smooth, lean, and submissively vulnerable. His pale skin flushed under Jessica’s predatory gaze, a soft tremor running through him as he shifted, the locked metal pressing uncomfortably against his aching length. His toned body, a product of restless energy and the occasional gym visit, was on full display—smooth, lean, and submissively vulnerable. His pale skin flushed under Jessica’s predatory gaze, a soft tremor running through him as he shifted, the locked metal pressing uncomfortably against his aching length.

His thighs were taut, slightly parted, the outline of his chasitised cock twitching in helpless desperation. The sight of him, utterly exposed, his lips already slightly parted as if expecting a command, made Jessica’s smirk widen. He was perfect—whimpering, needy, a well-trained pet who knew his place.

Jessica trailed her fingers along his sharp jawline, tilting his face up so she could drink in the way his pupils were blown wide with a mix of arousal and surrender. "Mmm, my perfect little pet," she purred, her thumb brushing over his bottom lip before trailing lower, nails skimming over his chest, pausing just above the unforgiving steel of his cage. "You know you’ll never be enough to satisfy me, don’t you, baby? But that’s what makes you so precious to me. That’s why Marcus is coming—to remind you exactly where you belong, and to remind me why I love my obedient little cuck so much."

Jessica had always been the ambitious one, the one who thrived under pressure, the one who knew how to play the game. As a high-profile property manager, she handled some of the most lucrative real estate deals in town, all under the authority of Marcus Coleman—a powerful businessman who owned multiple local businesses and had expanding interests across the country. She made the real money, took charge of their household, and held the reins in their marriage.

Michael, on the other hand, had built a quiet but lucrative career as a remote freelancer. He specialized in high-end consulting, pulling in good money from his clients, but it was nothing compared to Jessica’s success. He worked from home, his schedule flexible, allowing him to always be available when his wife or Marcus needed him.

“Tonight’s a big night, baby,” she murmured, stepping toward him with slow, deliberate grace. “Our man is coming home.”

Michael swallowed hard, nodding, his face already hot with humiliation. His body betrayed him, twitching inside the locked chastity cage even as he fought to keep his composure. He knew his role. He had accepted it long ago. But that never stopped the wave of shame and arousal that hit him every time Marcus came to claim what was his.

Jessica’s fingers traced down his bare chest before her hand slid between his legs, cupping the cold steel. She gave the cage a little shake, making him whimper.

“You’ll be good for him, won’t you, baby?” she cooed, her nails dragging along his inner thigh. “I don’t want any fuss tonight.”

Michael nodded, biting his lip. “Yes, ma’am.”

Jessica’s smirk widened. “That’s what I like to hear.”

She reached over to the bedside table, retrieving the small bottle of lube before pressing a firm hand on Michael’s shoulder, guiding him to kneel on the bed. Earlier, she had taken her time with him, ensuring he was utterly prepared for Marcus—shaving him meticulously, leaving his skin silky smooth below the eyebrows, stripping away any trace of masculinity. Then came the enemas, deep and thorough, flushing him clean inside out, ensuring that when their man arrived, he would be as perfect and ready as Jessica demanded.

His breath hitched as he felt the cool liquid drip between his cheeks, the sensation making his muscles tense involuntarily. Jessica’s fingers spread it with slow, deliberate strokes, her touch both clinical and teasing, each motion heightening his awareness of just how exposed he was.

She let out a soft hum, her free hand running over the smooth skin of his lower back, admiring her handiwork. "Such a good boy," she murmured, her lips brushing over the nape of his neck. "All prepped, open, and aching—just like how a good little slut should be for Marcus."

Michael whimpered as he felt the tip of the plug press against his entrance, the slight stretch already making his cage throb with desperation. Jessica took her time, twisting it slightly as she eased it in, making sure he felt every humiliating inch pushing inside him. "Shhh," she cooed, running a hand up his spine. "Let it in, baby. Open up for him."

His body trembled as she pushed it deeper, the slow burn giving way to a full, stretching sensation. Jessica held it in place, circling her thumb around the base, making sure he adjusted before giving it one final, teasing nudge that made him shudder.

"There we go, baby," she whispered, smoothing her palm over his ass possessively. "Nice and full. You're almost ready"

A shiver ran down Michael’s spine. His hands trembled as he gripped the sheets, his cage throbbing, aching for relief that would never come. Jessica ran her hands down his back, her touch lingering just long enough to make him whimper before she straightened up, adjusting her dress with the air of a woman completely in control.

She glanced down at him, her smirk widening. "Now, let’s get you properly dressed, pet. You should look presentable when our man arrives."

Reaching into the closet, she retrieved his designated uniform—the small, frilly apron that barely covered anything. With practiced ease, she slipped it over his head, tying the strings tightly around his waist, ensuring the thin fabric sat just right over his smooth, exposed skin.

"Perfect," she purred, stepping back to admire her work. "Now you really look like the little house toy you are."

The sound of a car pulling into the driveway sent a fresh wave of nerves coursing through Michael’s body. His wife, however, just smiled, her eyes lighting up with excitement. She checked herself one last time in the mirror before making her way to the door, her heels clicking against the hardwood floors.

Michael followed behind, his steps slower, more hesitant. The air in the house felt heavier now, thick with anticipation. Jessica reached the door, smoothing her dress, running a hand through her hair. Then she opened it.

Marcus stood on the other side, a towering presence, effortlessly commanding the space before he even stepped inside. Dressed in an expensive tailored suit, he exuded dominance, power. His dark eyes raked over Jessica’s body, approval flashing across his face as he pulled her in, his large hands gripping her hips as he claimed her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss.

Jessica melted against him, moaning into his mouth as Marcus’s strong hands roamed down, gripping her tight ass over the silky fabric of her dress, squeezing possessively. She arched into him, grinding against the heat of his body as his tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her with slow, dominant strokes. Her fingers curled into his suit jacket, her body shuddering under the sheer force of his kiss, while his hands kneaded the plush curves of her ass, pulling her flush against him. The unmistakable bulge pressing against her stomach made her whimper, her lips parting to let him deepen the kiss further, sucking on his tongue like a desperate, needy slut.

It was the kind of kiss that left no doubt about ownership. The kind of kiss that reminded Michael exactly where he stood in this dynamic—watching, aching, knowing he would never have what Marcus took so effortlessly.

Marcus finally pulled back, smirking down at her. “Mmm… Missed you, baby girl.”

Jessica giggled, her cheeks flushed. “Missed you more, Daddy.”

Then, as if finally remembering the presence of her husband, Jessica turned to Michael, her smirk only growing as she gestured toward him.

“Look who’s been waiting patiently for you.”

Marcus’s gaze shifted, locking onto Michael like a predator sizing up his prey. His smirk deepened as he took in the sight before him—Michael standing there, utterly exposed except for the tiny, frilly apron barely covering his smooth, naked body. The flimsy fabric did nothing to hide the outline of his locked cage or the way his flushed skin betrayed his humiliation. Marcus’s eyes flicked up to Jessica, his grin widening as he let out a low chuckle, his dominance already settling into the room like a weight Michael could feel pressing down on his chest.

“Well, well,” he murmured, stepping inside and closing the door behind him. “Aren’t you a sight for sore eyes?”

Michael swallowed hard, his whole body burning under Marcus’s stare. His cock throbbed, trapped in its cage, already aching from the plug stretching him open.

Marcus took a slow step closer, tilting Michael’s chin up with two fingers. "Look at you," he murmured, eyes flicking over his exposed, trembling form. "Standing here like a good little slut, just waiting to be put to use."

Michael’s breath hitched. He knew there was only one correct answer.

"Yes, Sir."

Marcus chuckled, giving his cheek a light slap. "That’s more like it."

Jessica purred, running a hand down Marcus’s chest. "I got him just the way you like, Daddy—smooth, plugged, and desperate for your attention."

Marcus’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. "Mmm, you always take such good care of our little pet."

His gaze returned to Michael, dark and hungry.

"Let’s see if he remembers how to serve properly." With that, Marcus smirked and delivered a sharp slap to Michael’s exposed ass, the sound echoing through the room. Michael gasped, his body jolting, his cage twitching painfully against its restraints.

Michael followed them into the living room, his steps hesitant, his breath coming shallow and uneven as he took his place on the floor beside the couch. The tiny apron Jessica had tied around him earlier still clung to his smooth skin, offering no real coverage, only a humiliating reminder of what he had become. His locked cage ached, throbbing uselessly between his legs, the ache only worsened by the firm presence of the plug stretching him open, keeping him filled just as Jessica had prepared him earlier. Every slight movement sent a reminder of his submission, the fullness inside him reinforcing the role he was expected to play as he watched Jessica sink onto Marcus’s lap, draping herself over him, rolling her hips in a slow, teasing grind like she had been waiting all night for this. Because she had. Because she belonged there.

Marcus lounged back, legs spread wide, exuding the kind of effortless dominance that made the entire room feel smaller. One of his large hands rested possessively on Jessica’s hip, the other lazily tracing the curve of her thigh through the fabric of her dress. She leaned into him, her body pliant, eager, completely wrapped up in his touch.

Michael swallowed hard as Jessica moaned softly, pressing her lips to Marcus’s neck before whispering against his skin, "Mmm, Daddy, I think our little cuck is excited to see us together."

Marcus smirked, his dark eyes flicking toward Michael, who immediately dropped his gaze. "That right, boy?" Marcus mused, dragging his fingers down Jessica’s back. "You like watching your wife all over me? Knowing she’s mine now?"

Michael’s throat went dry. "Yes, Sir."

Jessica giggled, shifting on Marcus’s lap, making a show of rolling her hips, teasing the growing bulge beneath her. "I can feel how hard you are for me already," she purred, dragging her nails down Marcus’s chest. "Should we make our pet serve us first, Daddy? Or do you want to get straight to taking what’s yours?"

Marcus exhaled a low chuckle, his grip tightening on her hip. "Let’s make him useful first," he said. "I’m thirsty."

Jessica snapped her fingers, and Michael scrambled to his feet, moving to fetch their drinks. He forced himself to steady his hands as he poured Marcus a glass of whiskey, then filled Jessica’s wine glass with something red and expensive. By the time he returned, Jessica had already begun unbuttoning Marcus’s dress shirt, revealing the broad planes of his chest, her fingers greedily exploring his muscled torso.

Michael knelt beside them again, holding the drinks up like an offering. Marcus took his glass first, sipping slowly before nodding in approval. Jessica, meanwhile, ran her fingers through Michael’s hair as she accepted her wine, her nails scraping his scalp in a way that sent a shiver down his spine.

"Good boy," she murmured, before turning her attention fully back to Marcus. "Now, let’s get to what we’re all here for."

With that, she slid off Marcus’s lap just long enough to kneel between his legs. Michael watched, heart hammering, as she unzipped his pants, her delicate fingers reaching in but not pulling him out immediately. Instead, she leaned in close, pressing a slow, teasing kiss against the thick outline of his cock through his briefs, inhaling his deep masculine scent. Her lips trailed over the fabric, dragging down his length before she flicked her tongue against the swollen tip, dampening the cotton with her saliva. She let out a little whimper of satisfaction, her fingers stroking over him, savoring the heat and weight of what was about to claim her. Only then did she finally peel his briefs down, releasing the thick, heavy length of him, her fingers curling around the base as she began stroking him slowly.

She glanced at Michael, her smirk widening. "Look at that, baby. That’s the cock of the man who owns me."

Michael’s whole body burned with humiliation, his caged cock twitching pathetically, the ache intensifying as he watched his wife worship the dark, thick, heavy length of Marcus’s cock. The contrast was devastating—Jessica’s small, pale, eager hands barely able to wrap around the sheer girth of him, her delicate fingers stroking his black, veined shaft with reverence.

Michael could feel the way his own body reacted, helpless to the primal dominance of it all. His caged cock pulsed against the unforgiving metal, his plug pressing deeper with every desperate shift of his hips. It was always the same—the overwhelming arousal, the helplessness, the reminder that he would never, ever be what Marcus was.

Jessica moaned as she dragged her tongue along Marcus’s shaft, tracing every thick ridge, wetting him with slow, deliberate licks before finally wrapping her lips around the swollen head. The sight of her, so eager, so desperate to please, made Michael’s stomach tighten painfully. Marcus let out a deep groan, threading his dark fingers into Jessica’s blonde hair, controlling her movements as she sucked him down greedily, eager to take everything he had to give.

"Fuck, that mouth was made for me," Marcus groaned, rolling his hips up to meet her eager suckling. "A perfect little cum dump."

Jessica hummed in agreement, hollowing her cheeks as she took him deeper. Michael's fists clenched against his thighs, watching helplessly, unable to do anything but kneel and take it.

After a few moments, Jessica pulled back with a wet pop, licking her lips. "I need you inside me now, Daddy."

Marcus smirked. "Then get on my lap, baby. Let’s remind your little pet what he never gets to have again."

Michael’s stomach tightened as Jessica straddled Marcus once more, lifting her dress, revealing her shaved, glistening pussy, already slick and needy. She hovered for a moment, her breath hitching as she rubbed his thick, swollen head against her entrance, teasing herself with the sheer size of him.

"Mmm, Daddy," she whimpered, shivering as she let herself feel the stretch before even taking him in. "I’ve been waiting all day for this."

Marcus groaned, gripping her ass, squeezing possessively as he smirked up at her. "Then don’t make me wait, baby. Sit on it."

Jessica let out a shaky breath before sinking down, her walls stretching deliciously as she took every inch, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her, filling her completely. Her thighs trembled, her fingers digging into his broad shoulders as she adjusted to the impossible thickness of him.

A deep moan tore from her throat, her head falling back as she finally bottomed out, fully impaled. "Fuck, Daddy, you stretch me so good. So deep—oh my god."

Marcus groaned, his fingers digging into her hips as he held her still for a moment, savoring the way her tight walls clenched around him. His other hand slid up, yanking down the straps of her dress until her full, perfect tits spilled free. He wasted no time, latching onto one stiff nipple, sucking hard as she gasped, her body jerking in pleasure. "That’s right, baby," he murmured against her flushed skin, his tongue flicking over her stiff nipples. "You take this cock so much better than your little cuck ever could. You were made for this."

Michael’s cage throbbed painfully, every word, every wet, obscene sound making his humiliation worse.

Marcus turned his gaze to Michael, a cruel smirk playing at his lips. "Tell me how good my cock feels inside your wife, cuck."

Michael’s mouth went dry. He struggled to find his voice, but Jessica, lost in pleasure, reached forward, her fingers wrapping around his caged cock, stroking him through the metal, keeping him on edge. "Say it, baby," she moaned. "Tell Daddy how perfect he feels inside me."

Michael whimpered. "So good, Sir," he managed. "You feel so good inside her."

Jessica laughed breathlessly, her nails digging into Marcus’s chest. "Mmm, baby, you’ll never make me feel like this again. But it’s okay—you’ve still got plenty of use with that talented tongue of yours."

Marcus chuckled, tightening his grip on Jessica’s hips, slamming her down harder, making her cry out. "That’s right, boy. You just sit there for now and take it."

Michael’s body was shaking now, the aching, burning need inside him reaching unbearable levels as Jessica rode Marcus with abandon. His wife, his goddess, completely lost to another man.

And then she reached for him again, her fingers brushing over his cage, teasing, stroking, making his frustration even worse. He gasped, hips jerking, desperate for relief that would never come.

"Oh, baby," Jessica cooed, lips curling into a wicked smirk. "I could make you cum like this, couldn’t I? Just rubbing you through your little cage, making you spill like a pathetic little thing. But no. Not tonight."

Michael whimpered, helpless under her touch, under Marcus’s amusement, under the sheer, unbearable denial.

Moments later, Marcus groaned, his grip tightening, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper. Jessica gasped, her body going taut before she cried out, shuddering as she came around him.

A few more deep thrusts, and Marcus followed, burying himself deep inside her as he filled her up. Jessica moaned softly, collapsing against his chest, catching her breath.

Then, slowly, she turned her head, locking eyes with Michael. Her legs spread wider, revealing the mess Marcus had left inside her.

"Clean me up, baby," she murmured, her voice still thick with pleasure as she spread her legs wider, Marcus’s seed glistening between her thighs. "Get in there, nice and deep. I want that tongue of yours working until I’m spotless."

Michael hesitated for only a second before crawling forward, his face inches from the mess dripping from her swollen, used hole. His body trembled, his cage aching unbearably as he leaned in, his tongue darting out tentatively.

Jessica let out a satisfied sigh as he began licking, slow and obedient, gathering up every drop. "Mmm, that’s it, baby. Get every bit. Daddy worked so hard filling me up—don’t let any go to waste."

Marcus chuckled above him, stroking Jessica’s thigh as he watched. "He really is a hungry little thing, isn’t he? Look at him go."

Jessica tangled her fingers in Michael’s hair, guiding his face deeper. "You should be grateful for this, baby," she cooed. "Not many cucks get to taste their wife like this."

Michael moaned softly against her, the humiliation only amplifying his desperate need. His tongue worked fervently, lapping her up, swallowing every drop, his own frustration mounting as Jessica’s pleased little sighs filled his ears. But she wasn’t satisfied yet—her fingers tightened in his hair, pressing his face deeper between her thighs.

"Don’t just clean, baby. Make me cum again," she purred, rolling her hips against his mouth.

Michael’s breath stuttered, his tongue instinctively obeying, flicking over her swollen clit, pressing and circling as she guided him exactly how she wanted. Her moans grew sharper, more insistent, her legs tightening around his head.

"That’s it, baby. Just like that," she gasped, grinding down harder. "You might not be man enough to fuck me, but at least that tongue knows its place."

Marcus watched lazily, a smirk tugging at his lips as Jessica rode Michael’s mouth, using him like the obedient toy he was. One of his hands rested lazily on the back of Jessica’s neck, but the other idly stroked his still-throbbing cock, slick with their combined juices. Jessica, lost in her pleasure, reached down and wrapped her delicate fingers around his shaft, stroking him slowly as she ground against Michael’s face.

"Look at you, boy," Marcus mused, his voice thick with amusement. "So eager to serve. Watching your wife pleasure herself on your tongue while she strokes my cock. That must hurt, huh?"

Michael’s own arousal ached unbearably, his cage pulsing with useless, denied need as he buried his face deeper, licking and sucking, desperate to make her shudder again. And then it happened—Jessica cried out, her body tensing, her fingers fisting in his hair as she came all over his tongue, grinding against his face through the waves of pleasure.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh, finally releasing her grip and leaning back against Marcus. "Mmm, good boy," she purred, her fingers tightening briefly in his hair before releasing him. "You really do have your uses. Now sit back and show us that pretty, desperate face while we enjoy the afterglow."

The house carried the scent of sizzling steak and rich spices as Michael moved about the kitchen, making sure everything was plated perfectly. He worked diligently, focused on the task Jessica had given him—preparing dinner while she freshened up.

From the living room, Marcus sat in his robe, still bare underneath, his powerful frame sprawled across the couch as he flipped through reports Jessica had prepared for him earlier. He looked entirely at ease, sipping his drink, going over business while waiting for his next pleasure.

Jessica re-entered the room, her presence commanding attention. Fresh from the shower, she had taken her time reapplying her makeup, her glossy red lips curved into a knowing smirk, her eyes dark and sultry under perfectly curled lashes. The thick waves of her 80’s-style tradwife hair bounced slightly as she moved, exuding a twisted mix of classic housewife charm and outright, brazen sexuality. She was the perfect blend of elegance and filth, a woman who knew exactly how to keep her men desperate for her.

The sheer black negligee she wore now clung to her body like a second skin, the delicate lace barely managing to contain the heavy, swollen perfection of her breasts. The cups were cut scandalously low, her stiff nipples pushing against the thin fabric, begging for attention. The transparent material dipped at her waist, hugging the hourglass curve of her hips before flaring just enough to showcase the smooth expanse of her thighs. With every step she took, the flimsy hem lifted slightly, teasing glimpses of her bare, glistening slit, her wetness undeniable.

The scent of expensive perfume and fresh arousal followed her as she padded barefoot toward Marcus, her movements slow and deliberate, letting him savor every inch of her, then in practiced motion, draping herself across his lap, her body warm and supple against him, smelling of rose and indulgence.

"Mmm, Daddy, you work too much," she purred, stretching out like a pampered cat.

Marcus chuckled, one strong hand settling on her thigh, fingers lazily tracing upward, toying with the hem of the delicate fabric. "Gotta make sure my businesses run smoothly," he murmured. "But I think I’ve earned a break."

Jessica moaned, rolling onto her back, her legs draping off the side of the couch, spreading slightly as she arched beneath Marcus’s touch. The sheer fabric of her negligee did nothing to hide the way her nipples had stiffened, begging for attention. Marcus’s fingers skimmed over the lace, barely grazing her sensitive peaks before pinching one between his thumb and forefinger, rolling it just enough to make her gasp.

"Mmm, Daddy," she purred, her hips shifting slightly, teasing the damp heat between her thighs. "Always so good at playing with your toys."

Marcus chuckled, smirking down at her as he continued teasing, his palm gliding over the delicate curves of her body. "That’s because you make such a good one, baby. So soft, so fuckable."

His other hand moved lower, sliding beneath the lace to cup her bare mound, fingers pressing just enough to make her whimper. "And already soaking for me," he mused, grinning as he spread her wetness with slow, deliberate strokes. "Just how I like you."

Meanwhile, Michael knelt at the edge of the living room, hands folded in his lap, watching, waiting. His tiny apron had been discarded, leaving him completely bare except for his locked cage and the plug that still stretched him open. His breath was shallow, his body tense with anticipation, knowing that at any moment, Jessica would decide how he would serve next.

Her gaze flicked toward him, lips curling into a teasing smirk. "I think it’s time you showed my boss some appreciation, pet."

Michael’s stomach tightened. "Yes, Ma’am."

Jessica’s fingers trailed down Marcus’s robe, parting it, revealing the thick, dark cock already hard from er teasing and waiting for attention. She wrapped her fingers around the base, stroking him lazily as she turned her eyes back to Michael. "Go on, baby. Show him how grateful you are."

Michael hesitated for only a second, but Jessica wasn’t in the mood for delays. She grabbed his jaw, pulling him into a deep, wet kiss, her tongue claiming his mouth, making him moan. When she finally pulled away, her grip on his chin remained firm, guiding him downward. "Enough watching, baby. You serve. You belong to him as much as I do."

Michael’s lips parted, his breath shaky as he lowered himself between Marcus’s legs, his face just inches from the thick, veined shaft standing hard and heavy before him. Jessica watched with wicked delight, her manicured fingers wrapped firmly around Marcus’s cock, stroking him slowly, deliberately, making sure her cuck took in every inch of the man that owned her.

"That’s it, baby," she purred, her voice dripping with amusement. "Take your time. Get familiar with him."

Michael’s tongue darted out hesitantly, barely grazing the thick, pulsing head before sliding lower, tracing along the heavy veins that ran the length of Marcus’s shaft. The sheer size, the heat of it, made his head spin, a dizzying mix of submission and humiliation washing over him. He licked slowly, wetly, his mouth trembling as he worked his way back up.

Jessica let out a pleased hum, rubbing her thighs together, savoring the sight of her husband giving in. "Mmm, baby, that’s it. Worship him properly. You know how much I love watching you like this." Her grip on Marcus’s shaft tightened, her fingers pushing it forward slightly, making it nudge against Michael’s lips. "Go on, sweetheart. Open wide."

Michael hesitated for only a second before his lips parted fully, wrapping around the thick, swollen head. The taste of salt and skin filled his mouth as he took him in deeper, his jaw already stretching uncomfortably around the sheer girth.

Jessica moaned softly, one hand slipping between her own legs as she watched. "That’s my good little pet," she murmured. "Look how fucking pretty you are with Daddy’s cock in your mouth."

"Mmm, let’s make this more fun," she murmured, lowering herself beside him. "We’ll do it together."

Jessica leaned in beside Michael, their eyes meeting for a brief moment before she smirked and let her tongue drag along the thick, pulsing shaft of Marcus’s cock, licking up the taste of Michael’s spit before wrapping her lips around him. She moaned as she sank deeper, letting her saliva pool, coating his shaft with messy, wet devotion. Her throat relaxed, swallowing inch after inch until her nose brushed against his trimmed base, holding there, savoring the way he filled her. A loud, wet gag escaped her lips before she finally pulled back, a slick strand of spit and precum connecting her mouth to his tip. She gasped for air, her eyes dark with arousal as she turned to Michael with a wicked smirk.

Then, without hesitation, she crashed her lips against his, forcing her tongue into his mouth, feeding him the taste of Marcus. The kiss was messy, desperate—hot breath and slick saliva mixing between them as she devoured him, pulling him deeper into submission.

"Mmm… taste that, baby?" she purred against his lips, her fingers curling into his hair. "That’s what a real man tastes like."

Michael whimpered as Jessica’s grip tightened, guiding him back down. His lips hovered over the swollen tip, his hesitation only making her grip firmer. "Go on, sweetheart. Open up."

He obeyed, parting his lips and taking the head inside, swirling his tongue over the slit, tasting the salt and heat. Jessica moaned softly beside him, her hand wrapping around the base as she continued stroking. "That’s it, baby… suck on it properly. Make Daddy feel good."

Michael worked his mouth lower, his jaw stretching as he took more, his tongue flattening against the heavy vein running along the underside. Spit dribbled from the corners of his lips, coating Marcus’s shaft as Jessica tilted his chin, watching the filth unfold. "Mmm, you look so pretty like this, pet."

Marcus groaned, threading his fingers into Jessica’s hair. "You both do. Keep going."

Jessica leaned in, licking the mess from Michael’s lips before deepening the kiss again, tongues tangling as they swapped the taste of Marcus between them. "I love watching you take him," she whispered against his mouth, her thumb brushing over his wet cheek. "You were made for this."

Michael focused on the balls, licking and sucking with desperate, eager strokes while Jessica worked the shaft, her lips stretched wide, her throat relaxing as she took Marcus deeper, moaning obscenely around him. Her saliva dripped down his length, coating him in a slick mess, making each movement lewder, filthier. She pulled off for a moment, gasping for air, strings of spit and precum connecting her swollen lips to his cock before she dove back down, taking him even deeper, her throat convulsing as she swallowed around him.

The room filled with obscene wet sounds—sucking, gagging, moaning, the occasional slick gasp when Jessica came up for air or when Michael pressed his tongue deeper, slurping at Marcus’s balls like they belonged to him.

Finally, Marcus took control, his grip tightening around the back of Jessica’s head as he forced her down onto his cock. She took it willingly, her throat bulging slightly as he began to fuck her mouth, slow and deep, his groans low and satisfied. She moaned around him, the vibrations sending shivers through his body, her hands gripping Michael’s shoulders for support as she let herself be used.

Michael, kneeling beside her, licked and sucked with even more fervor, desperate to please, his tongue massaging Marcus’s heavy sack, his own caged cock pulsing uselessly between his legs. His body ached with the humiliation of it—Jessica’s muffled gags, Marcus’s groans of pleasure, the sheer heat of submission washing over him.

Marcus’s groans deepened, his fingers threading into Jessica’s styled hair, gripping tight as he neared the edge. "Fuck, you two are perfect," he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. "Gonna fill that pretty mouth up."

Jessica pulled back, stroking Marcus quickly, her hand tight and slick as she pumped him. The muscles in his thighs tensed, his cock throbbing violently in her grip. At the last moment, she turned to Michael, gripping his hair. "Open up, baby. Take what Daddy gives you."

Michael obeyed instantly, his lips parting just as the first hot ropes of cum spilled onto his tongue. The salty, musky taste overwhelmed him, his whole body trembling as he swallowed. Jessica moaned at the sight, her fingers smearing the excess across his lips before leaning in, her tongue flicking out to lap up what remained. Then she kissed him deeply, forcing her tongue into his mouth, swirling it with his, sharing the taste, making sure he savored every drop.

The kiss was slow, filthy, wet—strings of cum and saliva glistening between them when she finally pulled away. She licked her lips, sighing contentedly before tilting her head up to Marcus. "Mmm, Daddy… we should do that more often."

Marcus smirked, watching the mess between them, utterly satisfied. "Oh, we will, baby. We will."

Jessica wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, giggling as she nudged Michael’s chin up, admiring the dazed, wrecked look on his face. "Mmm, but first… dinner. Our man needs to eat."

Michael, still catching his breath, nodded quickly and scrambled to his feet, his legs shaking as he hurried toward the dining room to make sure everything was set. Jessica stretched luxuriously, adjusting her negligee before standing and offering Marcus her hand.

"Come on, Daddy. Let’s enjoy a meal before we play again."

Marcus chuckled, tucking himself back into his robe before rising from the couch. "Good idea, baby. I work up an appetite after a good throat-fuck."

Jessica smirked, hooking her arm through his as they made their way to the dining table, where Michael stood waiting—flushed, obedient, and still trapped in his cage.

The scent of seared steak and rich, buttery juices still lingered in the air as they made their way upstairs, remnants of the meal Michael had so dutifully prepared. The dinner had been another exercise in his humiliation—Jessica feeding Marcus bites from her own fork, licking her fingers seductively as she moaned in appreciation of the rich flavors, while Michael sat silently, his own plate untouched until Jessica decided he had earned a scrap or two. Every bite Marcus took, every approving grunt, had been punctuated by teasing, by knowing glances, by the occasional stroke of Jessica’s foot against Marcus’s thigh under the table. And through it all, Michael had remained there, kneeling beside them, his caged cock throbbing, the ache of denial mounting with each passing second.

Now, upstairs, Jessica led the way with practiced grace, her delicate fingers wrapped around Marcus’s thick, semi-hard cock, guiding him leisurely toward the master bedroom. Michael followed behind, his bare feet silent against the floor, his caged cock twitching with every step. He knew what was coming. He had known since she made him take the enema earlier that afternoon. And now, with every humiliating, teasing comment thrown his way, with every lingering glance Marcus cast over his exposed body, the reality of it set in deeper.

Jessica glanced back at him, her smirk widening as she noticed the pathetic dribble leaking through his locked cage.

“Look at this mess,” she purred, tugging Marcus’s shaft playfully. “Our little cuck is already dripping. He really is just a desperate little thing, isn’t he, Daddy?”

Marcus chuckled, reaching back to deliver a sharp slap to Michael’s cheek. “He’s got no shame,” he mused, his dark gaze drinking in the sight of Michael’s flushed, trembling form. “Such a needy little whore, leaking before he’s even touched.”

Michael whimpered, but he didn’t protest. He couldn’t. He had accepted this role long ago.

Inside the master bedroom—their marriage bed—Jessica wasted no time. With a playful push, she sent Michael sprawling onto the mattress, his body bouncing slightly against the soft sheets. Before he could even think of shifting, she straddled his back, pressing him down with the weight of her body as she reached for the soft-padded handcuffs—her favorite to use when she milks her cuck—from the bedside drawer.

“You know I love these on you, baby,” she murmured, fastening them around his wrists, binding them behind his back with just enough tension to keep him vulnerable, pliant.

She reached for a pillow next, tucking it beneath his hips, elevating him just enough to expose the smooth curve of his ass. The cool air kissed his stretched hole, still spread from the plug Jessica had prepped him with earlier. His breath hitched as Marcus crawled onto the bed behind him, his large hands spreading Michael’s cheeks apart, inspecting him with lazy amusement.

“Mmm,” Marcus hummed, palming Michael’s ass possessively. “Look at this. He’s already stretched open for me.”

Jessica leaned down, her lips brushing against Michael’s ear. “That’s because I made sure you were ready, baby,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his caged cock, stroking the sensitive flesh beneath the unforgiving steel. “You’re always so good for us. So perfect.”

Marcus took his time, slowly easing the plug from Michael’s hole, chuckling darkly as it slid free with an obscene, wet sound. Michael whimpered at the sudden emptiness, his hole fluttering in response.

Marcus pressed his fingers against the gaping entrance, rubbing the slick rim before spreading a generous amount of lube between Michael’s cheeks, working it in with slow, deliberate strokes. The cold gel sent a shiver up Michael’s spine.

“You’re ready, aren’t you, cuck?” Marcus murmured, his voice thick with amusement.

Michael bit his lip, nodding weakly. “Y-yes, Sir.”

Jessica purred in approval, her hand wrapping around his cage, rolling it gently in her palm. “That’s my good boy,” she cooed. “So needy for Daddy’s cock.”

Marcus lined himself up, the thick head of his cock pressing against Michael’s entrance, teasing, circling, pushing just enough to make him tremble. The heat, the slick anticipation of it all, sent shudders through Michael’s body, his breath coming out in shallow, desperate pants. His hole twitched around nothing, greedily clenching in expectation, his body betraying how much he needed this.

Jessica watched closely, her fingers never leaving Michael’s cage, stroking along the cool metal with a teasing slowness that made him whimper. She kept him teetering on the edge, her voice a soft, honeyed whisper against his ear, dragging out every agonizing second.

“You’re so beautiful like this, baby,” she sighed, pressing a lingering kiss to his forehead. “So slutty. So perfect. I love you, baby.”

Marcus pushed forward, slow and unrelenting, the thick head of his cock spreading Michael open inch by inch. The stretch was unbearable, his body surrendering to the sheer size of Marcus’s cock, forcing him to take every bit of it. The burn mixed with a wicked pleasure, a helpless moan escaping him as his fingers curled into the sheets, his body tensing under the overwhelming sensation.

Jessica smirked, trailing her fingers down to his leaking tip, rolling it between her fingers, denying him even the smallest bit of relief. "You love this, don’t you, baby?" she whispered, her lips ghosting over the shell of his ear. "Being stretched, being filled... being nothing but a little cock-hungry plaything."

Marcus groaned, his grip tightening on Michael’s hips as he buried himself deeper, watching the way Michael’s body shook beneath him. "You’re both mine now," he growled, dragging his lips along Michael’s shoulder, his breath hot against sweat-slick skin. "Understand?"

Michael whimpered, his body trembling as he fought to keep himself together. "Y-yes, Sir."

Jessica giggled, teasing Marcus’s chest with her nails, her voice thick with amusement. “That’s right, baby. You belong to him just like I do.”

Marcus set a slow, deep rhythm, each thrust dragging out Michael’s helpless, shuddering moans as his body tightened, his breath catching with every punishing stroke. The thick length inside him filled him so completely, pressing against his most sensitive spot over and over, making his thighs tremble, his fingers clawing at the sheets, desperate for something to ground himself.

Jessica’s fingers worked his caged cock with exquisite cruelty, stroking the sensitive skin just beneath the steel, teasing, edging him closer and closer while keeping him locked in place. He couldn’t even thrust into her grip, couldn’t do anything but take what they gave him.

“Fuck, look at you,” Marcus groaned, tightening his grip on Michael’s waist, driving into him harder. “Taking me like a real slut.”

Michael’s entire body shook violently, his muscles taut with unbearable, mounting pressure. He could feel it building, spiraling out of control, every thrust milking his prostate, every teasing stroke from Jessica making it worse. He wasn’t supposed to, but he couldn’t stop it—his body convulsed as his prostate gave out, pleasure exploding through him in a humiliating, ruined orgasm. His caged cock twitched violently, dribbling uselessly onto the sheets, every pulse sending another wave of humiliation crashing over him.

Jessica gasped, her eyes lighting up with delight. “Oh my god, baby,” she cooed, her fingers dipping into the mess, dragging it along his inner thighs. “You just made a mess from taking cock. Just from having your little hole used.”

Marcus smirked, gripping Michael’s ass possessively, delivering a sharp, stinging slap to the soft, reddened flesh. “That’s not a man’s orgasm, cuck,” he said, his voice rich with amusement and cruelty. “That’s a slut’s.”

But he wasn’t done with him yet. Not even close.

Marcus pulled back slightly, teasing Michael’s stretched, used hole with the thick, leaking head of his cock before thrusting back inside, slower this time, dragging the sensation out, making sure Michael felt every inch, every pulse of heat radiating from him.

Jessica giggled, still toying with Michael’s caged cock, drawing out soft, whimpering moans from his already overstimulated body. “Oh baby,” she cooed, licking a long, slow stripe up his spine, her nails grazing his trembling thighs. “You didn’t think he was done with you, did you? Daddy hasn’t finished filling you up yet.”

Marcus groaned low, his fingers digging into Michael’s hips as he fucked him with deliberate, possessive strokes, each thrust pressing deeper, hitting that devastating spot inside him over and over. His pace quickened, his dominance growing as he felt Michael tighten around him, the heat, the sheer surrender making him shudder in pleasure.

Jessica reached between Michael’s thighs, her fingers trailing over the slick mess he had made. “Mmm, you really are just a little cumslut now, aren’t you?” she whispered, smirking as she smeared his own release against his quivering skin. “I love watching you like this, baby. So desperate, so ruined… just a toy for Daddy to use.”

Michael’s breath came in short, broken gasps, his body wracked with overstimulation. He could feel Marcus’s cock swelling inside him, the way his grip tightened, the low, primal groans escaping him signaling that he was close.

Marcus buried himself to the hilt, his breathing ragged, his rhythm faltering as he held Michael in place, forcing him to take every last inch. His grip was punishing, his cock pulsing inside the tight, willing heat, and then, with one final deep thrust, he groaned, spilling deep inside Michael, filling him completely.

Jessica moaned at the sight, dragging her fingers through Michael’s hair, pulling his head back slightly so she could whisper into his ear, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Mmm, baby… do you feel that? Daddy’s filling you up, claiming you.”

Marcus exhaled a satisfied sigh, still buried inside him, his grip on Michael’s hips firm as he rolled his hips slightly, ensuring every drop of his release stayed right where he wanted it.

Jessica leaned down, pressing a slow, teasing kiss to Michael’s flushed cheek before giggling softly. “You took him so well, baby. Just like a good little cockdrunk whore should.”

Marcus smirked, finally pulling out, his release already beginning to trickle down between Michael’s trembling thighs. “Mmm, that’s a sight,” he mused, running a possessive hand over Michael’s ass. “Better plug him up, baby. We can’t let any of it go to waste.”

Jessica, ever the attentive mistress, reached for the plug resting on the nightstand, her eyes gleaming with wicked delight. Without hesitation, she pressed the slick, tapered toy against Michael’s still-gaping entrance, slowly pushing it back inside, sealing Marcus’s release deep within him.

“There we go, baby,” she cooed, giving the base a playful twist, watching as Michael whimpered at the sensation. “We wouldn’t want any of Daddy’s gift going to waste, now would we?”

Marcus chuckled, his hand smoothing over the curve of Michael’s ass. “That’s right,” he murmured. “Keep it inside, cuck. It’s where it belongs.”

Jessica trailed her fingers down Michael’s trembling arms, reaching for the handcuffs with a slow, deliberate touch. With a soft click, she unfastened them, letting his wrists fall free. Michael barely had the strength to move, his body limp, spent, but Jessica wasn’t done with him yet.

She leaned in, tilting his face toward her, brushing a kiss against his flushed cheek. "Come on, baby," she cooed, guiding him up onto shaky knees. "You know what comes next. Clean Daddy up."

Michael’s breath hitched, his body still trembling from the aftershocks of his ruined release, but he obeyed. He crawled forward, his lips parting, his tongue darting out to lap at the mess coating Marcus’s thick shaft. Jessica watched with wicked delight, running her fingers through his damp hair, guiding him with gentle but firm strokes.

“That’s it, baby,” she purred, her voice sultry. “Make him nice and clean. Show Daddy how grateful you are.”

Jessica smirked, her fingers tightening in Michael’s hair as she pulled his head back just enough to make him look up at Marcus. "Go on, baby. Thank Daddy for fucking you. Thank him for making you cum like a proper little slut."

Michael’s face burned with humiliation, his lips glistening as he gasped for breath, but he obeyed. His voice was shaky, raw with overstimulation. "T-thank you, Sir. Thank you for fucking me... for making me... c-cum like this."

Marcus groaned in satisfaction, his hand gripping Michael’s chin, forcing him to hold his gaze. "Good boy," he murmured. "Now keep sucking. Make sure you don’t miss a drop."

Marcus groaned, tilting his head back as Michael’s tongue worked over his sensitive length, licking, sucking, taking in every drop of himself. Jessica giggled, stroking Marcus’s chest, watching her husband’s mouth stretch around the softening cock that had just claimed him.

“Mmm, such a good boy,” she whispered, rubbing her thighs together at the filthy sight. “Always so eager to please.”

The taste of Marcus still lingered on Michael’s tongue as he worked, licking and sucking diligently, his lips stretched around the thick, spent cock he had just cleaned. His devotion had its effect—Marcus’s cock twitched in his mouth, stiffening again, filling against his tongue with lazy, growing need. Jessica giggled from her place beside him, running a hand through Michael’s damp hair, gripping at the roots just enough to make him whimper.

“Mmm, you really can’t help yourself, can you, baby?” she teased, watching Marcus’s length thicken between Michael’s lips. “You keep that mouth busy, and it just makes Daddy want more.”

Marcus exhaled a low, satisfied chuckle, his large hand cupping the back of Michael’s head, holding him there, savoring the warm, wet heat. “He’s getting better at this,” he mused, tilting his head back against the pillows. “But I think it’s your turn now, baby.”

Jessica smirked, stretching out beside Marcus, her body still glowing from the last round. “Mmm, you’ve been patient, Daddy,” she purred, rolling onto her back, parting her legs, her slick folds glistening in the dim light. “Take what’s yours.”

Michael obediently pulled off Marcus’s cock, his lips glossy with spit and lingering cum, but he didn’t stop serving. As Marcus climbed over Jessica, positioning himself between her thighs, Michael lowered his mouth, kissing along Marcus’s strong thighs, worshipping him even as he lined himself up with Jessica’s dripping pussy.

With one deep, powerful thrust, Marcus slid into Jessica, making her cry out in bliss. She arched beneath him, wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, needing more. Michael knelt between them, watching, feeling the heat rise in his own body as he witnessed Marcus claim what was his.

Jessica moaned, her nails dragging down Marcus’s back as he set a punishing rhythm, fucking her deep and hard, making the mattress shake with every relentless thrust. Her tits bounced with the force of it, her breathy gasps turning into full, desperate moans as Marcus drove into her, stretching her just as perfectly as he had stretched Michael moments before.

Michael, trembling with aching need, couldn’t look away. He stared, caged cock twitching helplessly as he watched his wife take the man who now owned them both. The sound of their bodies meeting, wet and obscene, filled the room, mingling with Jessica’s gasping cries and Marcus’s low, satisfied groans.

Jessica reached down blindly, fingers curling into Michael’s hair, yanking him up toward her. “Mmm, baby,” she panted between thrusts, “you’re not just gonna watch, are you? Be a good little housewife. Kiss me.”

Michael obeyed instantly, his lips crashing into hers, the kiss messy, desperate, full of heat and submission. Jessica moaned into his mouth, her tongue teasing his, tasting the remnants of Marcus on him, deepening the kiss until it was nothing but spit and filth and lust.

Marcus grunted above them, his thrusts growing sharper, faster, the muscles in his back flexing with each deep drive. Jessica broke the kiss with a gasp, throwing her head back as pleasure overtook her. “Oh fuck, Daddy—yes, yes, just like that, make me yours—”

Michael’s breath hitched as he knelt at their feet, his fingers gripping the sheets, helplessly watching as Marcus fucked Jessica into the mattress, taking her the way he had taken Michael. The air was thick with heat, the scent of sex clinging to their bodies, saturating the space between them.

It didn’t take long for Jessica to cum. With one last deep, brutal thrust, her body locked up, her legs trembling around Marcus’s waist as she came hard, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room. But this time, he didn’t stop there. Having already spilled once, Marcus had the stamina to go longer—much longer. He kept going, fucking Jessica through wave after wave of pleasure, stretching their coupling into a relentless, sweat-slicked marathon. Jessica's cries grew louder, needier, her body writhing beneath him as orgasm after orgasm tore through her, her legs trembling, her nails dragging down his back in helpless surrender. No one was counting anymore—only the sound of skin meeting skin, the wet, obscene rhythm of ownership filling the air, until at last, after what felt like an eternity, Marcus let out a final, primal growl, slamming deep one last time, emptying himself inside her, marking her as his once more.

The room fell into silence, heavy and satisfied. Jessica exhaled a breathless giggle, stretching luxuriously beneath Marcus as he finally pulled out, collapsing onto the bed beside her. Their bodies were spent, glowing, utterly satisfied.

And at the foot of the bed, Michael knelt, dazed, wrecked, his body aching with the realization that he belonged to them completely.

Jessica reached down, stroking his hair lazily, her nails dragging through the damp strands as she smirked down at him. “You’re a good little housewife, aren’t you, baby?”

Marcus chuckled, still catching his breath, his gaze flicking down at Michael with smug amusement. “Say it.”

Michael, breathless, lips swollen from serving, his body still trembling from everything that had happened, finally whispered, “I belong to you both.”

Jessica beamed, leaning over to kiss Marcus deeply, savoring the taste of him one last time before pulling Michael up by the chin, pressing their lips together in another sloppy, filthy kiss. When she pulled away, her voice was soft, affectionate, and filled with satisfaction.

“That’s right, pet,” she murmured against his lips, her fingers tightening in his hair. “We both belong to him now.”

And in that moment, Michael finally understood—he wasn’t just a cuck. He wasn’t just an accessory to their pleasure.

He was Marcus’s slut just like his wife was.


Two weeks had passed since Marcus last walked through their door, yet the evidence of his presence still lingered in every corner of their lives. The sheets had been washed, the marks had faded, but Michael still felt the weight of him in every breath, in every longing ache that never truly disappeared. His body still remembered, still craved, still throbbed at the memory of being taken, of being owned.

Jessica had noticed it too—the way he fidgeted more when she teased him, the way his breath would hitch when she casually mentioned Marcus’s name, the way his cage remained slick far too often despite no direct stimulation. He was waiting. Even if he didn’t say it out loud, his body betrayed him.

Jessica’s phone buzzed, the screen lighting up with a familiar name. She swiped it open, her lips curling into a knowing smirk as she read the message:

"I’ll be in town next week."

Her pulse quickened. She could already picture it—the way Marcus would walk in like he owned the place, how Michael would immediately fall into place at his feet, how she herself would melt the second those hands were on her again.

Her gaze flicked toward Michael, who had been tidying up the bedroom, his bare thighs exposed beneath one of her silk robes, his cage barely concealed beneath the delicate fabric. The moment the words registered, she saw it—the subtle shift in his breath, the way his fingers trembled as they gripped the bedsheets, the way his thighs pressed together as if he could stop the inevitable reaction. But he couldn’t. The truth was written all over his body. His cage tightened instantly, pressing mercilessly against his aching flesh, and Jessica’s smirk widened.

"Oh, baby," she murmured, standing up, walking toward the vanity. She picked up her lipstick, twisting it open with a slow, deliberate flick of her wrist. "I think we both know what that means."

She leaned in toward the mirror, dragging the deep red shade across her lips with unhurried precision, letting the silence stretch, letting his anticipation build. When she was done, she pressed them together, perfecting the color, before locking eyes with Michael in the reflection.

His chest rose and fell in shallow breaths, waiting, aching, desperate for her next words.

Jessica smirked, running her tongue lightly over her teeth before finally whispering, "Get ready, baby. Our man will be home soon enough."
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The soft glow of golden sconces bathed the honeymoon suite in a sensual haze. Rose petals littered the bed like a trail of indulgence, their scent mixing with expensive perfume and something rawer, more primal. The sheets were pulled back, already wrinkled from anticipation, as if the room itself knew what was about to unfold.

The bathroom door creaked open.

I stepped out, trembling in my six-inch heels, each step a shaky click against the plush carpet, the soft swish of lace brushing against my thighs. My knees wobbled beneath me, the fragile weight of my transformation balanced on stilettos that made me feel like prey on display. My skin tingled with nerves and need, heat blooming between my legs as I caught my own reflection in the full-length mirror.

The lace bra molded tight to my chest, the padded inserts pushing out a delicate swell that looked obscenely soft under the sheer fabric. My nipples ached behind them, teased earlier by cold air and the glide of my bride’s nails. Thin garter straps stretched against my thighs with every careful step, anchored to stockings that clung to my freshly shaved legs like a second skin. And my thong—God, that pearl-studded thong—rode up between my cheeks, already slick and soaked through. Every tiny shift sent the string rubbing against the plug buried inside me, the subtle weight in my hole making me feel owned before a single word had been said.

The satin gloves embraced my arms like restraints dressed in elegance, and the delicate veil framed my face in a soft blur of femininity, fluttering with each nervous, shallow breath. My cheeks were flushed, my lips glossed and parted, my painted lashes blinking back the sharp pang of knowing exactly what I looked like.

White. Feminine. Fuckable.

She sat perched on the bed like the queen she was, a decadent force of nature swathed in filth-drenched elegance. Her bridal set mirrored mine down to every filthy detail—white silk bra pushing her tits high and full, lace biting into her skin just like mine did, the satin gloves stretching snugly up her arms, fingers wrapped around her champagne flute with effortless control. Her panties were sheer, high-cut, and clinging—an identical pearl-studded thong like mine, but hers hugged a wet, swollen pussy instead of a caged cock. The garter belt wrapped her hips like a threat, the straps pulled tight against toned thighs that were framed by stockings so sheer they shimmered like sex itself. Her toned legs were spread with practiced ease, her glistening slit peeking through the lace, as if daring Daddy to take his first taste. One matching six-inch stiletto dangled from her foot with lazy rhythm, heel bouncing with every sip, her eyes locked on me with the amused hunger of a woman who already owned everything in the room—including the trembling little bride staring back at her.

The moment her eyes met mine over the rim, I felt it—my cock twitching helplessly inside its tiny cage, pressure building and unable to go anywhere. She smirked. She knew.

And she loved it.

“Took you long enough,” she teased, voice syrupy and sweet.

I didn’t speak. I didn’t have to. I just stood there, silent, trembling, her blushing little groom wrapped in white.

She giggled, patting the bed beside her. I stepped closer, my heels clicking louder now in the silence. But before I could sit, the air shifted. The door clicked.

Daddy was here.

The sound of his footsteps was deliberate, slow, heavy. A predator taking his time.

He stepped inside, still wearing his tailored black suit, shirt unbuttoned to expose the deep brown of his chest, muscles hard beneath the fabric. No tie. No rush.

His eyes locked on me.

Then her.

Then back to me.

And he smiled.

“There they are,” he said, voice low and gravel-thick. “My two perfect brides.”

My legs nearly gave out.

She grinned and stood, the bed creaking under her as she walked over to me. One arm slid around my waist as she kissed my cheek, her gloss leaving a mark. “Ready to show Daddy how pretty we look together?” she whispered into my ear.

I nodded.

We both turned to face him, side by side, his girls in bridal white.

Daddy undid the first button of his jacket, then the second. He took his time, letting the silence stretch until I could hear nothing but my own breath.

“Come here,” he said, pointing to the spot in front of him.

We obeyed, the sharp click of our heels echoing off the walls as we moved in sync like well-trained pets. Her steps were confident, purposeful, dripping with ownership; mine were hesitant, every click a confession. She descended smoothly, one graceful movement down to her knees, the silk of her stockings catching the candlelight as if they were made to worship. I followed behind her, cheeks blazing, the pressure of the plug inside me shifting with every step. My knees parted awkwardly, spreading the delicate white lace of my thong as I sank to the carpet. My veil slipped forward slightly, framing my flushed face as I looked up at Daddy through lashes heavy with mascara. I could already feel the heat radiating from him—the scent of his cologne mixing with something darker, more primal. I was kneeling next to my wife, both of us done up like pornographic angels, and yet I felt more like the offering than the partner. I lowered myself fully, eyes cast downward, heart thudding like a drum, ready to be unwrapped by the man who truly owned us both.

Daddy reached for his belt.

“Take it off,” he ordered, voice deep and commanding. “With your mouths.”

We looked at each other briefly—her eyes glinting with practiced filth, mine wide and full of heat. She gave me a slow, filthy smile, then leaned forward first, her tongue darting out to trail along the edge of the belt like she was tasting him already. She slipped it under the leather strap, her wet lips brushing the surface as she teased it free. Her movements were confident, sinfully sexy. I followed behind her, lowering my head, my lips parting around the buckle. I kissed it first—soft, reverent—then let my teeth hook around the clasp, tugging with careful, needy desperation.

Daddy didn’t move. He stood with his arms crossed, watching us struggle and worship, our mouths fumbling over leather and metal like obedient sluts in heat. My heart hammered in my chest, my breath coming fast through my nose as I finally felt the belt loosen and slip free with a slow, sinful hiss.

She wasted no time. She slid down lower, nuzzling his bulge with her nose, mouthing the thick outline through his pants. She moaned into it, letting her lips trace the heavy ridge underneath. I moved to the other side, face burning as I leaned in. My glossy lips kissed his zipper. I could smell him—musk, arousal, raw masculine heat—and I left a faint trail of lipstick across his slacks, marking him like a filthy little bride. The cage inside my thong pulsed helplessly. My plug shifted with every shaky breath.

I was trembling. Flushed. Aching.

And completely exposed in every way.

Daddy looked down and grunted. “Look at you,” he said. “Lipstick already on my cock and I haven’t even pulled it out.”

She laughed, soft and wicked, fingers trailing down my cheek with a touch that was both loving and filthy. Her nails scratched lightly under my chin, tilting my face up toward hers. Her voice dropped to a sultry whisper, lips brushing my ear as she spoke, each word sliding under my skin like silk laced with poison.

"You're not just my husband anymore," she murmured, breath hot and sweet, heavy with champagne and power. "You're Daddy's pussy too now."

My chest tightened, a shiver running straight through me, the words hitting deeper than I was ready for. My eyes fluttered shut as my thighs clenched uselessly, the cage pressing into the soaked lace of my thong. My body ached, exposed, needy.

I didn’t just belong to her alone anymore. I never really had.

This was our wedding night.

And I wasn’t the groom. I wasn’t even the man.

I was the second bride.

Daddy’s second bride.

It’s strange what comes back to you at moments like this. As I knelt there in the honeymoon suite hours later—panties soaked, plug buzzing, and Daddy watching us like we were his property—I couldn’t help but drift back to that morning. The start of it all.

The morning sunlight had poured through the hotel windows, warm and golden, casting a soft glow across the suite. The world outside buzzed with anticipation—flowers being arranged, guests arriving, champagne being chilled. Inside, everything was still—except for my heartbeat.

I stood in front of the mirror in nothing but tux pants, my shirt hanging open, my chest rising and falling in shallow breaths. I looked like any other groom about to marry the woman of his dreams.

But under the surface? I was something else entirely.

My panties were pure white lace, tight, delicate, obscene. A high-waisted cut that hugged my hips like a whisper, pretty little bows resting above each thigh. She had chosen them, of course—a perfect match to the exact same expensive set she wore under her breathtaking wedding gown. Her panties too were white lace, the same pearl-studded trim, the same sinful secret against her skin while the world thought her innocent in ivory. Just like she chose the sheer stockings now halfway up my legs, the garter belt she was carefully clipping to them, the same ones she'd slipped onto herself that morning with a smile full of wicked joy. I trembled beneath her touch, knowing we were both dressed as Daddy's brides beneath it all.

She looked up at me and smiled, that same confident, radiant smile that had undone me from the very start.

“Every groom should feel like a bride on his big day,” she said, giggling as she gave one garter strap a playful snap.

I couldn’t speak. My mouth was dry, my body already responding, the cage beneath the lace pressing tight as she reached behind her for the plug.

It was new. Elegant. White with a rose gold base, shaped perfectly for humiliation and pleasure. She kissed the tip of it, lips glossed and wicked, before coating it in lube and turning back to me.

“Bend over,” she whispered.

I obeyed. I always did.

As I bent forward, the memory of two days ago flickered through my mind—Daddy had treated us both to a full day at a luxury spa, his way of preparing his brides for the big day. Side by side, we had been pampered, scrubbed, and waxed from head to toe. Every inch of me below the eyebrows was left smooth and gleaming, my skin tingling and baby-soft, as if my entire body had been groomed to be touched, to be used.

Now, her gloved hand spread me open with the same casual grace she'd shown at the spa, admiring how silky and hairless I was. Her other hand guided the toy inside me with slow, deliberate pressure, twisting gently, pushing past resistance. I gasped, knees buckling slightly as the thick base kissed my rim and locked into place.

“There,” she said, smoothing the lace back into place with a little smirk. “Perfect.”

Then she reached for her bouquet—a soft white arrangement of lilies and cream roses—and turned it slightly to reveal the hidden compartment inside.

A remote.

Daddy’s gift.

She held it up and smiled, eyes glinting. “Guess what yours is going to do,” she teased, her finger tapping the control as a soft vibration started deep inside me.

“He gave me one too,” she added, lowering her voice, lips brushing my ear. “An identical plug. I’m wearing it right now under this gown. Only difference is… the remote for mine is with Daddy.”

My breath caught, a rush of heat flooding my face as I imagined him with that remote in his pocket, deciding exactly when to make her moan.

I moaned before I could stop myself.

She giggled and tugged the panties snug, sealing everything in, then helped me into the rest of my tux. Each button she fastened felt like a stitch pulling me into a secret identity—a facade of a groom on the outside, her little sissy bride underneath.

Before doing up my tie, she smoothed the fabric over my chest, adjusted the garter beneath my slacks, and gave the plug one sharp buzz.

I jerked forward with a breathless gasp.

She leaned in close, lips brushing my ear, her voice honeyed and low.

“To the world, you're my handsome groom. But underneath?” Her hand grazed the front of my trousers, pressing softly over the outline of my caged, pantied cock, feeling the helpless little bulge trapped beneath lace and silk. “You're my sissy bride. And tonight? You're Daddy's too.”

She kissed me softly, her tongue teasing, lingering for a moment as if she didn’t want to let go. Her hands cupped my face, thumbs brushing my flushed cheeks.

“I love you, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice suddenly softer, more tender. “More than anyone ever will. You’re mine—my perfect little sissy. And nothing makes me happier than sharing this life with you baby.”

She stepped back then, her expression melting into a playful smirk as she straightened my tie with a gentle tug.

“Let’s go get married, pretty boy.”

The chapel was full.

Friends, family, co-workers. Rows of people dressed in pastel and pearls, smiling with cameras, completely unaware. No one knew that beneath the crisp tuxedo fabric hugging my frame was a layer of filth I could barely contain. My panties were glued to my skin, pearl-studded and soaked. The lace tickled every time my thighs moved. The garter hugged my hips like a promise. The stockings made each step feel like I was walking through a dirty little dream. And the plug—God, the plug—was humming at the lowest setting, just enough to keep me on edge, to keep me submissive, leaking, and barely composed.

Every step forward was a silent moan. My cock strained uselessly inside its cage, pressed snug against the damp lining of my sissy panties. With every shift of my thighs, the pearls rubbed and teased, turning my walk into a trembling performance.

I walked the aisle alone, to the world a confident groom, but inside I was burning.

My eyes flicked across the rows of strangers, the smiling oblivious faces, and landed on the one that made my knees go weak.

Daddy.

He sat like a king among peasants. Towering. Silent. Regal in his tailored charcoal suit, his shirt unbuttoned just enough to tease, his dark skin gleaming with power. One hand rested over his thigh, fingers splayed like he already owned the room—and me.

He didn’t blink. He didn’t smile.

He didn’t need to.

I could feel the weight of him across the space between us. Like gravity. Like heat. Like ownership.

I swallowed hard, just as the plug pulsed again inside me, a sneaky little buzz from my bride that made my body jolt. My thighs clenched, my steps wobbled, and I could feel a fresh leak dampening the silk even more.

Daddy’s gaze never left mine.

Just before I reached the altar, he tilted his head—slow, deliberate—and his lips moved with surgical precision.

“Slut.”

No sound needed. The word pierced me like a knife dipped in honey.

My cock twitched violently inside the cage. I nearly gasped. My knees buckled for half a second before I caught myself.

My whole body screamed with the need to fall to the floor, to kneel at his feet, to present myself to him right then and there—but I kept walking.

Because the show had only just begun.

She entered like a dream sculpted in ivory and elegance. Her gown shimmered with delicate beadwork, clinging to her curves in a way that was both regal and absolutely sexy. Common conscience would say I was marrying way out of my league. A few might even whisper that I was one lucky son of a bitch to be bagging someone so beautiful, so successful, so untouchably radiant. If only they knew the kind of filthy, depraved things she let Daddy do to her behind closed doors. If only they knew what kind of bride she really was under all that silk and sparkle. The lace traced the swell of her breasts, the soft flare of her hips, and every step she took made her look like she was gliding—a goddess cloaked in innocence, even though I knew exactly what hid beneath that silk. The same pearl-studded panties. The same garter, the same stockings. The same plug.

Her eyes found mine as she took her place beside me, and her smile was soft, sweet, and devastating. She reached for my hand, squeezing it with gentle affection—but I saw it. The tiniest twitch in her jaw, the faintest flicker in her lashes.

Daddy had started her vibration, too.

The priest began speaking, but the words melted away into static. All I could feel was the warm pulse inside me, the electricity of her touch, the weight of Daddy’s presence like a collar I couldn’t take off.

“You may kiss the bride,” he finally said.

I turned to her, flushed, trembling, lips quivering with devotion and shame.

I kissed her before the world. Her perfect lips, her loving tongue, and the filthy, sacred secret only the three of us knew. The chapel erupted in joyful fanfare—applause, cheers, phones held high, cameras flashing. There were gasps and coos from the front row, the sounds of celebration and innocent awe. To them, it was the picture of love. A beautiful bride. A devoted groom. A fairytale ending.

But under all that silk and satin, beneath the applause and confetti, we both buzzed with Daddy’s wicked little truths. Their cheers only made the filthier parts of me squirm harder.

And behind us, in the front row, sat the man who owned every part of this.

Because I wasn’t the groom.

I was the gift.

The festivities had ended, the champagne gone flat, the laughter fading into silence. But our night was only beginning.

The elevator ride up to the honeymoon suite was quiet. Too quiet. Just her and me—bride and groom to everyone else, but we both knew better. She held my hand, fingers laced through mine, her engagement ring cold and heavy against my palm, a reminder of how far she'd come—and how far I'd fallen. I was still in my tux, but beneath it, the lace panties clung to my skin, soaked and buzzing faintly from the plug still snug inside me. I shifted on my feet and tried to hide my wince as the motion pressed the cage harder into the damp fabric.

She leaned closer and whispered against my ear, her voice laced with tease. “Tonight’s not just about us, baby. It’s about showing him how much you’ve changed.”

My heart raced, the anticipation crawling under my skin. She squeezed my hand again and gave me a look so full of smug affection and filthy promise, it made my knees weak. I was marrying the woman of my dreams, yes—but Daddy’s blessing had made it possible. And tonight, we were going to prove just how much of a good girl I could be for both of them.

The elevator dinged softly. Our suite waited.. She looked over at me with a sly, knowing smile and squeezed my hand. I squeezed back, breath shallow, mind already racing through what was coming next.

The suite was stunning. Daddy had paid for the penthouse suite at the hotel for this special night. Velvet drapes, soft candlelight, white roses everywhere. The bed was massive, layered in silk sheets and rose petals, a throne for the man who owned us both.

She gave my hand a squeeze and stepped toward the bed.

“I’ll start slipping out of this dress,” she said with a sultry smile. “Go make yourself pretty, baby. You know how Daddy likes you.”

I nodded, eyes low, and padded into the bathroom. The moment the door closed behind me, I exhaled shakily, then flipped on the lights.

Time to transform.

I peeled away the tuxedo, folding the jacket and slipping out of the pants until I was left in nothing but my lingerie—the lace panties damp from hours of teasing, the garter still tight, the plug still seated deep. The tuxedo shirt slid off my shoulders like the last mask being discarded. I stayed like that for a moment, breathing in the sight of myself: stripped, bound by lace, the soft hum of submission already in my veins. Then I moved to the counter and set about my routine.

Foundation, blush, soft pink gloss. Thick lashes. A touch of shimmer on my cheekbones. I styled my hair to fall over one shoulder in soft curls, feminine and flirty. I applied perfume at the pulse of my neck, wrists, and thighs. Then, with trembling fingers, I slipped on the final touch—my satin elbow-length gloves, smooth and cool against my freshly waxed skin, sliding up my arms like silk restraints. They completed the look: delicate, polished, submissive. By the time I looked into the mirror again, the groom was long gone.

Only the sissy remained.

The bathroom door creaked open.

I stepped out, trembling in my six-inch heels, each step a shaky click against the plush carpet, the soft swish of lace brushing against my thighs. My skin tingled, my plug shifting with every movement, the blush-colored lace set clinging to my smooth body, transformed and aching. My nipples were hard beneath the bra cups, my cage straining under the weight of arousal I wasn’t allowed to act on. Our actual wedding night began then.

Daddy was now seated in the armchair, thighs spread wide, his big black cock already semi-hard and resting heavy against his thigh. His shirt was open, his gaze hungry.

She now sat on the edge of the bed in her silk robe, untied and loose around her body, one shoulder bare and glowing in the candlelight. Her matching lingerie peeked through—a mirror to mine—the same pearl-studded thong stretched across her hips, the same lace bra teasing her nipples through sheer fabric. We had undressed Daddy just moments before with our mouths, worshipping every inch as we freed his cock from the confines of his briefs, our lipstick smudging his thighs. Afterward, we had paused to catch our breath, sipping champagne in the afterglow of obedience, letting the buzz of anticipation soak into the air. Now she waited for the next act, every inch of her looking like seduction wrapped in silk, her eyes locked on me with that same smug, loving hunger.

He looked at me and smiled, voice low and gravel-thick.

“There they are,” he said. “My two perfect brides.”

My heart pounded. My knees weakened.

“On your knees,” he added, voice darker.

I sank instantly, kneeling on the plush carpet, head low, my breathing shallow. She rose gracefully from the bed and knelt beside me without hesitation, our shoulders brushing. Her touch grounded me, but Daddy’s gaze set me ablaze.

Daddy unzipped a black velvet box and opened it slowly, like he was unveiling some sacred relic.

Inside lay the most exquisite, degrading thing I’d ever seen.

A custom-made chastity cage in gleaming rose gold, its shaft wrapped in tiny, sparkling diamonds. At the tip, right near the slit, the word “Owned” was etched in delicate, cursive script—like it belonged in a display case, like it was made not just to deny but to humiliate. It was beautiful. And horrifying.

“Time for the Ceremony of Truth,” Daddy said, his voice a low purr that made my toes curl.

My wife didn’t hesitate. She reached for me like I was her favorite toy, fingertips grazing up my trembling inner thighs. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of my pearl-studded thong and tugged it down slowly, letting the air kiss my bare, smooth skin as it slid over my thighs. She dipped her fingers down to my twitching cocklet, collecting the glistening pre-cum pooling at the tip. With a wicked little smile, she raised her slick fingers to her mouth and slid them between her lips, sucking slowly, tasting me like a treat. Her eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time, her moan soft and filthy as she swallowed. Then she ran them over the tip of my old plastic cage, making me twitch.

“Let’s set you free, baby,” she whispered, finding the little pink key we kept hidden in her travel bag.

Click.

The moment the lock popped, I gasped. My tiny, soft cocklet flopped forward pathetically, barely rising, already leaking. I could feel the heat of my arousal without even being hard. I was so sensitive it almost hurt. She touched the tip, dragging her slick fingers down it, and giggled.

“So sensitive,” she cooed. “You really do need to be locked back up, don’t you, sweet thing?”

Daddy leaned forward, voice low and commanding, his cock resting heavy against his thigh as his eyes pinned me in place.

“Tell me whose slut you are,” he growled. “Tell me what you want more than a honeymoon fuck.”

My lips trembled as I looked up at him, my free small cock twitching, leaking helplessly between my legs.

“I’m your slut, Daddy,” I whispered. “Yours and hers. Please lock me back up. Please, I need it. I want it more than anything. I want to belong to you both. Please... make me yours forever.”

Daddy’s smile deepened. “Good girl.”

She took her time fitting the rose gold cage over my cocklet, lifting it delicately between her fingers, her touch reverent and filthy. The cold metal kissed my skin as she slid it into place, her tongue peeking out as she aligned every perfect edge.

“So fucking small,” she teased. “Just the way we like it.”

The click of the lock made my entire body jolt. I whimpered, the weight of the cage a comforting, humiliating pressure against my leaking hole.

She leaned down and kissed the tip through the slit, her lips warm, soft, possessive.

“Mine,” she whispered. “Forever.”

She slipped one necklace over her own head—a diamond pendant with a delicate key. Daddy did the same.

I had no access. I had no control.

Daddy wasn’t done.

He reached into the box again, pulling out something that sparkled so hard under the chandelier it almost hurt to look at. Two chokers, both diamond-studded from end to end, catching the light like a pair of halos for his sluts. But it was the centerpiece that stole my breath: the word “Wifey” screamed from the middle of each collar in bold, unapologetic lettering, spelled out in thick-set pink sapphires—expensive, obscene, and impossibly bright. No metal plate, no gentle tag. Just raw, gleaming filth spelled out in gemstones across the neck of Daddy’s obedient girls.

He took his time, letting the chain slip through his fingers like silk before fastening the first one around her throat. The sparkle framed her collarbones, the word glinting like a brand. She tilted her chin up proudly.

Then he turned to me.

My throat was bare, trembling. I lifted my head, lips parted, eyes wide and waiting. He leaned in, fingers brushing my skin, the soft weight of the choker settling against me like a collar made of sex and shame.

The clasp clicked, locking me in.

We matched.

His wives.

His property.

Then came the plug—not just any plug, but the one she always saved for Daddy’s nights. Bigger. Thicker. The smooth, glossy black silicone gleamed under the low lighting, girthy enough to fill me completely but just manageable with the right amount of lube and surrender. This one didn’t just stretch—it claimed.

She called it my “bedtime pacifier.” I knew what that meant. I’d be kept warm and full all night—stuffed, occupied, and ready.

She dipped her fingers into the thick jar of lube and coated it generously, letting it drip down the base until her hands shimmered with slick shine. Her fingers moved with practiced confidence, letting some fall across her palm before she slowly rubbed the tip of the plug in slow, circular strokes—like she was anointing it. She brought it to my lips, holding it like a cock.

“Open up for Daddy’s plug, baby,” she whispered, voice soaked in filth and affection. “He wants you nice and stretched for bedtime.”

My lips parted automatically. I knew what to do.

I suckled the head, tongue swirling over the smooth silicone, the faint taste of the water lube, and something faintly floral from the scented oil we used. I moaned low in my throat, holding eye contact with her like the good little thing I was. She smiled sweetly, then pulled it free with a wet pop, letting a string of spit and lube stretch between us before it broke.

“Good girl,” she murmured, standing.

I whimpered and turned, crawling toward the bed, my heels clicking faintly against the hardwood. The sheets welcomed me with cool silk, and I climbed up and positioned myself exactly how they liked—face down, ass up, legs parted wide, presenting my stretched hole and aching cage. My thighs trembled slightly as I settled in, the plug I wore earlier already removed, the absence of fullness making me feel so exposed, so empty.

She climbed up behind me slowly, like a predator with all the time in the world, her hands spreading my cheeks. Her nails raked gently down my inner thighs, not enough to scratch, just enough to remind me I was hers.

Then the tip pressed to my entrance. I gasped.

“Shhh,” she crooned. “It’s just your pacifier, sweetheart. Take it in for Daddy.”

And I did.

The pressure bloomed slowly, the stretch building as she pushed it past resistance. My hole fluttered, clenching down instinctively, but she didn’t stop. Her hand pressed firmly between my shoulder blades, keeping me in place, while the thick silicone plug pushed deeper, wider—until the widest part popped inside with a shuddering snap.

I cried out, face buried in the sheets, the sound muffled but raw. My body trembled. My cock jerked uselessly in its cage.

“There we go,” she purred, stroking the plug’s base now seated snug between my cheeks. “Nice and stuffed. Daddy’s going to love how you squirm around him later. I can't wait to finally watch”

She leaned forward, kissed my back, and whispered, “You’re perfect now.”

And she was right.

The Ceremony of Truth was complete.

And the night was just beginning.

The suite was silent now, humming with heat and tension. The Ceremony of Truth had left its mark on us—my plug sat snug and full inside me, my cage pulsed against soaked lace, and the choker around my neck glittered in the candlelight with pink sapphires spelling out exactly what I was: Wifey. She wore the same. We matched. Owned.

Daddy stood over us like a god, bare-chested and massive, his dark skin gleaming with sweat and candlelight. His cock hung thick and proud, already wet with precum, the shaft glistening like it had been oiled. He hadn’t even touched himself. Just watching us squirm had been enough.

He gave us that look—the one that made my stomach flip and my throat tighten. That look that told me I was his. That we both were.

"Up on the bed," he said, his voice low, casual, like this was just the next step in a routine we already knew by heart.

She moved first, her heels slipping off with a lazy kick before climbing onto the bed, silk sheets rustling beneath her. Her robe slipped off her shoulders as she crawled up on all fours, giving Daddy a perfect view of her slick, eager pussy peeking from behind her thong. My own heels clicked against the floor as I followed, my cheeks hot and my thighs trembling. Every step made the plug shift deeper, every breath made my cage ache.

I knelt at the head of the bed, positioned just where Daddy liked me. I could see everything. She lay back, legs parted slowly, deliberately, her thong peeled to the side by her own fingers to show just how wet she already was. Her folds glistened, swollen and ready, the scent of her arousal thick in the air. My caged cock twitched helplessly, drooling into lace.

Daddy climbed onto the bed like he was claiming it. He moved between her legs, gripped her thighs like they belonged to him—and they did. He didn’t ask. He didn’t tease. He lined up his cock with her dripping slit and looked down at her.

She tilted her head toward me.

"Hold my hand, baby," she whispered, voice already trembling.

I reached for her and laced our fingers together.

Then Daddy sank in, slow and unforgiving. The thick head of his cock stretched her folds wide, and I watched with breathless awe as he kept pushing, inch by thick inch. Her body trembled, her back arched off the bed, and a long, broken moan burst from her throat. The sound was pure need, edged with something deeper—worship.

She squeezed my hand tight, nails digging into my palm. I could feel her whole body tighten beneath him, her pussy fluttering as it strained to take him in. I watched every moment—how her lips stretched wide around his girth, how her hips lifted just slightly, trying to keep up with his slow, claiming thrust.

When he finally bottomed out, his hips flush against her, the room seemed to hold its breath. I saw her bite her lip, tears brimming in her eyes as she whimpered. She looked overwhelmed. Used. Beautiful.

Daddy held there, buried inside her, grinding his pelvis slow against her clit like he was savoring her surrender. Then he started moving. Not fast. Not yet. He dragged his cock out until just the head remained tucked inside her stretched, soaked pussy, then pushed back in with a firm, patient thrust that made her gasp and writhe.

The rhythm began—deep, steady, ruinous.

Her breasts bounced in their lace cage, her hips rolling instinctively to meet each thrust, her moans growing louder, wetter. The bed creaked beneath them, silk sheets twisting as her body arched and bucked.

Daddy grunted, his eyes never leaving her face. “Look at that,” he growled. “That’s what a real wedding night looks like.”

I could barely breathe. My throat was tight, my chest shaking.

“Th-thank you, Daddy,” I whispered. “Thank you for giving her a real wedding night.”

He narrowed his eyes.

“Louder.”

I flinched. “Thank you, Daddy!”

He fucked her harder in response, his thrusts turning savage and deep, each one hammering into her soaked cunt with a wet, relentless rhythm that echoed off the walls. The sound of his hips slapping her flesh was obscene—raw and primal—punctuated by her helpless moans that pitched higher with every punishing stroke. Her body bucked beneath him, thighs trembling, her tits bouncing in their lace prison as he used her like she was nothing more than a perfect, begging hole.

Her hand clawed at the sheets, the other clutching mine with a desperate grip that made my knuckles ache. She was unraveling, coming apart beneath him, body quaking with every thrust.

“Daddy,” she sobbed. “Please… please breed me. Fill me up. I need it… I need your cum in me… I want to feel it drip out of me… please!”

Daddy snarled, hips slamming in once more with a brutal grind, his cock buried to the base, her pussy stretched around him, clenching like it was begging to be filled. He held there for just a moment, grinding his pelvis against her soaked folds, her clit mashed under the pressure.

Then he let go.

His breath caught, a deep rumble in his chest as he pressed in impossibly deep. Her eyes flew open, her mouth fell slack, and I felt her whole body jolt as he spilled inside her—hot, thick spurts pumping deep into her cunt. His cock pulsed again and again, his cum pouring into her with each twitch, flooding her tight, used hole.

She gasped at the heat, arching into him, wrapping her legs around his waist as if she could pull him even deeper. "Yes, Daddy... yes, fill me... oh fuck, I feel it, I feel it!"

He grunted, still grinding, holding her locked to the base as her pussy milked every last drop. When he finally pulled out, it was slow, deliberate, and followed by the thickest spill of white-hot seed, gushing from her abused slit, coating her inner thighs, her folds, her ass.

She reached between her legs, fingers dipping into the mess, moaning as she smeared it up over her folds, her clit, her belly.

She gasped at the heat, at the feeling of his seed marking her, her fingers dipping instinctively between her legs to smear it across her folds.

Daddy's voice cut through, rough and commanding.

“On her face.”

She didn’t hesitate. She giggled softly, breath still ragged, and climbed up the bed with a slow, practiced roll of her hips. Her thighs glistened with Daddy’s cum, and her pussy was puffy, flushed, stretched open and leaking. She straddled my face without shame, her eyes on Daddy as she lowered herself slowly, sensually, until the full, messy weight of her heat met my mouth.

Her thighs pinned me down, slick and trembling. I could feel every twitch in her legs as she settled, grinding her spent pussy against my lips with a sigh of filthy satisfaction.

“Smother her, baby,” Daddy said, pouring himself a drink from the crystal decanter on the dresser like this was just another show. “Let my cum drip right into her mouth. Let her know what being married really means.”

She shivered, then leaned forward, bracing herself on the headboard, and pushed her hips forward—my nose pressed to her clit, my lips parting beneath the flood of slick and seed.

“Clean me,” she moaned. “Lick it all up, slut. Daddy bred me for you.”

I opened my mouth, tongue flat and eager. Her cum-slick folds rubbed against me, and I tasted everything. Her arousal. His cum. The heat of their fucking.

Daddy sat nearby, his drink in hand, eyes trained on us with lazy hunger. The glass clicked softly as he swirled the liquor, lips curling into a smirk.

“Good little wifey,” he murmured. “Don’t spill a drop.”

I moaned against her slit, the mess of her and Daddy filling my mouth, my nose, my whole fucking head. Her pussy was sloppy—puffy, gaping, the taste overwhelming. I lapped up everything that spilled out, swirling my tongue deep between her folds, chasing every drop of cum as it dripped onto my tongue. Her hole flexed with each pass of my tongue, still fluttering from the pounding she’d just taken, and I felt another gush spill down my chin.

She rocked her hips slowly, deliberately, dragging her clit along the bridge of my nose while I sucked greedily at the heat pouring into my mouth. The smell of sex coated my lungs, my eyes were wet, and I couldn’t stop. I didn’t want to.

Daddy sipped his drink and let out a low hum of approval.

“Keep going,” he said, voice smooth. “Don’t stop until she’s empty.”

Daddy sat reclined like a king, legs wide, cock resting heavy across his thigh, the shaft already swelling again as he watched us—his two ruined brides, smeared in sweat, cum, and each other's filth. One of us was still panting through the aftershocks, fingers lazily swirling through the creamy mess between her thighs. The other—me—was on all fours, face dewy with slick, lips plump and raw from worship, chin dripping with more than spit.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t have to.

The change in the air was instant. Thicker. Charged. I felt it prickle over my skin like heat before a lightning strike. Daddy stood, silent but commanding, and I knew exactly where I was supposed to be.

His cock swung low between his thighs, heavy and veined, already hardening as he walked toward me. Every step he took made my heart race harder, my hole clench tighter, my throat tighten with need.

He didn’t need to say a word. A tilt of his chin toward the bed and I moved, scrambling up like an obedient bitch in heat. I knelt where he wanted me—back arched, hands planted, my tiny, locked cock aching under satin, my chest rising and falling in frantic, shallow breaths.

My wife sat watching from the headboard, her legs parted again, two fingers slick with Daddy’s cum still teasing herself lazily. She bit her lip, smiling down at me like the proud, filthy goddess she was.

Daddy stepped up to the edge, looming over me. His cock brushed my mouth, thick and already glistening with precum. He smeared it across my lips, ruining what was left of my gloss with slow, deliberate swipes.

“Keep your eyes on her,” he ordered, voice deep as thunder.

I turned my eyes to her.

She licked her lips, her voice a slow purr. “Open up, baby.”

I parted my lips with a soft gasp, already moaning before the head of his cock breached my mouth.

Daddy pressed the tip against my tongue, letting it rest there—just a moment of silence, heat, and expectation—before he pushed in. The flavor hit first: bitter, musky, pure power. My tongue instinctively curled beneath him, welcoming, worshipping. Then came the stretch—inch by thick, throbbing inch—forcing my mouth wider, my lips straining to stay sealed around his girth as the head pushed toward the back of my throat.

I could barely keep my breath steady, but I obeyed.

His hands gripped my hair—tight, possessive—and in one brutal, smooth thrust, he buried himself deeper. My eyes went wide, chest heaving as my throat clenched around him. I gagged wetly, spit pooling on my tongue.

And still—I didn’t break eye contact with her.

She was watching me intently, two fingers circling her clit, eyes glazed with lust as she moaned at the sight of her sissy bride choking on Daddy’s cock.

“Good girl,” she whispered, her voice dark and molten.

Daddy didn’t give me time to recover. He pulled out an inch, then slammed back in—his cock heavier, deeper, the blunt head battering my throat. My lipstick smeared up his shaft, my jaw locked wide. I felt every ridge, every throb. My lashes fluttered with effort.

My throat burned. My nose was buried in the base of him, the scent of him overpowering, grounding me in submission.

Slap. Slap. Slap.

His hips slammed forward again and again. Each thrust louder, wetter, messier. My face was being used—no gentleness, no pause. Just relentless pressure and filthy purpose.

Drool poured from the corners of my mouth, stringing down my chin and splashing onto the sheets. My nose ran. My cheeks were wet from tears and spit. I was an absolute mess—and she loved it.

She crawled closer, her knees brushing against mine as she brought her hand to my cheek. She cupped it sweetly for a second, thumb wiping some spit away—then slapped me, light but sharp.

“Pretty little whore,” she cooed, her voice dripping with affection and filth. “You take Daddy so well.”

Daddy groaned above me, his cock thrusting deeper with rougher rhythm now, thick and relentless, pounding into my throat with a need that made my body tremble. I gagged around him, throat fluttering, jaw burning, but I swallowed—again and again—trying to keep up with the brutal rhythm.

Every time I managed to suppress the reflex, he rewarded me with more—more cock, more pressure, more praise. The head of his cock throbbed against the back of my throat, and I could feel each pulse as he used me.

She crawled closer, brushing her fingers along my cheek again. Then she leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to my tear-streaked temple.

“That’s it, baby,” she whispered, her lips brushing my skin. “You were made to choke for Daddy.”

My body answered before my mind did.

I pushed deeper, burying my nose against the base of him, letting the musk and salt fill my senses. Spit and tears ran freely down my chin and onto my chest. I was nothing but a hole now—a warm, obedient, ruined throat made to serve.

He grunted, his grip in my hair tightening. I felt his cock pulse again, angry and hard, dragging against my tongue with every deep thrust.

And I let him.

Because I loved it.

Because this was who I was.

His mouth. His bride.

His filthy, eager, perfect little whore.

Daddy lay back against the headboard, legs spread in easy dominance, cock still glistening from the ruin he’d made of my throat. I knelt at the foot of the bed, gasping through the last of my tears, spit still trailing down my chin, the taste of him and my own surrender lingering thick on my tongue.

My wife reached for me, stroked my cheek, and kissed the corner of my mouth—as if to say I’d done well, as if to remind me that this wasn’t the end.

And it wasn’t.

Daddy’s chest rose slowly, power humming just beneath his skin. He looked untouched despite everything, like a god among chaos. The sheets were soaked, twisted around limbs and slick with sex, and still he lay there—calm, commanding.

He patted his thighs.

“Crawl to me.”

We obeyed instantly. I moved first, knees weak, throat sore, and face a mess of tears and spit that had dried sticky across my cheeks. Each crawl forward made my cage ache between my legs, every shift of my thighs grinding the plug in deeper. I felt her move beside me, elegant even on all fours, her thighs shimmering with slick, her tits swaying with every motion.

We reached him together, the heat of his body drawing us in. His cock lay heavy against his abdomen, still wet and swollen from what he had done to me. It twitched as we stared at it—thick veins pulsing, the head flushed dark and glistening.

She moved first. She always did. Her hand curled around the base like it belonged there, her grip confident, almost possessive. She stroked him slowly, reverently, thumb teasing the thick ridge beneath the head, spreading fresh precum over the already-slick surface.

I followed lower. My lips brushed along his thigh, worshipful. I could smell myself on him. Taste my own shame still clinging to his skin. I moaned softly, nosing under his cock, letting the heavy weight rest against my cheek as I brought my mouth to his balls.

They were warm and tight, damp with sweat and drool from earlier. I kissed them like something sacred, tongue trailing up their curve before I sucked one between my lips, slow and wet. I let it fill my mouth while she leaned over us both and kissed the underside of his shaft, our mouths moving in unison, syncing over his body.

“Good girls,” he rumbled, low and rough, his voice curling in my spine like a leash tightening.

We didn’t stop.

We found a rhythm without speaking, as if our mouths were synced by instinct, by heat. She stroked him with slow, practiced grace, letting the slick glide of her hand build pressure, keeping him thick and aching. I stayed low, lips wrapped around one heavy ball, sucking gently, letting it fill my mouth as my tongue swirled and teased.

Her mouth dropped lower to meet mine. I felt her breath against my skin before her lips touched his shaft. She pressed a soft kiss just above where I was sucking, and our mouths met over the thick base, warm and wet. My cheek brushed hers, and we shared a quiet moan between us. She tasted like him. I tasted her.

She shifted first, trailing her tongue up his length in a slow, teasing stripe. I followed her path downward, kissing the curve of his sack, letting my spit trail in lines that glistened in the low light. Our tongues worked together over him, licking, kissing, tasting each other through his cock.

Our mouths crossed again—hers at the head, mine at the root. I felt the shudder that ran through his body as we devoured him from both ends. He groaned, a deep, brutal sound, and his hands found our heads, fingers gripping gently, guiding us.

He grunted, hips twitching as he shifted slightly beneath us, hungry for more, for everything we had left to give.

“Switch. You—” his fingers slid under my chin, tilting my head up, “—get back there. You—” his eyes cut to her, dark and heavy, “—on my face. Now.”

She giggled, already moving before he finished the command. Her body flowed over him like silk, her hands gliding up his chest as she swung one leg over and straddled his face with practiced grace. She turned herself around, lowering slowly, deliberately, until her soaked pussy hovered over his mouth.

His hands gripped her ass the moment she settled, fingers digging into her flesh as he yanked her down. His tongue was already working before she let out her first gasp, diving into her folds, lips suctioning around her clit with greedy precision.

I watched her shiver before dragging my mouth down his thigh, inch by inch, trailing soft, filthy kisses until I reached the base of his cock. I shifted lower, the scent of sweat and heat growing heady as I moved between his legs.

His hole was already glistening, tight and flushed, slick from the sweat pooling between his cheeks. I spread him open gently, watching it twitch under my breath, and leaned in with reverence.

My tongue met his rim with a slow, wet stroke. I dragged it up the crease, then back down, licking deeper each time. The first press made him grunt—low and filthy—straight into her cunt.

That groan made her whimper and rock her hips harder against his face, grinding herself down on him while she reached back to pull her cheeks wider, giving him full access.

I circled the tight ring again, spit trailing in long strings, then pushed in just slightly, flicking, licking, worshipping him like it was my purpose.

His whole body tensed, then relaxed with a shudder. I moaned against him.

She moaned louder.

His tongue in her. My tongue in him.

We rocked with the bed.

We were all being devoured.

She rocked her hips against his face, her thighs trembling as she ground down. My tongue circled, flicked, pressed deeper. I rimmed him with everything I had—long, messy licks, spit dripping as I worshipped the last untouched part of him.

The bed rocked. Our moans overlapped. He had a tongue in his ass, a pussy on his mouth, and his cock resting proud and twitching on his stomach.

Daddy didn’t just own us.

He owned every hole in the room.

The sheets were soaked, twisted around our bodies, heavy with the scent of cum and sweat. His tongue still coated with her taste, my mouth still sticky with his scent. I could feel it—the throb of my caged cock against the mattress, the ache deep inside me where my tongue had been buried in Daddy’s ass, the vibration of her moans still echoing through my spine. She lay above him, glistening and blissed out, her juices smeared across his chin. I was still kneeling between his thighs, spit-slick and raw.

Daddy sat up, slowly, the muscles in his chest flexing as he adjusted beneath her.

He looked at me.

“On your stomach, baby.”

My breath hitched.

My wife slid off his chest and moved toward me. Her eyes were wide, soft, and wet. This was her first time seeing him take me—not just preparing me or hearing the sounds from behind closed doors. She was going to witness it. All of it.

I moved as if in a trance. My body obeyed, even as my mind trembled.

I rolled over slowly, limbs shaky, and laid my face down into the damp pillow. My ass was lifted slightly, plug still nestled inside, pressing deep. My caged cock throbbed helplessly against the bed.

Daddy didn’t rush. He hovered behind me like a shadow of control, his presence hot and heavy on my back. I felt the bed dip beneath his weight, the air tighten around us.

His hands spread my cheeks slowly, reverently, thumbs dragging over the flushed skin with deliberate pressure. The touch alone made me twitch, my caged cock pressed tight to the sheets, useless and aching.

His fingers traced around the plug, teasing the rim of my hole with featherlight circles. I gasped when he gave the base a gentle twist, rocking it inside me. He tugged—just a little—enough to make my breath hitch and my hips jerk forward.

Then he pulled it free.

It slipped from me with a wet pop, my hole fluttering open in its absence. The emptiness that followed made me whimper into the pillow, hole twitching, clenching instinctively around nothing.

"So empty now," he murmured, voice dark and full of promise. "So needy."

He leaned forward and dragged a single finger along my seam, collecting slick that had already begun to bead from how open and ready I was. Then he reached lower, between my thighs, and cupped my caged cock.

It twitched violently in his palm.

"You’re dripping already," he chuckled, giving the cage a gentle shake, just enough to make the pearls of precum smear against my thighs. "Fucking perfect. My good little bride. Made for this."

My wife sat beside me, her hand finding mine. She squeezed it tight as Daddy knelt between my legs.

Before the first touch, Daddy took his time. He leaned back, reaching for the bottle of lube on the nightstand, the slick sound of the cap popping sending a jolt through my chest. My wife sat up slightly, watching, then wordlessly offered her hand. He poured a generous amount onto her palm, the clear liquid glistening under the soft light.

She leaned in, spreading it across his thick shaft, fingers moving slowly, deliberately, working the lube into every ridge, every vein. Her eyes flicked to mine as she stroked him, lips parting in a breathy smile. "He’s gonna stretch you so good, baby."

Daddy grunted softly, then coated his fingers again and rubbed more lube between my cheeks, circling the twitching rim of my hole, now empty and desperate. His fingers slid easily over the entrance, easing some inside, twisting and teasing until I gasped and rocked back.

Only then did he position himself.

The first touch of his cockhead against my hole made me freeze, my breath catching in my throat. He held there, letting the heat of him radiate against me, giving me a moment to feel just how wide I would have to open.

Then he pushed.

The burn was instant, stretching me wide, setting fire through my spine. But it was slow. So slow. He fed me inch after thick inch, stopping to let me breathe, letting me whimper and tremble as I adjusted.

It wasn’t just the stretch. It was the weight of the moment—the surrender, the shame, and then the warmth of my wife shifting closer. She moved behind me, her hands brushing down my back before sliding underneath, fingers lacing with mine. Her grip was firm, grounding. She leaned in, her breath hot against my ear, whispering praise just loud enough for me to hold on to.

Then she kissed me. A soft, deep, tender kiss—her lips pressing into mine while Daddy’s cock pressed into my hole. Her tongue swept across mine with love, with hunger, with pride. It wasn’t just comfort. It was ownership. Witness. And love.

While Daddy made me his from the inside out, she claimed me with that kiss, her body curved around mine, her hand squeezing tight.

I cried out, not from pain alone, but from everything—the fullness, the surrender, the humiliation of being opened in front of my wife.

She leaned in close, brushing hair from my face, whispering, “You’re beautiful, baby. Let him take you. I’m right here.”

Tears blurred my vision as I felt him bottom out, his cock stretching me to my limit, every inch pulsing deep inside me. My throat caught on a sob, my entire body trembling, clenching helplessly around him as the pressure overtook me. My hole fluttered, trying to adjust, trying to hold him—trying to belong to him.

He stayed buried for a beat, letting me feel the weight of what I was, then pulled back and thrust again, firm and deliberate.

“Say it,” he growled. “Say what you are.”

I whimpered, voice broken.

“This is my new life,” I gasped, shaking as his cock dragged against every tender spot inside me.

He slammed in harder, making my back arch and my fingers curl into the sheets.

“Louder.”

“This is my new life!” I cried, voice high and full of something beyond pain—beyond pleasure. A surrender that had no turning back.

He slowed the next thrust only to go deeper, rougher.

“Say it all.”

I buried my face in the pillow, my voice cracking open with the weight of the truth as his hips met my ass in a filthy slap.

“I’m not a man,” I moaned as tears streamed, tears of pleasure and humiliation. “I’m Daddy’s… cumdump bride.”

He groaned in approval, fucking me harder, rougher, his ownership now carved into my body with every thrust.

My wife let out a soft, sultry moan as she crawled up behind me, her body draping over mine like silk. She nuzzled into the back of my neck, her breath hot as she whispered, "You’re doing so good for us, baby."

Then she slid lower, her slick heat finding my locked, aching cock. She rocked her hips slowly, teasing me with the wet heat of her pussy, grinding the lips of her cunt against the cage that trapped me. The pressure was exquisite torture—my cock throbbed, twitching against the steel as slick smeared between us.

I whimpered, the weight of her body pressing me down while Daddy continued his relentless rhythm behind me. I was fully trapped, pinned between them, their bodies using mine like it was made for this—because it was.

Daddy grunted as he slammed into me harder, each thrust punching breath from my lungs, driving me deeper into the soaked sheets. My mouth hung open, gasping as I felt precum spill from my locked tip, soaking my thighs, the sheets, mixing with her juices.

“Take it,” Daddy growled, his voice rough and deep. “Take it like the little whore you are.”

She leaned in again and pressed a kiss just below my ear, then whispered with a dark sweetness, “Let go, baby. Let Daddy break you.”

My body spasmed violently, a high, helpless cry ripped from my throat as the orgasm tore through me. I came inside the cage, helpless and leaking, every nerve in my body set on fire, my cock twitching and jerking against its prison as thick, hot streams of cum flooded the inside of my chastity.

It poured out through the tiny seams, dribbling down my thighs, mixing with my wife’s slick and Daddy’s sweat. My moans came in ragged sobs, overwhelmed by the raw, unbearable pleasure of being used exactly the way I was meant to be.

Daddy didn’t stop.

He slammed forward again with a savage thrust that jolted my entire body, the slap of his hips echoing through the suite. His cock pulsed hard inside me, thick and swollen, stretching my hole wide as he gave me everything.

Then he let go.

He groaned—deep, feral, guttural—as the first wave of cum surged into me. Hot. Heavy. Endless.

His hips rolled in slow, brutal waves, grinding into me as he filled my hole with thick, wet spurts of seed. I could feel it flood me, feel it leak out around his cock as he pushed deeper, grinding it in.

Again. And again. And again.

Each pump wrung a new moan from me, each breath ragged and desperate. I was nothing but a leaking, clenching mess under him, body twitching from overstimulation, from the ache of release, from the raw stretch of being split open and filled.

My wife moaned loud above me, her hips moving harder, slick soaking my caged cock as she came again, grinding over my ruined chastity like it was a toy made for her pleasure alone.

We collapsed together in waves of motion—moans, gasps, whispered praise, the slosh of cum against skin.

When he finally stilled, it was with a long, slow exhale and one last lazy thrust, his cock buried deep inside me as if it never wanted to leave. I could feel it trickling out already, hot and thick, sliding down my crack, pooling beneath me.

I was sandwiched between them—drenched in sweat, in sex, in their love and filth. My cock was still locked, twitching, aching, useless. My hole was raw and overflowing.

And her?

She was still rocking on top of me, kissing my temple, whispering filthy little things about how perfect I looked like this.

I wasn’t a groom.

I was their bride.

And I belonged to them now—used, sealed, overflowing, and utterly, deliciously ruined.

We stayed there for a long time, our bodies tangled, our breathing slow. The room was thick with heat, with scent, with the weight of what had just been claimed. I could feel him still inside me, softening but still so deep, and her weight above me, her lips pressing soft kisses into my damp skin.

She reached up and brushed a strand of hair from my face, her smile soft, her eyes glassy with satisfaction and pride. Daddy let out a slow exhale behind me, and I felt the heavy rise and fall of his chest pressed to my back.

Somewhere in the mess of twisted sheets and dripping bodies, I felt it—the choker still tight around my throat, glinting faintly in the low light.

The veil was long gone.

But Wifey was forever.

And this? This wasn’t just sex.

This was love. This was ownership. This was everything I’d never dared to want.

Sunlight poured through the gauzy curtains, golden and soft, warming the air with a gentle, almost holy glow. The honeymoon suite was a wreck—a soaked shrine to everything we became last night. The bed was a storm of twisted sheets, stained in sweat, lube, and sex. Pillows littered the floor. Rose petals were everywhere—smeared between thighs, stuck to skin, crushed into the mattress.

The last echoes of our wedding night still hummed in the air. My mind replayed every brutal, beautiful moment: her riding my caged cock, Daddy fucking me deep, my body trembling between them, sobbing out my vows with my hole stretched around him, my cage leaking under her grinding cunt.

And now—I was in the middle of them.

Daddy behind me, her in front, both of them curled around me like heat and gravity. I was the center spoon, small and soft, trapped in their warmth. My body was sore in all the right ways, my skin sticky with the dried evidence of their love. The plug nestled deep inside me pulsed with every twitch of my thighs. My cock was still locked, still dripping inside the cage.

I blinked slowly, lashes fluttering, breath light as my body tried to decide whether I was waking or still dreaming. The weight of her leg thrown over my hip, the feeling of Daddy's cock still pressed against my ass—it blurred the line between.

She let out a sleepy hum, her cheek pressed against my chest. He grunted behind me, breath hot on my neck.

I stayed still. Quiet. Grateful. Held by them both. Owned by them both.

And I never wanted to move.

Then Daddy stirred.

His hand reached back and found my hip, fingers brushing my skin with quiet possession. He pulled me in with a lazy grunt, wrapping his arm over both of us now.

His lips brushed my ear, his voice rough from sleep, low and commanding.

“Good morning, pussy,” he whispered, his lips brushing my ear. His morning voice was gravel-thick, warm and full of possession. “Last night was your wedding gift. Tonight? You start earning it.”

I gasped, my cheeks going hot, my caged cock twitching helplessly. The plug inside me pulsed as my hole fluttered around it, still aching and wet from everything he'd poured into me.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, my voice soft and needy, pressed against his chest like the good girl I was.

He gave a low chuckle, deep and satisfied, his hand sliding down to grope my ass, fingers tracing the plug’s base and pushing it in just enough to make me whimper.

“Still so full of me,” he growled. “We’ll see how well you hold it when I fuck it back into you later.”

From the front, her hand slid across my belly, fingers dipping beneath the lace of my panties to stroke the cage, smearing the dried mess around the base. She giggled against my lips as she kissed me, slow and filthy.

“You made such a pretty little cumrag for us,” she purred. “Our messy little bride.”

She gave the cage a light tap, making me gasp and twitch, before adding with a wicked smile, “Time to clean up and serve, baby. Wedding night’s over—but your duties are just beginning.”

Then she stretched like a cat, rolling onto her back, her thighs still sticky. Daddy sat up with a groan, rubbing a hand down his chest, and both of them looked at me expectantly.

“Breakfast, bride,” she said, voice still hoarse from being used all night. “Pretty and proper. Don’t forget the plug.”

I nodded and slipped from the bed, my legs wobbling with every step as I made my way to the bathroom. My thighs were sticky, my hole still aching and gaping from the night before, and my cage pulsing from the mess still trapped inside it. I took my time with my morning routine—brushing my teeth, wiping the dried smears from between my cheeks, freshening up the parts that had been used the hardest.

Only after I was clean did I pick up the plug Daddy had left waiting on the counter. It was still slick from the night before. I lubed it generously and slid it back in with a needy little gasp, watching myself in the mirror as my hole swallowed it down. Then I washed my face, fixed my hair, and turned to the delicate set she'd laid out for me the night before—waiting like a quiet command.

It was white and pink, soft and sinful. The bra hugged my chest just right, white satin cups padded to give me that pretty, pouting shape, trimmed in soft pink lace that framed the swell like a gift. The panties matched—high-cut, sheer, and tight—with pink satin bows at the hips and a wide, heart-shaped cutout at the back that perfectly framed the plug Daddy had locked inside me. The sheer fabric barely covered the cage, which peeked through and caught the morning light with a shimmer.

The thigh-high stockings were blush pink with lacy white tops, and I clipped them to a matching pink garter belt that cinched my waist. I slid on my sheer robe—white chiffon with fluttering pink trim—and tied it at the waist with a silky bow.

I served them breakfast barefoot, hair tied with a satin ribbon, the scent of coffee and sex thick in the sunlit suite. Every step made the plug shift and the cage twitch. I was their perfect little bride—pretty, pink, and still plugged.

They lounged in bed like royalty, sheets pulled up just enough to tease, her tits barely hidden beneath the white silk, Daddy bare-chested and sprawled like the king he was, cock still half-hard against his thigh.

Her phone appeared in her hand, that wicked smirk already curling on her lips.

“Smile for our wedding album, baby,” she purred.

I stood at the edge of the bed, tray in hand, trembling in my white-and-pink lingerie. My nipples peaked beneath the satin cups, the plug snug between my cheeks, the cage glinting proudly through the sheer fabric. I flushed as the camera clicked.

Daddy gave a low, approving grunt. “Get used to it, bride. We’ll be filling that album every day.”

She giggled, reaching down to spread her legs beneath the sheets, flashing just enough to make my heart stop. “And maybe tonight, we let him serve with his mouth while I ride your cock, Daddy.”

The tray nearly slipped from my hands.

My plug twitched. My cage pulsed.

I smiled for the camera—dripping, blushing, and utterly owned.

Welcome to forever. And God help me, I wanted more.
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CHAPTER I

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

Vanessa.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kenny’s throat tightened as memories flooded him.

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

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

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

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

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

And then came Vanessa.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then came the night everything changed...

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

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

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

No answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"There you are."

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

He'd never slept anywhere else since.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER II

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

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

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

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

Finally, Vanessa set her teacup aside and stood.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then she filled the bulb again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Spread for me."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He whimpered softly.

“Next,” she said, voice cool.

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

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

“Don’t move,” she said.

He didn’t dare.

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

Then came the stilettos.

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

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

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

He looked at her in the mirror.

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

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

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

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

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

Kenny nodded immediately, almost desperately.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER III

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Vanessa turned toward Kenny, heels clicking against the marble.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alan’s cock twitched.

“Fuck, I’m close…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Good girl,” Alan muttered, eyes dark.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kenny’s breath hitched just watching.

The night wasn’t over.

It was just beginning again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s my good girl.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Kenny dropped to his knees one last time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER IV

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

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

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

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

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

When she reached his thong and cage, she paused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What a lucky, ruined little bastard he was.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mmm… that’s my girl,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER V

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

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

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

This morning was no different—until it was.

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

Then she saw it.

Request for Consultation – Special Weekend Engagement.

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

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

And most of all: immersive company.

Vanessa.

And her sissy.

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

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

Her heart beat with quiet excitement.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He hesitated. “What if I mess up?”

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

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

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

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

“That’s only a few days away…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***
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Well, I don’t know exactly where to start this all…

4 years ago if you would’ve told me I’d be in a hotel suite, dressed in a pale pink lace teddy and a matching satin panties over my pink chastity, makeup done innocently slutty with pink shiny lips and long fake lashes, and a nice girthy cock in between those painted lips, I would’ve believed you deep inside while laughing you off in the face.

And even then… deep inside me, I would’ve never believed that there would be an absolute gorgeous goddess kneeling beside me, dressed just like me, with a cock just as thick stuffed between her glossed lips.

And I would’ve definitely not believed it if you’d have said that she was also my loving partner of four years—a woman with the kind of beauty that turns heads the moment she walks in. Long caramel waves, tanned curves, and that same sheer teddy, hers in coral blue, hugging every soft, sinful inch of her body like it was designed to worship her. She’s got that dangerous kind of beauty that makes men weak and women bitter. Her tits are full and perfect, her waist cinched, and her thighs? Spread just right for sin. She’s a fantasy wrapped in skin.

And me? I’m her little femboy slut: smaller, smoother, leaner. I’ve got pouty lips, swimmers' legs in stockings, and a pretty pink bulge locked away in plastic and satin. Where she’s elegance and curves and goddess energy, I’m pure cock-hungry twink in heat.

Her thighs spread wide, ass perched up as she bobs her head slowly, sucking down a cock just a little longer than the one stretching my throat. Our eyes meet through the blur of spit and lashes; playful, filthy, like two sluts in perfect sync.

We moan around our cocks at the same time. Lips wet, holes empty, hearts pounding like we’re on our honeymoon. Her presence always makes me feel like the prettiest slut in the room… right until she pouts at me and reminds me who’s really the queen.

Tonight, we’re not just here for fun... we’re here to be used. Together.

High-class working girls in the sheets, perfect little secrets in lace. But outside this suite? You’d never guess. We walk the streets like any other young, successful couple, she in cute sundresses and glossy lips, me in my specs and polo shirts looking like the nerdy boyfriend who lucked out. That’s how flawless she is. And me? I just look like the kind of guy who spends too long in front of a computer or in between pages of a book—all of which is still true. But behind closed doors? We’re also sluts with a purpose.

It all started four years ago, right after college. I’d just landed my first job, an analyst role at this small legacy investment office, and I was still the same nerdy, quiet boy who never really had a girlfriend unless you count awkward DMs, lousy attempts, fumbling potentials, and cringy crushes. Then I met her.

Mary… Mary Ida.

She was in human resources, five years older than me, already settled and confident in ways I couldn’t even fake. Tall brunette, with the kind of goody-goody softness that could make anyone underestimate her—but one look at her curves, the way she carried herself, and the little glint in her eyes, and you knew she was trouble. Good trouble. The kind that makes you want to kneel.

I still remember walking into the office my first day, wide-eyed and awkward in my ill-fitting blazer, and seeing her in that pencil skirt, laughing at something one of the partners said. She looked at me once… just once; and I was done for.

We weren’t fast. It took time. Office banter. Shared coffees. Late work nights that turned into long conversations about everything and nothing. Then came the post-work drinks. One Friday turned into another, and before I knew it, we were finding excuses to end up at the same bar every week. She'd always lean in a little too close, speak a little too soft, lips stained red from her wine, and I'd just sit there trying not to get hard from the way she said my name.

Eventually, drinks turned into dinner. Dinner into walks. Walks into sleepovers I pretended were accidents. But nothing with her was ever accidental. She’d glance at me, smirking like she knew exactly what she was doing—and she did. She was reeling me in one soft leash tug at a time.

Our first kiss wasn’t some shy little thing. No hesitations, no soft testing of the waters. No—Mary grabbed me by the collar one night after we stumbled into her apartment, drunk on wine and tension, and kissed me like she was claiming her prize. Pressed me into the wall, one hand on my cheek, the other slipping up under my shirt like she owned me already. Her tongue was in my mouth before I could even moan. My knees nearly buckled.

She kissed me like I was her girlfriend. Like I was hers.

And from that moment on, I was… inside the bedroom. Outside? We were just another hush-hush couple, quiet and private and disgustingly cute. No one would ever guess that the sweet woman with the soft voice and the polished nails was the one doing the fucking. Or that her nerdy little boyfriend—me—got wet at the thought of being dressed up and told when to cum. In public, I held her hand like she was my everything. And in truth, she was. But behind closed doors, I was hers in every way that counted.

The first time we had sex, it was the same... Mary in control, me wide-eyed and trembling and so fucking eager I could barely breathe. She didn’t ask. She undressed me slowly like she was unwrapping a gift she’d waited patiently to earn, laying me out on her bed in nothing but my socks and boxers, then tugging those off too like she’d done it a hundred times. I’d never felt more naked in my life.

She told me to lie back and keep my hands above my head, and I did. I didn’t even think. Just obeyed.

Mary straddled my thighs, kissed down my chest while her fingers traced lazy circles around my hard little cock, making me whimper from the overstimulation. "You're not gonna cum yet," she whispered. "Not until I say so."

She showed me everything; how to breathe, how to beg, how to arch my back for her fingers and open my legs like a good girl. She made me feel beautiful. Dirty. Special.

And when she finally slid my begging, twitching, cock inside her for the very first time, slowly and slick, she held my hands and kissed me through the whole thing. My head was spinning, body twitching, lips wet with moans I didn’t know I could make.

She fucked me like I was hers.

And I was. I always was.

"You're such a soft boy, Kayden," she said one night, pushing her heel between my legs under the restaurant table while everyone else was gone. "You make me want to break you in the prettiest ways."

And I just sat there, cheeks burning, cock twitching in my slacks, knowing right then I’d let her do anything she wanted to me. Because she didn’t just like soft boys—she liked turning them into something decadent. Something hers. I didn’t stand a fucking chance.

"You're so cute when you're flustered, Kayden," she’d tease, watching me stumble over my words. "Bet you'd look even cuter in lace."

And damn if she wasn’t right.

Mary helped me peel back every layer of shame I had about what turned me on. She made it okay to want to be the one bent over, to wear panties under my work pants, to get hard at the idea of being owned and paraded and praised like a good little slut.

The first time we went lingerie shopping together, I nearly passed out from how hard I got. We were standing in this boutique tucked away in a quiet street—lace, satin, silk everywhere—and Mary was holding up a pastel pink thong to my hips, grinning like it was already hers to peel off. "This one’s going to look so fucking cute on you," she said, slipping it into the pile.

Back at her apartment, she made me try on everything. Panties. Garters. Stockings. Crop tops that barely covered my chest. I stood there in front of the mirror, cheeks red, cock straining through lace, and she just kissed my neck and whispered, "You look like such a perfect little whore, baby."

From then on, it became part of us. Shopping, dressing up, looking good just to be used. She loved watching me pick out new sets. And I loved every second of letting her shape me into her own little sissy.

The first time she put a strap-on on, I nearly came just watching her adjust the harness. She stood over me with that same calm smirk, her toned thighs spread and her hands on her hips, the black silicone cock bobbing between her legs like it belonged there. I was already on my back, breath shaking, legs open and heart thudding in my chest.

"Relax," she murmured, spreading lube on the tip, "You’ll take it. You were made to."

I believed her.

That night, she taught me how to breathe through it, how to moan into the pillow, how to stay still when every part of me wanted to squirm. She held my wrists down and fucked me slow—patient but firm—until I was crying into the sheets and begging for more. And when she leaned down to kiss my cheek, whispering how proud she was of me, I swear I could’ve melted.

That became our thing. Lace panties. Straps. Being bent over the edge of her bed with my skirt lifted like a good little wife. Panties and skirts weren’t just kinks anymore—they became a language between us. A signal. The moment she'd lay one out on the bed or hand me a pleated mini and a sexy panty, I knew I was hers for the night. I’d slip into them with a flutter in my chest, thighs smooth, cock already twitching in its lace and satin cage. She’d use me until I was shaking, then cradle me after, stroking my hair while I nuzzled into her chest like the filthy soft boy I really was.

And soon, it wasn’t just panties and skirts—it was full glam. Makeup, lashes, blush, lip gloss. Mary said I looked like a little porcelain slut when I was all done up, and I believed her. Every time we had sex, it became a ritual: me sitting at her vanity, slipping into my thigh-highs while she picked out what color I should wear. She'd sit behind me, brushing my hair back, smudging eyeshadow into my lids while whispering how pretty her girl was tonight.

By the time she bent me over, I wasn’t Kayden anymore. I was her dolled-up toy. I was hers.

Every 'first time' with her became a ritual thereafter. My first time sucking her strap. My first time getting spanked with the paddle she bought just for me. My first ruined orgasm. My first sissygasm.

She turned all my dirty little fantasies into memories I could never forget.

We didn’t start off as escorts. That came later. Slowly. Accidentally, almost.

Our first client? None other than our own boss. Mr. King. A 52-year-old married silver fox with that calm, composed energy and a low voice that made you lean in to listen. Polished. Groomed. Thick silver hair. A strong jaw softened by just the right amount of dadbod under those expensive suits. And apparently? A taste for the same filth we got off on.

It happened one night completely by accident. Mary had left the office late, then realized she’d forgotten a folder she needed the next morning. She drove back in, thinking the building would be empty. It almost was. Except for him.

His door was closed, but the light was still on. As she walked past his office, she caught something strange in the reflection of the hallway glass: movement. A screen. Porn. Not just any porn, though. It was one of those high-production French art-house BDSM films. A dominatrix. A collared femboy. A man watching them both, jerking off slowly while the two performed for him, and took turns servicing him too.

Mary froze, heart hammering, thighs pressing together. She stood there in silence, watching the video flicker on the glass, her boss completely unaware that someone else was in the building.

Then she opened the door.

"You should know that window over there reflects your screen off, Mr. King," she said, voice calm, lips curled in amusement.

He looked up, startled. Flustered. Tried to close the tab. "I… Mary- I thought I was alone, I didn’t think anyone—"

"That video," she said smoothly, stepping into the room with an unbothered tilt to her head, heels soft against the carpet, "is clearly not safe for work."

Mr. King opened his mouth, scrambling for an apology, but Mary just raised a brow and leaned against the edge of his desk, arms crossed under her chest, her tone not judging, just curious. "But in all honesty, it looked really... intense. And oddly familiar."

He blinked, confused. "Familiar?"

She smiled, that slow smile of hers that made men lean forward without even realizing. "Let’s just say... that wasn’t my first time seeing a setup like that."

There was a long pause. Not awkward—just heavy. The air between them settled. Mr. King adjusted something on his desk, cleared his throat, then gestured toward the extra chair. "You want to sit for a second?"

Mary did, legs crossed, arms resting on the armrests like she wasn’t the one who just caught her boss mid-porn.

"I, uh... wasn’t expecting anyone to be around," he said finally. His tone wasn’t defensive anymore. Just... open. Human.

Mary shrugged. "No judgment. We all have our things."

That silence returned again. Warmer now. He leaned back in his chair, fingertips tapping once, twice on the arm.

"I suppose I’ve always had... a certain taste," he admitted, softer now. "Power dynamics. Femininity. A woman who commands. A pretty boy who’s eager to please. That contrast… of being the one in charge, making them submit… it does something to me." He chuckled quietly, almost embarrassed. "Watching, yes—but being the one they perform for. The one they service. That kind of control, that kind of access... it stays with you."

He leaned back in his chair, voice lower now. "I even tested the waters with my wife once. Something gentle. A vague suggestion, really. There was this dominatrix in Europe, one of those high-end companions who'd worked for some in my circle, offered this kind of arrangement. Thought maybe that could be our thing, just once. I floated the idea to her, lightly. She didn’t bite. Just gave me a long look and changed the subject. That was the end of it."

He glanced up at Mary, cautious again, as if unsure whether to regret saying any of it. But she just kept that same knowing look on her face—calm, unbothered, even a little amused.

And then, very softly, she said, "You’re not the only one who finds that kind of thing... compelling."

Mary let the silence stretch a second too long, just enough to make him twitch. Then she ran her fingers along the edge of his desk and said, "Well. Funny thing is... my boyfriend and I have explored things like that. More than once."

He looked at her sharply. "Boyfriend?"

She nodded, nonchalantly. "Kayden. The quiet one on your team."

There was a pause. Mr. King blinked, then blinked again. She saw the realization, and then the very specific interest settle behind his eyes.

"You and Kayden are..."

"We are," she confirmed, lips glossy and voice cool. "And if what you were watching and telling me now is more than just fantasy... maybe there’s something we could talk about. Depending on how Kay feels, of course. I wouldn’t bring him into something unless he wanted it."

Mr. King sat back slowly, a smirk now threatening to form. "Well. Let me just say I’m... very interested in the possibility. I’ll be looking forward to hearing what he thinks."

Mary smiled, turned toward the door, and cast one last glance at the bulge beneath his desk.

Yeah. He was definitely looking forward to it.

***


I was already kneeling on the bed in our bedroom when I heard the door unlock.

It had been four months since we'd started dating and I’d moved in with Mary on the beginning of our second month. I’d been living in a shared flat before that: cramped space, loud roommates, barely any privacy, especially for the kind of fun and adventure Mary and I were starting to have. But once things got serious between us—which they did fairly quickly—it just made sense. Her place was quieter. Warmer. Hers. And now... ours. She’d been living alone until I came along, and we both liked it that way... no interruptions, no noise but each other’s breathing, moaning, whispering. The walls knew things now.

Our wardrobes had grown a lot in the last four months, especially mine. I had a whole drawer now just for lingerie. Satin, lace, crotchless, frilly ones with bows… Mary kept buying me more every time we went shopping. She liked having me look pretty around the house, and I liked being pretty for her. I had skirts in every pastel shade, little camisoles, bodystockings, heels I wore with nothing else on. We had weekend routines now, her sipping wine while I twirled in front of the mirror in something sheer, asking, "This one, Mommy? Or the other pink one with the bows?"

Her closet wasn’t exactly spared either, it now held corsets in my size, soft sweaters she loved to see me hang out in, and a full set of pink coat hangers labeled 'Kay’s Slutwear' she got me as a joke. But her own side of the closet had evolved too. What was once mostly blouses and pencil skirts now featured a growing collection of sleek latex, soft leather, glossy satin, and the occasional daring lace. Everything in black, wine, and blood red, barring the few in softer shades she liked to put on when she was in the mood for girlfriending. For most times she liked looking powerful. And I liked watching her zip herself into those outfits with a smirk that promised I’d be on my knees within minutes. I kept my side of the wardrobe neat and sorted by color. She tossed hers on me when she undressed.

Pink was the theme tonight.

Mary had said so before she left to grab that file from the office, just a quick errand, she promised, and when she got back, we’d play. She’d even laid out the outfit herself: a Barbie-coded lace set that looked like it had been made to ruin me. The babydoll top was sheer pink lace, trimmed with soft ruffles and tied just beneath my chest with two tiny satin bows that barely held anything in place. It draped off my shoulders like it belonged to a doll, the hem fluttering every time I moved. The matching thong was almost criminal, thin lace strings hugging my hips and a heart-shaped cutout perfectly framing the top of my ass. It was so sheer, so tight, you could see the flushed tip of my cock twitching through the fabric. Every movement made the lace shift against my skin, soft and slutty and soaked. I looked like a toy that begged to be played with—and I felt like one too.

I’d done my face too. Mary liked it when I went all out and I had time tonight. Baby-pink gloss on my lips, cheeks flushed with glittery blush, a shimmer of eyeshadow and a few fake freckles across my nose. I looked like a slutty cartoon, one hand resting delicately on my thigh while the other toyed with the strap of my heel. I’d edged myself twice while waiting, my thighs twitching from how needy I was, but I didn’t cum. I never did without her.

When the door clicked shut, I perked up like a puppy. I stayed in position, back arched, thighs parted, head tilted just right so she’d see the effort.

But when she walked in, I knew something was off.

Her heels were slow. Her eyes met mine, but her smirk was softer than usual, thoughtful. Calculating. I blinked up at her, pout already forming.

“Hey, pretty,” she said, setting her bag down. “You did exactly what I asked. You look... edible.”

I smiled, heat blooming in my chest and between my legs.

But still… something was brewing behind her eyes. I could see it. She was thinking about something.

“Everything okay?” I asked, voice light, playful, but a little nervous too.

She kicked off her heels and crossed the room, cupping my chin and running her thumb over my glossed lips. "Pour us a drink, Kay. Come snuggle with me. We need to talk."

Oh.

That tone. Warm, but loaded.

I stood up quickly—well, tried to, with my cock straining and legs a little shaky—and padded off to the kitchen. The lace clung between my cheeks as I walked, and I could feel my cock rubbing against the satin with every step. I poured her a glass of red, mine with ice like she knows I like it, and padded back into the living room now. Our apartment was small, just a cozy little one-bedroom studio with big windows that caught the golden light in the evenings. The living room bled right into the kitchen, separated only by a narrow island cluttered with candles, half-full wine bottles, and one of Mary’s lace bras from the night before. The couch was soft and low, covered in throw pillows and the faint smell of her vanilla lotion. It wasn’t much, but it was ours, and it was always warm, always clean, always just a little bit sinful with what we got up to in it.

Mary was already curled into the corner of the couch, having changed out of the work clothes she'd worn to the office. Now it was just her robe, loose and slipping off one shoulder, and the black lace bra she always said made her feel like trouble. Her legs were folded under her, soft and bare, a hint of thigh peeking out with every slow shift beneath the satin. I curled up next to her, careful not to spill either glass, my head resting lightly on her shoulder, already melting into the scent of her skin and the way the lace framed the curve of her chest.

We stayed like that for a moment... just sipping. Breathing. Her hand traced lazy circles on the inside of my bare thigh, her nails light and teasing.

"You’ve been a good girl tonight," she murmured, not looking at me. "Waiting so patiently. All dressed up for me."

I nuzzled closer, cheeks warm. Her praise always did that to me. Made me feel smaller, softer.

Then her fingers dragged up slowly, brushing right over the damp spot on my thong. I gasped softly, legs twitching.

"What did you want to talk about?" I asked, voice breathy and a little unsure, not used to her holding something back this long. She always got what she wanted fast—especially when I was dressed like this.

She finally turned to look at me. "You want to hear what happened at the office?"

"So something happened at the office?" I asked, my voice soft, curious, and just a little bit shy.

She sipped. Looked at me, face calm, but there was a subtle spark behind her eyes, a quiet hum beneath the surface, like she was holding back a delicious secret. The kind of excitement she wore low and warm, like lingerie beneath a power suit.

"Yes," she began, voice casual. "Something happened at the office."

I blinked. "Did someone see your browser history this time?"

She laughed. "No, slut. But you’re going to like this. Or at least… your cock will."

I shifted slightly, heart skipping. “Okaaaay…?”

"I caught Mr. King watching porn."

I sat up straight from her shoulder a little too quickly, nearly sloshing wine over the rim of my glass as I turned to face her fully.

My eyebrows shot up. “What?”

She nodded slowly. “BDSM. One of those French ones. Art-porn. Dominatrix. A collared femboy. Another man. They were all servicing him.”

I swallowed, a little too loudly.

Mary noticed. Her hand drifted between my thighs, palm warm over the tiny bulge in my panties. "You’re already twitching."

I blushed. “I-I mean… those videos are hot.”

She smiled, leaned in, and whispered, “I know..." she smiled - mischievously, "He wanted to be the man being serviced. He told me. Tried floating the idea to his wife once. She wasn’t into it.”

I blinked. “So you two… talked about this?”

“We did.”

A beat passed. Her thumb was stroking my inner thigh now, slow circles.

“And I told him... about us.”

I froze.

“You told him what?”

“That you and I have played like that. That you’re my soft boy. My little dolled-up toy. And that maybe… just maybe… if you were interested, we could give him the kind of night he’s always dreamed about.”

My heart was racing now. My body was hot. I wanted to protest, to say I didn’t know if I could, but my cock gave a desperate jerk against the sheer pink fabric.

Because we’d fantasized about this. So many times. During play, while her strap was buried inside me and her fingers were wrapped around my throat, she’d whisper filthy little what-ifs into my ear. What if someone watched us? What if another man joined us? What if he wanted to taste you while I held you open for him? And we’d watched porn like that too. Gorgeous women in control. Pretty little femboys on their knees. Men in suits getting serviced by both. We’d stroke ourselves to it, talk through the scenes like it was just fantasy.

Except now it wasn’t.

Mary’s gaze dropped to it. Her fingers didn’t move, they were still resting right over the damp fabric of my panties, cupping me through the soaked lace, pressing just enough to make me whimper with every twitch. She smirked and leaned down, kissing just below my ear.

"That’s not a no, baby."

I whimpered, caught. Embarrassed. Turned on beyond reason. I buried my face into her shoulder, trying to hide the heat flooding my cheeks.

My thoughts were spinning. My instincts were caught somewhere between resistance and aching need. I wanted to say something clever, something rational, but all I could do was breathe in the scent of her skin and melt into her hold.

And somewhere in the back of my head, it hit me—this was just like the thing she used to tease me about, months ago.

“Maybe I’ll lend you out for a weekend,” she’d whispered once while stroking me in front of the mirror. “Let someone else fuck my little doll while I watch.” It had been a joke. Kinda. But it stuck with me. She knew it had. I’d moaned into her palm that night, begging her not to stop.

And now, here she was. Making it real.

“I don’t know, Mary…”

“I didn’t say yes,” she said, brushing her lips against my ear. “I said I’d ask you. And I meant it. But baby… I saw the way you looked when I said it. And I can feel how hard you are. You like the idea of being shown off, don’t you?”

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t have to. My legs were already parting.

She leaned in close, her voice silk, her hand sliding up to cradle my jaw. "Just imagine it, Kay."

She kissed the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, her lips moving lower with each word. "Us in full glam. You in pink lace. Me in black latex. You kneeling between us, lipstick smudged, those pretty lips parting around my cock while his fingers spread you open."

My whole body trembled.

"He’d watch you first," she whispered, tracing a finger down my chest. "Touch you. Praise you. Maybe even kiss you. And when he finally slides into you, slow and deep, I’d be right in front of you, holding your hands. Telling you how good you're doing."

She pulled back just enough to look at me, but her hands didn’t stop. One cupped my cheek, her thumb dragging slowly across my lip like she was testing how soft it was, how eager it could be. The other slid up my chest, fingertips grazing each peak of my nipples through the thin lace, making me shudder.

Then lower, slower, her nails lightly catching on the lace until her palm pressed down hard over my aching cock once again. She kneaded me through the soaked fabric, her grip rougher now, intentional, like she was trying to remind me who I belonged to with her touch alone.

“You’re so fucking hard for this,” she whispered, her lips brushing mine. “Look at you, leaking through lace while I talk about another man using you.”

I whimpered, hips twitching, mouth open, desperate for anything she’d give me.

"Both of us. Glammed Up. Dripping. Used. And after he finishes inside you, I’d kiss you like the perfect girl you are."

I whimpered.

She leaned in, nipping lightly at my earlobe, then grazing her teeth down the side of my neck. Her fingers flexed slightly, kneading between my thighs, making my whole body tremble.

She tilted my chin up. "Say the word, and I’ll tell him yes."

My lips parted, breath shaky. I thought I wanted to protest. But instead, my thighs pressed together around her hand, grinding helplessly, and a soft moan slipped from my mouth.

Mary smiled.

She leaned in, bit gently on my lower lip, and asked, “Do you want to?”

I nodded, then swallowed hard and whispered, "Yes... I want to."

Her hand gave one slow, possessive squeeze between my legs.

She kissed me on the forehead and whispered, “Then I’ll tell him yes.”

***


The next few days passed with a strange sort of tension. On the surface, everything looked normal. Emails, coffee breaks, the usual quiet nods and hellos from Mr. King when we crossed paths at work. But underneath it all, I was buzzing. My palms were sweaty every time I sat at my desk. I jumped a little whenever I heard his voice float out from his office. I kept catching myself glancing at the door, half expecting him to call me in with that same voice he’d use Friday night. And when we crossed paths, I’d go stiff, like my body remembered he’d watched a femboi get wrecked on camera and imagined me instead.

He looked at me like he always did. Professional. Warm. Neutral. But I knew now. I knew what he’d watched. What he’d said. What we’d agreed to.

Every time I caught his eyes from across the hallway, every time he passed behind my desk, it was like a current ran through me—equal parts shame and heat. At home, the energy had shifted too. Mary had grown even more playful, more commanding. She’d give me knowing glances while brushing her teeth, or pull me into her lap just to whisper filth in my ear while I folded laundry. She was loving it, every inch of this.

And me? I was a mess... horny, shy, jittery. Everything felt like foreplay. Cooking dinner. Doing dishes. Even getting dressed in the morning. I’d find panties laid out for me when I got out of the shower. Or I’d catch her sliding a plug into my nightstand drawer with a wink. The whole week pulsed with slow, charged anticipation.

Mary, of course, was completely unbothered. Cool. Collected. Like the whole thing had already happened and she was just waiting to collect the receipt.

It was a Tuesday when it finally started happening.

"Come with me after work," she said casually while fixing her lipstick in the reflection of her monitor. "We’ve got a little paperwork to go over."

That evening, instead of heading to the elevators, we took the loft-stairs up to the executive offices. Mr. King’s office.

When he greeted us, there was the briefest flicker of something in his face. Not nervousness, not exactly—more like restraint. Like he was holding back a grin. We sat down across from him, the three of us in his plush office under soft, warm lights, and for a moment, nobody said anything.

Then Mary broke the silence.

"Let’s make this easy, shall we?" she said, crossing her legs. "We know why we’re here. And I assume the paperwork is ready Mr.King."

It was. Two crisp NDAs lay on his desk, already printed. A third-party lawyer had drafted them; no identifiers, no names, just a series of coded terms: Party A, Party B, and Client. The language was elegant, airtight.

There had to be an exchange of value, of course. That’s what made it legally binding. On paper, Mr. King was purchasing our "company" for one night, and in return, we were being compensated with a "service fee."

He slid us two envelopes. His eyes flicked between us, lingering half a second longer on me than felt neutral, just enough to remind me he was imagining things beneath the desk surface.

"You’ll find the signed check inside each, made out to you directly," he said. "It meets the requirement for the NDA to go into effect."

Mary flipped hers open, checked the figure, and gave a small approving nod. I, on the other hand, was still practically frozen. I hadn’t even touched the envelope yet. My fingers hovered over it like it might burn me, like opening it would seal something I couldn’t ever unseal. My thighs were pressed tightly together, heart pounding against my ribs, and I was sure both of them could see it in the way I sat, perfectly still, too still. Then, under the table, she reached for my thigh and gave it a slow, firm squeeze. It was subtle. Possessive. Reassuring. It told me: I’m still yours, and you’re still mine—even if we’re sharing you.

The date was fixed right there.

"Friday night," he said. "I’ve booked a premium suite at The Ellington, under your name, Mary. You’ll both have the day off, by the way. Already cleared it. I figured you might want time to enjoy the hotel’s services and… get ready."

He chuckled. "I’ve got dinner at six with one of our oldest clients. Should be wrapped up well before eight. I’ll arrive at the suite right after."

Mary smirked. "Fashionably late?"

"Precisely on time," he corrected, and the way he said it sent a shiver down my spine.

As we got up to leave, he added casually, "Oh—and there’s a little extra in those envelopes. Some cash. Thought you might want to go shopping. Buy something new for the date."

Mary laughed. "How thoughtful Mr.King."

We waited until we were in the elevator before opening the envelopes fully. Beneath the check, folded neatly, were stacks of crisp hundred-dollar bills. More than a few.

I stared. Then I laughed.

"We’re actually prostitutes now."

"Escorts," Mary corrected, brushing her thumb along my jaw. "High-end. And apparently well-compensated."

I shook my head, stunned, giddy, turned on, and terrified all at once. We giggled like teenagers as we stepped out into the parking lot, hands still gripping thick envelopes full of cash. Little did we know, that weekend would just be the beginning.

We weren’t just pretending anymore.

We were becoming it.

And deep down, I knew—there was no going back to who we were before.

***


Since Tuesday, everything had changed.

I used to cum multiple times a day. Quick, desperate strokes in the shower, slow edging under the covers while Mary teased me, sometimes full-on, sloppy release with her hand wrapped around my cock whispering filth into my ear. Most days, I'd get to fuck her too, her pussy tight and warm and greedy, riding me until I begged, or pulling me on top of her and letting me lose control. She gave me head often, lazily, teasingly, like she was doing it just to make me feel owned. But after we signed the NDA, the next two days were completely on another level of tease. Deliberately. No more pussy. No more blowjobs. No hands on my cock at all. Not even hers.

Mary said it would be better this way; if I saved everything for Friday.

And so, I didn’t cum. Not the normal way, anyway. No touching my cock. No stroking. No hot mouth or pussy or pressure. Only sissygasms. Only those trembling, overwhelming, legs-quivering, cock untouched, full-body orgasms that left me wrecked and whimpering and wanting more. She made me edge for hours that night when we got back home after signing the NDA, I was tied up in lace and stockings, plugged and painted, made up like a perfect little showgirl, until my body couldn’t take anymore and I fell apart from the inside out.

And I loved it.

I was a mess... horny, dripping, soft in all the ways she liked. Everything turned me on. Her voice. Her perfume. The way she looked at me while eating breakfast like she already had me bent over the table in her head.

And looming just ahead of me, the thing I couldn’t stop thinking about—Friday night.

I was going to be fucked. Not just by her, but by him. By our boss. By the silver fox who I was imagining now staring at my lips in the meeting across the conference room, and he made my knees weak with a glance when the final meeting got over for Thursday. It was happening. For real. Tomorrow night, I'm going to be on my knees in front of this man, his hopefully-nice-cock stuffed in my mouth while my loving girlfriend is probably making out with him or whispering filth in my ears—it could even be both at the same time.

One of my dirtiest, most deeply buried fantasies was about to unfold, and I was going to live it with the woman of my dreams guiding me right into it. Her hands, her lips, her voice telling me I was beautiful while he took what he wanted.

I couldn’t believe any of it was real.

Four months ago I was calculating yield curves. Now I’m calculating how many times I’ll moan tonight before I forget my own name.

And yet, I’d never felt more ready to be ruined.

Over the last couple of days, she’d been out shopping after work—while I just drove home. She told me she was picking out "stuffs" for our date. Every evening she'd return in time for dinner, arms full with bags—La Perla, Honey Birdette, Agent Provocateur—all the brands that made my cock twitch just seeing their logos. There were a few unlabeled, plain but expensive-looking bags too in the mix often. But she never let me peek. “You’re going to enjoy my picks for the both of us,” she’d smirk, kissing my cheek before vanishing into the bedroom.

Friday morning started off quiet. We were both nervous. Or at least I was. If Mary was nervous, she wore it like confidence. She was excited; giddy even. All morning she hummed to herself while moving about the house, hips swaying, lips glossed.

We did our usual routines, which now included enemas; administered by her, of course. "My goodboi has to stay clean," she’d coo, running warm water and rubbing circles into my belly. Then came shaving, another ritual. For the last four months I’d stayed hairless and smooth below the eyebrows, and she made sure I stayed that way. We helped each other, giggling, teasing, kissing.

In the shower, I got on my knees behind her as the warm water poured over both of us. Her back was slick and warm, her ass soft and perfect in my hands. I kissed up her thighs, licking carefully, lovingly, and then let my mouth press into her bare wet pussy while she leaned into the tile, moaning, guiding me with soft gasps and breathy instructions. Her fingers threaded into my damp hair, tugging gently, holding me there as I licked and sucked like a man starved.

Her skin tasted like salt and sex and vanilla body wash. The steam made everything feel hazy—like I was underwater, drowning in her. Water trickled down her breasts, catching on her nipples as I clung to her thighs like she was the only thing keeping me grounded.

She came with a tremble and a shiver, pressing her hips back into my face before finally letting me up. I was rock-hard and aching, panting with need, but she only smirked and patted my cheek. "Not yet, pretty thing. Tonight, remember?"

Post-shower, we went through our usual skincare routines. She packed two bags, again, I wasn’t allowed to peek. Then came the day clothes. She picked out a royal blue summer dress for herself and a clean polo with tailored chinos for me. Then she reached for a Victoria’s Secret bag, her grin devilish.

“Here’s yours,” she said, pulling out a satin no-show thong in a soft pastel blush. “And here’s mine.” Her set was identical in cut—satin no-show thong—but in a sultry jet black that matched her whole aura.

Matching panties, different flavors, like a dirty little secret only we knew. My cock twitched hard just looking at the contrast. Her fingers lingered as she helped me slide mine on, smoothing the fabric over my cheeks like she was wrapping a present.

We dressed. Her makeup was minimal but stunning, pink gloss, flirty lashes, soft dewy skin. I tucked myself carefully into the satin thong, already damp at the front. There was something erotic about knowing we were both wearing the same thing underneath our regular clothes. Like we were already halfway undressed for him.

She drove. I was the passenger princess… always. Another little FLR touch we both indulged.

We pulled up to The Ellington, a luxury high-rise that charged nearly our apartment’s monthly rent for a weekend stay. We checked in under her name that was booked by Mr. King. The suite was exquisite: a full panoramic view of the city skyline, floor-to-ceiling windows that stretched along one entire wall, sleek marble floors cool beneath our shoes, plush velvet seating in rich jewel tones like emerald and amethyst. A king bed framed by moody ambient lights and fitted with dove-grey satin sheets. The bathroom alone was bigger than our bedroom at the apartment- rainfall shower, deep soaking tub, gold fixtures, even a heated towel rack. The scent of vanilla and wood polish clung softly in the air, and the entire space buzzed with quiet opulence.

There were chilled flutes already in the mini-bar fridge and an inviting couch big enough to lie down and fuck on. I caught her gazing around with a little smile, the kind that said she was already imagining where she’d position me, how she’d present me.

And my heart raced, knowing I wanted it just as much.

***


Soon after we’d barely settled into the suite, the room phone rang. It was the spa... apparently, Mr. King had booked us a massage too. How sweet of him. They asked when we'd like to take the appointment and she said, "ASAP." So that’s how we ended up here.

The spa was quiet. Dimly lit. The kind of luxurious hush that made every footstep sound sacred. We were led into a private couple’s room, and by then, I was already clutching Mary’s hand a little tighter than usual.

They handed us both the one-use spa underwear—simple, stretchy, clinical. Thank god. I didn’t want to have to explain the soft pink satin panties underneath my chinos, soaked through with pre-cum by now from just thinking about what was going to happen later tonight. I was already trembling when I pulled off my clothes, my skin goosebumped from the air, but Mary just gave me that knowing little smile and helped me slip into the disposable briefs.

The thin fabric stuck to me, useless at hiding the steady drool of pre-cum. When she looked over and smirked, I knew she knew.

Our massage therapists—thankfully two very skilled women—were professional, quiet, and surprisingly thorough. The massage started off gentle but soon had me sighing in pleasure, my whole body going soft and pliant under their touch. Every knot in my back and shoulders was smoothed out with oil and warm palms. The oil pooled in the small of my back, slick and hot. I could hear Mary beside me letting out soft moans, enjoying every second. She looked over once, chin turned lazily to the side on her towel, and smiled.

“You doing okay, pretty thing?” she asked, voice syrupy.

I nodded, but my face was already flushed.

“You look so relaxed already,” she whispered with a teasing little wink.

I was.

After the massage, we sat in the little spa lounge sipping cucumber water and tea. I tried to sit with my legs crossed to hide the obvious tent in the spa briefs. I could feel my cock twitching inside the too-thin fabric. Mary leaned in and whispered filth in my ear that made me nearly choke on my drink.

Lunch was light: soups, fruit-infused drinks, yogurt. She insisted on it. “We don’t want your tummy acting up tonight, do we?” she said sweetly, patting my belly.

All through the day, she was soft and firm all at once. Holding my hand, caressing my cheek, teasing my thighs under the table—but never letting me cum. Not even touch myself. Every time I shifted uncomfortably or moaned a little too loud, she’d lean in and say something like, “Just wait. Good girls get rewards.”

And fuck, I wanted to be good.

Back in the suite by late afternoon, we ran a bath. Warm, full, scented. She poured the oils and bubbles, and I watched her move around the bathroom with this casual elegance that made me fall in love all over again. We soaked in the large tub together, her back against my chest, her legs spread as I ran my hands over her slick skin. My mouth found her neck, her shoulder, her breasts. She guided my hand between her thighs.

I made her cum twice in that tub. Once with my fingers, and again with my mouth as she perched on the edge, my lips buried in her pussy while her legs trembled around me. Her skin tasted like salt and sex and vanilla body wash. The steam made everything feel hazy—like I was underwater, drowning in her.

She moaned and held my head in place, petting me, praising me between breaths.

“You’re such a good little pet,” she murmured. “Look at you… you’ve been desperate all day, and still you serve.”

I was glowing, aching, proud.

She drained the tub and toweled us both off with gentle care. Then came the second enema of the day—routine by now, but still intimate. She knelt beside the bed and worked carefully, soothing me with whispers and small kisses to my shoulder.

She sat me down gently on the stool beside the vanity, the soft lights above glowing like a halo over her head. Her fingers moved expertly, lovingly. Primer, concealer, foundation, all featherlight against my skin. She hummed while she worked, smiling to herself every now and then like she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

A touch of blush to my cheeks, a dusting of shimmer over my lids, she was going for soft and sweet, not dramatic. She picked a soft pink gloss for my lips, smudging it in with her thumb while murmuring how pretty I looked. I still had no idea what outfit she’d picked for me, but based on the delicate shades and the subtle shimmer, I had a hunch it was something pink... and something soft. I looked at myself in the mirror and barely recognized the glowing, dolled-up sissy staring back—pretty, delicate, and aching to please.

As she was putting the final touches she whispered, “We’re trying something new tonight.”

I looked up.

She pulled out a small velvet pouch from the bag beside her. “I know we've been thinking about this for a while,” she said. “And I want tonight to be... unforgettable.”

She opened it.

Inside was a pink chastity cage. Glossy, pretty, delicate. My breath hitched.

We’d talked about it. We’d jerked off to the idea. She’d said how hot it’d be if I was locked while someone else got to use me. I’d begged her in dirty talk to lock me up and make me her sissy toy. We’d moaned about it before. Her voice in my ear whispering, “Maybe I’ll lock you up and let someone else fuck your brains out while I hold the key.” It had felt like a fantasy. Until now.

“Will you wear it for me?” she asked softly. “Just tonight. I think it’ll make everything even more intense. For both of us.”

I nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

She kissed me. “Good boi.”

I was hard, painfully so, my cock straining as she knelt with the cage in hand. She used a cold towel to cool me down, whispering softly until I softened enough. Then, with slow precision, she slid the pink cage onto me, locking it gently with a soft click.

“Perfect,” she whispered, kissing the tip of the cage. “Now you’re mine. And he’s going to see that.”

She led me by the hand from the bathroom to the bed. Two bags sat waiting. She handed me one.

“Yours. Dress up, pretty thing.”

She disappeared into the bathroom with hers.

Inside mine: the outfit.

The panties were first—lace, a pale pink, luxurious, and barely there. They clung high on my hips, framing the pink chastity cage like a velvet picture frame around a forbidden jewel. The contrast of soft lace and locked plastic made my breath hitch, there was no hiding it, no ignoring it. It was the centerpiece, the symbol, the tease. Then the main piece: a pink babydoll set almost exactly like the one I’d seen in our dirty browsing together. Halter neck, satin ribbon between my nipples, sheer ruffled lace that barely covered anything. When I slipped it on, the fabric floated around my thighs like a soft kiss. My chastity cage peeked out underneath the hem. The white thigh-highs were pristine, expensive, perfectly snug. The pink heels were from Jimmy Choo—delicate, expensive, slutty. They had a soft satin finish with thin straps that wrapped high around my ankle, ending in a flirty little bow. The heels themselves were towering, the kind that forced me to arch my back and wiggle when I walked. They made my calves pop, my thighs tighten, and framed my stockinged legs with sinful elegance. I felt obscene. I felt perfect.

I was trembling.

She called out from the bathroom. “You like it?”

“I love it,” I answered truthfully.

I was hard and leaking in the cage, the satin and lace brushing over my locked cock like a cruel tease. My nipples were hard, sensitive. I turned toward the mirror and nearly gasped. I looked... fuckable. Owned.

The bathroom door opened.

And there she was.

Mary. Dressed to kill. Black latex clung to her like a second skin, each inch sculpted around her curves so perfectly it looked painted on. Her corset, a wickedly glossy black leather, cinched her waist cruelly and pushed her tits up high—round, heavy, barely contained by the lace trim threatening to spill over. Her thighs were hugged by skintight latex stockings that disappeared into towering, platform thigh-high boots with laced fronts and steel heels. Her lips were coated in a venom-red gloss, so shiny and wet it looked like she’d just licked them. A whip, braided and well-used, dangled from her fingers. Her eyes sparkled with dark mischief, the look of a woman who knew just how hard she was about to make me beg.

Me in soft lace and satin bows, her in leather and blood-red gloss—his toys, in two flavors.

“Oh my,” she said, drinking me in with a wicked grin. “You’re perfect.”

I blushed, but couldn’t stop myself. “You’re—fuck, Mary. You look unbelievable.”

She smirked, shifting her weight so the leather creaked deliciously. “I know. I dressed to get you dripping before he even gets here.”

My cock pulsed behind the cage, leaking again. “You didn’t have to try this hard,” I breathed.

She leaned in close, her voice honeyed and sharp, “Darling, this isn’t me trying. You’ll know when I’m really showing off.”

I whimpered, thighs squeezing together as I stood there trembling in lace and heels, feeling more like her treat than ever.

“One more touch,” she said. “For me.”

She walked over and added the finishing touches. A small pearl necklace fastened around my neck. Then she slid to her knee behind my back, moved the fabric of the thong panties aside, pressed a lubed finger against my hole, and slowly, carefully, eased in a pink jeweled butt plug—heart-shaped, glittering. She kissed the plug after it settled.

I was shaking with need, with pride, with desire.

We were ready.

The elevator chimed somewhere down the hallway. Not our floor. Not yet.

And he was on his way.

***


We'd just finished our drinks—something light and sparkly that Mary had picked, meant to take the edge off without dulling anything. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs crossed delicately, the lace hem of my babydoll dancing with every nervous bounce of my knee. Mary stood near the mirror, fastening the last strap of her thigh-high boot, her reflection impossibly composed, while I could barely sit still from the anticipation curling inside me.

Then the knock came.

Three gentle taps against the suite door. Calm. Measured. Like he owned the rhythm, like he owned everything on the other side of that door—including me.

My heart leapt into my throat.

Mary glanced at me through the mirror, walked over and adjusted the pearl necklace she'd clasped around my neck not ten minutes ago. Her expression was unreadable. Poised. Regal. But her lips curled with just the barest hint of amusement.

She saw me flinch.

"Nervous, baby?" she asked, smoothing the dark leather of her corset next. "He’s early. I like that."

We walked together from the bedroom to the living space of the suite, heels clicking softly on the marble floor, she in those glossy boots that screamed power with every step. I swallowed. My knees were already weak in these heels I was in, and now they threatened to give out completely.

"What if... what if I’m not enough?"

She turned to me fully, Her hand cupped my face gently, her thumb stroking over the little shimmer of gloss she’d dabbed on my lips earlier.

"Look at you," she whispered. "You’re perfect. You’ve been perfect all day, and all these last four months. You’re my gift tonight. And he’s going to treat you like one."

I nodded, but barely.

She tilted my chin higher. "Say it."

I bit my lip. "I’m your gift."

"That’s right. Be good, my gift."

She walked to the door and then moved the handle.

Mr. King stepped in like he belonged there.

A tailored charcoal suit, white open-collar shirt, watch that probably cost more than our entire stay here. His salt-and-pepper beard was sharp, well-groomed. Maybe it was the way we were dressed, or the charged air between us, but something about him looked different than in the office. Looser. Like the sight of Mary in leather and latex and me in soft pink satin and lace had stripped away his usual boardroom armor and awakened something carnal behind his usual charm. His gaze lingered. There was heat there. Hunger. Hungrier. His eyes—dark and knowing, landed on Mary first. Then on me.

And he smiled.

"Well," he said, voice like velvet over gravel. "Aren’t you two a vision."

Mary smiled easily. "We've been waiting for you, darling."

We’d talked the night before, sprawled across the bed, giddy and soaked in her post-orgasm bliss. That’s when we decided; tonight, we’d play it right. I’d call him Master. I’d call her Mistress. And she’d call him darling, or anything else his wife might’ve—like sweetheart, baby, or honey, depending on what the moment called for and me in every filthy sweet names she usually does when we play. She wanted to simulate his most cherished fantasies to perfection. And me? I’d whisper every filthy, sweet thing I always did when Mary had me in her hands—only this time, it would be for him too. She had us both go through all of these fine little details. We talked safe words, signals to pause or slow down, just in case. She was thorough. That’s Mary—always thinking five steps ahead, always making sure the stage was perfect before the curtains even lifted—if she took on a role, she became it. No half-measures. No lazy shortcuts. Just full-throttle devotion to every filthy little detail.

And god, did that make me fall in love with her harder every single day.

He stepped in and closed the door behind him. The city skyline behind the suite windows was beginning to blush into dusk.

Mr. King glanced at the open champagne bottle chilling in the bucket near the minibar. "Shall we toast before I unwrap my gift?"

Mary gestured for me.

"Kneel, sweetheart."

I moved shakily to the floor beside her leather-clad legs, my lace babydoll fluttering softly as I adjusted, the cage between my thighs already tight and throbbing.

She poured champagne into two crystal flutes. He sat down on the chaise lounge, legs wide apart, posture relaxed but radiating quiet authority.

She handed him a glass, then leaned down and offered me the other, before settling into his lap with her own drink in hand—one leather-clad thigh draped over his, her body arching ever so slightly to rest against him, like she belonged there. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through me, kneeling below them, looking up at my Mistress resting on her new throne, her gaze laced with wicked promise.

"Drink up, pretty thing," she purred. "You’ve earned this."

The first sip made my head spin—not from the alcohol, but from the heat in their eyes. I was on display, and we hadn’t even started yet.

His hands roamed Mary’s leather-bound curves, groping and squeezing with growing hunger as she giggled softly into his neck, her teeth catching skin while she whispered filthy things they planned to do to me. I remained obedient and exposed on the plush carpet in front of them, knees wide, sipping my champagne in shallow breaths. The bubbles tickled my throat while the satin and lace of my panties—already soaked from hours of teasing—clung to my cock like a wet kiss, the chastity cage beneath humming with pressure and helpless arousal.

After we finished our drinks, Mary rose slowly from his lap, stretching with an arch that made her breasts press against the corset’s top and her ass push out obscenely in those painted-on latex thighs. She moved with lazy confidence, collecting the empty glasses, her heels clicking with purpose as she walked to the minibar. His eyes devoured her. Every step, every sway.

Then he turned that gaze to me.

It was electric.

Predatory. Possessive. Hungry. My breath hitched as if his stare alone could peel the lace from my skin. The space between us charged with the tension of things about to snap.

Mary returned holding only one glass this time—a tumbler of whiskey dark and dangerous. She handed it to him with a sultry smirk.

"Relax, darling," she murmured, voice thick like syrup. "Let your girls take care of you."

Then she turned to me with a glint in her eyes that made my stomach flip.

"Crawl here, sissy," she commanded, voice like silk drawn across a blade. "Time to show Master a good time." Mary then slowly slid to the floor infront of me, her fingers trailing up his thigh, her lips still glistening from our shared champagne.

With exaggerated flair, she leaned forward and undid his pants, eyes locked on mine as she released his thick cock—long, veiny, a heavy slab of dark flesh that hung with the kind of weight you only see inside your head. My eyes widened as it sprang free, thick at the base and swollen at the crown, a drop of precum already beading from the slit. It was everything I’d hoped for in those whispered fantasies with Mary—the ones where she’d talk about how our boss probably had a cock worth kneeling for.

Her lips parted, and she took him into her mouth with a practiced moan, loud and theatrical—slurping him in with long, exaggerated sucks that made obscene, wet sounds echo through the suite. She twisted her wrist gently, saliva dripping from her chin as she bobbed her head, moaning around his shaft as if to put on a show just for me. Her hand pumped slowly as she worked the base, while her cheeks hollowed around the thick length. Every motion screamed ownership, experience, and filthy delight—and I couldn’t look away.

She let him pop out of her mouth with a loud, messy slurp, spit connecting her lower lip to his shaft as she turned to me and cooed, “Now, darling… show me how much better you can do it.”

I realized I had been frozen in the same spot since I was asked - or more like ordered - to kneel earlier, I quickly snapped out from my head and I crawled forward on trembling hands and knees. My heart raced. This was real—he was here, thick and throbbing and waiting for me. My chastity cage dug into the plush carpet, a cruel reminder of the aching fullness I couldn’t touch.

I hesitated, then leaned in. I'd practiced before. Mary had trained me on her collection—glass dildos, silicone strapons, a few thick toys that curved just enough to make me drool. But this? This was flesh and heat and scent. This was him. My boss. The man whose company I used to send quarterly reports to. Now I was about to choke on his cock while kneeling next to my girlfriend while dressed in a pink babydoll.

I opened my mouth.

The head filled it immediately, heavy and warm and leaking bitter salt onto my tongue. He let out a low groan, his hand dropping to my hair—gripping, not forcing, just guiding. Encouraging.

I bobbed slowly, awkwardly, trying to find a rhythm, trying not to gag. My throat spasmed, and I pulled back, coughing.

Mary giggled. Not mean. Just amused.

“You’re okay, baby,” she murmured, fingers stroking my back. “Breathe through your nose. Relax your jaw. Just let him use that pretty little mouth.”

She kissed my shoulder and reached beneath me, cupping my cage with one hand and toying with my nipples with the other. I gasped around his cock.

I tried again, deeper this time. He groaned.

The taste. The scent. The weight.

Mary’s voice in my ear. Her fingers tugging my nipples. His cock pulsing against my tongue.

I moaned, drool sliding down my chin.

“You’re trained well,” Mr. King grunted, guiding me slowly now. “Good little mouth.”

I flushed, proud and helpless, and desperate for more.

Mary smirked, her lipstick smudged just slightly from her earlier work, then leaned in beside me again. “Let’s show him how two good sluts take care of a real man.”

And then—god—she kissed me, just briefly, just enough to swap taste and heat and spit between us, and then we both dipped down again together.

I wrapped my lips back around his cock while she moved lower, her tongue licking around his balls before she began to suck one into her mouth, gently rolling it, humming softly. His breath caught. His thighs tensed.

We moved like a unit—two worshippers at the altar of his cock. When I needed to catch my breath, she took over again, deep-throating him with filthy moans, bobbing up with her hand wrapped around his slick shaft.

She whispered filth between breaths, licking up the underside. “Do you like what we’re doing, darling? Like watching your girls serve you?”

I sucked on his head again, tongue swirling, as she licked the base. Then she nudged me up and whispered, “Swap, baby.” And we did.

She licked up the shaft and took the tip while I gently sucked one of his balls into my mouth, tongue lapping, my face buried in his scent and heat, my cage throbbing against the carpet, leaking steadily.

His hand gripped our heads, fingers curling tightly into our hair. “Fuck… this is the best thing I’ve ever seen,” he growled. Then, with a breathless chuckle, he added, “Christ… the way you two work—those high-end professional whores would be lucky to shine your heels.”

We moaned in sync, both of us now caught up in the act—not just performing, but devouring him, sharing him, basking in the filthy thrill of it.

And it was only just beginning.

The air inside the suite was thick—perfumed with sweat, sex, and something charged and electric. My knees ached deliciously from kneeling, my lips swollen and glazed from our earlier shared worship of Mr. King’s cock, the cage around my sissy clit throbbing, soaked and twitching.

Mary seductivley raised up and beckoned me with a gentle lift of my chin, her painted nails sliding across my jaw.

"Come now, my pretty thing," she whispered, her voice satin and fire. I obeyed, heart drumming in my ears, as she guided me to stand. Her hands—those hands I trusted with everything—moved to the hem of my babydoll. She took her time. Lifted it slowly, teasingly, revealing more of me inch by inch until it fluttered to the floor like something sacred.

Heels, stockings and the cage remained at the end of it. That perfect little torment around my soaked sissy clit, gleaming with my frustration. I caught her gaze and saw it: hunger, pride, a wicked sort of possessiveness. Her nails scraped lightly against the thin mesh as she undressed me, and I shivered—not just from the cool air hitting my skin, but from the way she looked at me. Hungry. Proud. Like I was her gift to unwrap and serve.

She stepped behind me, her fingers trailing down my spine like molten silk, until she cupped my cheeks and spread me. My breath hitched. I whimpered—a needy, breathy thing—as she leaned forward, her lips grazing my ear.

"Time to really open you up," she said.

Her fingers wrapped around the jeweled base of the plug that had been nestled inside me all evening. With agonizing slowness, she twisted, tugged, teased. I moaned, my knees threatening to give. She watched my face as she pulled it free, millimeter by millimeter, every nerve inside me dancing.

She tugged on the jewel gently, like she was savoring each twitch I gave in response. When it finally slipped free with a wet pop, I gasped—my whole body clenched around nothing, empty, dripping, desperate.

"Darling," Mary purred, turning to him, "lie back. Let us treat you."

Mr. King moved now and reclined into the bed, he obeyed, with the authority of a man used to commanding even while giving in. He spread out luxuriously against the pillows.

"Come ride my face," he said to Mary, voice low, eyes hungry. Then, glancing at me, "And you… come ride this cock like you were made for it."

My breath caught.

Mary climbed up first, her heels clicking against the polished wood before she knelt above his face, spreading herself for him. I watched, enthralled, jealous, aching, as she lowered her hips onto his mouth after pushing her latex thong to the side, her head tipping back in instant ecstasy. Her thighs trembled against his cheeks as he devoured her.

Then she looked at me. Smirked.

"Go on, sissy," she said, breathless, "Mount Master. Show him what a pretty ride you are."

I straddled him slowly, trembling as I hovered above his thick, glistening cock. Even from here, I could see how slick it was from our mouths. My hole clenched instinctively.

Mary’s voice came from above, moaning into the air, grinding against his tongue. "You’re gonna feel him stretch you so good, baby."

I whimpered. Aligned. Pressed.

He didn’t thrust. He let me do it. Let me lower inch by inch onto him, my mouth falling open in shock and pleasure as the thick head pushed past my rim.

"Oh god—Mistress… Master…"

The head of his cock pressed against my rim and I froze—part terror, part hunger. It wasn’t just that he was thick, it was real. This wasn’t one of Mary’s toys. This was hot, pulsing, alive. I looked down and saw the stretch begin—my sissy hole blooming for him—and I almost cried from how badly I wanted it.

Mary was writhing now, grinding herself shamelessly against his face. One hand gripped the headboard, the other reached behind her to toy with his balls—slick and heavy between my thighs. Her sweat streaked down her spine, a line of glistening pleasure.

"He’s so full inside me," I moaned, inching lower. The stretch burned and thrilled. My cage dug into his abdomen as I took more of him in, helpless and overwhelmed.

"That’s it," Mr. King groaned beneath both of us. "Such tight little holes. So obedient."

Mary looked down at me, sweat beading on her collarbones. Her free hand reached out to toy with my nipples, pinching just enough to make me squirm.

"We’ve trained you well, haven’t we?"

I couldn’t speak. Only nod. Only moan.

Mary leaned forward and whispered, her voice dripping with sultry dominance, "Who owns this tight little hole?"

"You do, Mistress," I gasped.

Mr. King joined in, his voice darker. "And who’s going to fuck it open for me?"

"You, Master… please."

Then, slowly, she slid off his face, glistening and panting. Her hands went to my hips, helping me bounce on his cock even as she shifted downward, taking over my mouth with a possessive kiss.

"Switch," Mr. King ordered.

Mary took my place for a moment, mounting his cock with practiced ease. She sank down fully, a shuddered gasp escaping her lips. "God, yes."

I knelt beside them, kissing her breasts, her throat, stroking her as she rode him. Our eyes locked. She was moaning for him—but looking at me.

"So full," she whispered. "So fucking full. You see, baby? This is what your pretty mouth made possible."

I could only whimper, edged beyond reason, my little cage soaked with need.

And then he pulled her close and reached for me again—his thick fingers finding my cocklet, rubbing through the cage, making me gasp. His other hand gripped my throat—lightly. Not threatening. Just there.

"Mmmph… greedy little slut," he growled between licks to Mary’s clit. "You bounce on my cock like you were born to do it."

Mary leaned back slightly, eyes never leaving mine. Her voice turned silkier, filthier. "Look at you, baby… trembling just from the stretch. You’ve wanted this for so long, haven’t you? My filthy little cock-milker."

She guided my hips forward with hers, helping me match her rhythm. Her hand reached out, brushing against mine on his thigh—our fingers meeting briefly in the heat of it all. Then again, brushing hips as we shifted—skin against skin. My stomach fluttered.

"That’s it, ride him like the needy slut you are. Make Mommy proud."

Mr. King's hand tightened ever so slightly, a possessive pulse at my throat. For a second, I rocked down hard, chasing the edge too eagerly—his growl snapped through me.

"Ah-ah. Don’t get greedy, girl. I’m not finished with you yet."

I whimpered and slowed, head bowed in apology, the rhythm resettling.

"You two look like you’ve been doing this for years," he groaned. "If there was a league for working girls—hell, you’d be the poster whores of it."

Mary echoed it with a breathy laugh, hips still rolling, her voice sharp with pleasure. "You hear that, baby? He’s loving his little sluts. Moan for us."

I obeyed.

"Mmmh—" she added, drawing the sound out, eyes fluttering closed. "You feel that, darling? Two desperate mouths. Two ruined holes. We’ll spoil you rotten."

Our moans tangled with his words, layered over the wet slap of skin and the lewd pop of movement.

Pleasure. Frustration. Submission. Sweat. Skin. Moans. And now, filthy praise to crown it all.

All of it swirled through me like fire.

The room had quieted to a low hum of breath and moans, tension like a wire pulled taut. The air was wet with sex, heat radiating from our bodies like waves from the coals of a fire. I was still slick, stretched, trembling, kneeling between Mr. King's thighs, my breath shaky, my hole pulsing and open from what we’d just shared.

Mary crouched beside me, her hand in my hair, her lips brushing my temple.

"On your hands and knees now, baby," she murmured, voice like velvet soaked in sin. "Let Master take what’s his."

I obeyed instantly, spine arching, cheek brushing against the cool bedsheets as I got into position. My cage dangled, soaked and twitching, and my hole—used, hungry—throbbed with anticipation.

Mr. King moved behind me, calm and slow, the way powerful men did when they didn’t need to rush for anything. His large hands gripped my hips, holding me in place like I weighed nothing. I felt small in his grasp—owned.

"Look at this perfect little ass," he said lowly, his thumb sliding over the rim of my hole. "Part for me, slut. Let me feel that needy little hole welcome me in like it’s been waiting all day."

The head of his cock nudged against me again—hot, slick, patient. He didn’t thrust. Not yet. Just let me feel the weight of him there, teasing, testing. My breath caught. His breath matched mine—slow, steady, deliberate.

My thoughts spun: I’m really taking him. I want this. I want to be fucked. To be filled. To be theirs.

Then Mary leaned in, resting beside me, her lips grazing my ear.

"This is what you wanted, right? To be used. To be filled. To be fucked like the sissy you are."

"Yes, Mistress… please—" I choked out, voice trembling.

He pushed in slowly. Inch by inch.

I gasped. It wasn’t a stretch anymore—it was a claiming. My body shook, my fingers gripping the sheets tightly as he slid deeper. The fullness was overwhelming. Every nerve inside me screamed in pleasure.

"Look at you, baby… trembling just from the stretch," Mary crooned, her fingers tracing down my back. "You’ve wanted this for so long, haven’t you? My filthy little cock-milker."

"Good girl," she added, purring in my ear. "You take cock so well now. Fuck him like the needy slut you are. Make Mommy proud."

Mr. King's rhythm was steady at first. Purposeful. Slow. Like he wanted me to feel every thick inch moving inside me, stretching me all over again. Each thrust knocked the air from my lungs and made my caged cock throb harder.

His hands tightened around my hips. "Hold still," he growled. But his pace was already faltering. His grip deepened, thrusts growing rougher. "Fuck… you’re gonna make me lose it."

"Please—Master—I… I need to cum… I need—" I was babbling now, a wreck.

Mary chuckled. She stroked the side of my face as Mr. King rutted into me, deeper with every motion.

"But you're locked, sweetheart. You begged for this cage, remember? This ache is what you crave."

I sobbed into the sheets, eyes rolling back.

"Look at him," Mr. King said, his voice rough and low, sweat dripping from his chest onto my back. "All this for a cock he can’t even use. Fuck. You’re perfect."

I turned my head slightly—and saw them.

Mary was straddling his lap now, leaning into him, her lips on his, kissing him deeply, hungrily. Her fingers tangled in his hair. She moaned into his mouth, and I saw it—her arousal, her pleasure, her complete satisfaction. Their hands overlapped briefly on his thigh, brushing as they moved over his body. A flicker of awe and jealousy curled in my gut. It wasn’t just sex. It was a world I was allowed to serve in. And I wanted nothing more than to keep proving I belonged.

He fucked harder. My body jolted forward with each thrust, but I stayed in place, obedient, desperate, burning.

And then—

It happened.

No touch. No release. Just everything. My entire body seized with pleasure, my muscles locked, and I screamed. My sissy clit throbbed wildly inside the cage as my orgasm ripped through me like lightning—hands-free, raw, endless.

White-hot flashes burst behind my eyelids. My voice cracked. I sobbed, body trembling, ass clenching around Mr. King's cock as he drove in one last time with a grunt and filled me.

"That’s it, let it out, good slut," Mary whispered.

"Cum from your ass like you were fucking made for this," King groaned, voice low and wrecked.

I collapsed, face down, still shaking.

Mr. King groaned again—deeper, guttural—his thrusts slowed but didn’t stop until Mary’s hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, coaxing the last of his climax out. He cursed under his breath, hips jerking one final time as he spilled inside me.

Then he eased back, panting, sweat-slicked and flushed—his cock sliding from me with a filthy, wet pop that sent shivers down my spine. I felt it—every greedy, hot spurt—his cum flooding deep inside me, thick and molten, painting my walls. Each pulse echoed through me, the fullness almost unbearable as it oozed slowly from my raw, used hole, dripping in lazy trails down my thighs.

It wasn’t just being filled—it was being claimed. Fucking branded. My insides still clenched like they didn’t want to let go, milking the last drops as if begging to keep his seed forever. The heat, the stretch, the mess—it wasn’t just inside me. It was me now.

Mary pulled me into her arms, kissed my face—my damp, red, broken face. She whispered, "Our good little toy," while her fingers gently massaged the cum leaking out of me back around my stretched hole. She kissed my eyelids, stroked my hair, wiped my cheeks.

"You’re everything I wanted," she whispered again, holding me like something precious.

Mr. King sat back, a satisfied smile curling his lips.

"Fuck," he said. "That was... unreal."

And in that moment—used, held, ruined—I had never felt more loved.

Mr. King leaned back, catching his breath, sweat glistening on his chest. Mary rose gracefully and padded over to the mini bar, pouring him a fresh glass of whiskey. He accepted it with a nod, his usual composed self returning now that the high had crested. He looked like the man we saw at the office—casual in control, commanding even in the afterglow.

Meanwhile, the two of us knelt beside him, still a mess. Cum slicked down my thighs. My cage was twitching helplessly, and Mary’s skin gleamed from sweat and arousal, her hair a wild halo around her flushed face.

We moved together, wordless and obedient, one with a towel, the other with their mouth. Mary leaned in first, licking a streak of cum off his abs before wiping gently at his chest, then handing me the cloth to dab down his thighs. Our hands bumped again over his thigh—my mouth close to hers, tasting the same skin. We looked at each other, and for just a breath, everything felt dizzy and perfect and real. I kissed along the inside of one thigh, savoring the salt and heat, while Mary took the other side, her tongue tracing lazy lines across his hip.

He didn’t flinch—just reclined, sipping whiskey, his cock softening slowly against his thigh, glistening with the last of us. We looked like whores—and in that moment, that was exactly what we were. Well-paid whores. And we were proud of it.

He took a slow sip of the whiskey, watching us both with a relaxed smirk. Then, unexpectedly, his hand drifted down and ruffled my hair. I blinked. He didn’t say anything—just looked at me like I had surprised him in a way he couldn’t put into words.

"You’ve made something exquisite here," he murmured to Mary, and she smiled quietly, one hand resting over his knee.

He looked like he belonged in a corner office, not in a sweat-soaked bed—but there he was, surrounded by mess and mouths and satisfaction.

He chuckled softly, that slow, rich sound curling in the air like cigar smoke. We looked up at him, still kneeling, still messy, our hands now resting lightly on his thighs. His eyes were half-lidded, but the smirk on his lips was sharp.

Mary brushed her hair behind her ear and leaned forward again, planting a soft kiss just above his cock. I followed, nuzzling into his hip with a sleepy grin. He looked down at us both, then smiled—a real, satisfied smile that made something warm flutter in my chest.

"You know," he said, voice smooth again, "I was absolutely serious when I said the two of you… you’d make the highest-paid girls in this business run for their money.".

Mary looked up, a wicked grin spreading. “Is that a proposition?”

King chuckled. “I’m just saying. There’s room for something regular here. Proper compensation. No expectations. Just this... when I need it. And trust me Mary, after tonight, I'm sure I will need it. I don't know how I've gone this long without experiencing what you two gave me tonight.”

I looked at Mary. She looked at me. We didn’t say anything. We didn’t have to.

We weren’t broke—but we weren’t thriving either. Rent, bills, saving up for that house we both secretly dreamed of one day sharing with rings on our fingers—it all hovered in the background like a quiet ache.

Mary spoke first. “We’ll think about it,” she said smoothly, her voice still dominant even in aftercare. “I’ll get back to you soon.”

But in my heart, I already knew—we were going to say yes.

She said we’d think about it—but I knew. I knew she saw what I saw: not just the money, not just the pleasure, but the future. Rings. A shared home. And this—our filthy little secret—as something we could hold on to forever.

***

It started as an escape. A whim. A filthy dare whispered into the soft space between love and lust. But now? Now it was life. Our life. And as I looked over at Mary from my place on the plush hotel carpet in Paris, knees aching in the best way, mouth stretched around a thick, expensive cock, I knew we had built something fucking beautiful out of our shared depravity—something uniquely ours.

Four years ago, if someone told me I’d be kneeling next to my gorgeous wife, both of us dressed in pastel lace teddies and satin panties—hers coral blue, mine blush pink—with painted lips choking down cock like good little sluts… I might’ve laughed. Laughed to cover how much I secretly wanted it. How much I fantasized about surrendering next to her, equally adored, equally ruined.

But even then, I couldn’t have imagined this.

That Mary, my stunning, insatiable, brilliant partner, would be matching my rhythm with another cock stuffed in her throat, her caramel curls bouncing with every bob, her honeyed skin glowing in the suite’s moody lighting. That I’d be dressed to match her—stockings clinging to my thighs, pink chastity bulging beneath my panties, glitter gloss smeared over my pouty lips. That we’d both be servicing two rich European husbands who’d flown us out for the weekend because they’d heard of the Mary-and-Kay experience.

Because yes, now we were a thing.

High-end. Exclusive. Discreet. Whispered about in secret groups, traded like legend.

No websites. No profiles. No bookings unless referred by someone like Mr. King—a man who still fucked us once a month in that same suite we first met him in.

That first year with him changed everything. In the office, nothing looked different. He’d send Mary a vague “Friday?” text midweek and we’d know what it meant. We’d trade glances during lunch breaks, hold pinky fingers in the elevator, and by week’s end, we were his perfect little dolls, groomed, dressed, me waiting in lace and her in latex. Sometimes he’d bring toys. Sometimes just himself. Once, he took us to London for a corporate summit, and I got to walk the mall in heels, a wig, and a face full of soft femme makeup. No one knew me. Just us, and him. It was liberating.

And lucrative.

The savings piled up. Mary handled the business, but I handled the market. Investments. Dividends. Compounding interest. Our money began to grow fast. We weren’t struggling before, but we’d never felt free. Now we were months away from total financial independence. No more jobs. No more fear. And more importantly—no more pretending.

It was during one of those longer overseas dates that he asked.

"You remember the guy who told me about that provider—the one who specialized in sissy and domme pairings? The one that got me curious about the whole idea in the first place? That friend of mine? He’s interested. Knows about you two. Old mining money. Wants in. And trust me—he’ll pay generously. I’ll be there the whole time. You’ll be safe. Nothing you’re not okay with."

It was a big ask. But we trusted King. He’d never pushed us beyond what we consented to. And more than that, we trusted each other.

Mary looked at me. I could see her mind racing, calculating—and underneath it all, the same spark I felt: curiosity. Power. Possibility.

She looked at me first, her eyes steady. "You okay with this, baby?" she asked, voice soft but unreadable.

I nodded, throat dry but certain. "Are you?"

Her lips curled, eyes sparking. "I am. I think... I want this. For us."

And then she turned to King, calm and cool as ever. "Yes."

I followed a breath later, heart hammering in my chest. That night changed everything.

That friend became a client. Then another. And another.

Soon, we were no longer Mr. King’s dirty little secret. We were an underground legend. The couple who did everything together. The submissive sissy boy and his goddess partner, who could be playthings or professionals, depending on what you paid and how well you behaved.

Mary took up a Dominatrix course. Got certified. She was a natural. There were clients who booked us just to be at her feet while I acted as her personal assistant—dressed in a lace maid uniform, taking notes and offering lube while she used her strap-on on some trembling billionaire in cuffs. We even started offering personalized training sessions for high-end submissives—each one carefully selected through intense vetting, of course.

And yes, we got married.

Nine months after that first night with King, we exchanged vows—private, soft, filthy. Her ring sparkled just as much as her eyes when I called her Mistress for the first time as her husband. We didn’t have a church or an altar. Just a private villa, a silk collar, and our truth.

Tonight, though, wasn’t about power. Tonight, we were sluts.

The two men sharing us—an elegant married couple from northern Europe—had flown us in first-class to Paris. One of them, the softer-spoken husband with a meticulous taste for detail, was entirely gay—his eyes locked on me the moment we walked in. His husband, a bolder, broader man with a dominant streak, was clearly Bi and already undressing Mary with his gaze. It was a dynamic we recognized instantly: one man wanted a pretty boy to own for the night, the other wanted a slutty goddess to worship him while making him sweat.

They’d heard about us through one of Mr. King's old friends—the same one who’d once mentioned that infamous provider specializing in sissy and domme pairings, the offhand conversation that unknowingly started it all. That guy had become our first client after Mr. King, lighting the match that ignited everything. And now, years later, that same whispered network had brought us here to Paris—summoned not by luck but by reputation, by careful referrals, by desire polished into invitation. We weren’t just fantasy anymore. We were legacy.

They booked us a penthouse suite at the Hôtel Plaza Athénée, one of the most decadent, exclusive addresses in all of Paris—where rooms glimmered with chandeliers, balconies opened to the Eiffel Tower, and every surface seemed designed for sin. The bedroom had mirrors on the ceiling, satin ropes fixed to the carved mahogany bedposts, and a handwritten note that read:

"Tonight, be ours."

So we were.

Two holes. Two mouths. Two bodies dripping in lace and need.

We moaned around their cocks at the same time, the sound echoing through the suite like a symphony of sin. The Bi husband slapped Mary’s ass and buried himself deeper. Mine gripped my jaw and praised how soft I felt. Between thrusts and moans, there were moments of whispered direction—"Eyes up, slut." "Good girl, take it deeper."—each one threading the scene with tension and delight.

Our fingers touched briefly on the bed as we braced ourselves together. Her knuckles brushed mine, and she smiled around her cock. A filthy little grin that made my cock twitch in its cage. Once, we were sneaking glances in the office break room. Now we’re the stars of mirrored ceilings and whispered invitations.

We were perfect.

And when I looked at her—my Mary, my wife, my queen—her cheeks flushed, her tits bouncing in sync with her thrusts, our eyes met, and she smiled around her cock like the filthy angel she was.

She leaned in toward me between thrusts and murmured, “They think they’re in control tonight. But they’re just lucky we said yes.”

My whole body buzzed. I wanted to make him proud. I wanted Mary to look over and see me ruined, and know she’d trained me perfectly. That I was hers—perfected and presented.

The man fucking her moaned loudly—too quickly, too needy—and she smirked knowingly, grinding back against him like she owned the room. And maybe she did.

In that moment, I knew something holy had happened here.

We’d built a life out of lace, lust, and love. A life where being used was freedom. Where surrender was sacred.

And we were only just getting started.

***
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Bundle of Sissy Tales: A collection of Feminization Tales 


(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/BZgC )

Ready to indulge in your deepest, most steamy, and spicy desires? 


Sissy Tales: Bundle A delivers five of the most addictive, bestselling stories—now together in one explosive collection at a fraction of the price. Packed with feminization, lingerie obsession, submissive training, older men, and deliciously dominant Boyfriend Daddies, this bundle is the perfect entry into a world where pretty young men become perfect feminized sissies. 


Whether you’re into bossy billionaires, roommate power plays, or kinky gentlemen who know exactly what they want, this collection has it all, with no holding back. Each book is full-length, raunchy, and unapologetically hot. 


Dripping with satin, soaked in submission, and written to push all the right buttons, this bundle is your next filthy obsession—and the best bargain you’ll grab all month. 


Lock the door, dim the lights, and start now. Your steamy adventure starts here. 



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

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

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit.


Books By This Author

Full Bundle - From Man to Sissy Maid: FLR, Chastity, and Humiliation

Niko had it all: a successful business, millions in the bank, and a beautiful wife, Megan. But after an early retirement, his life took an unexpected turn when he confessed his deepest fantasies to Megan. To his surprise, she didn’t just indulge them—she embraced them. Now, Niko is Nikky, her devoted sissy maid, living under Megan’s loving yet strict control in their female-led marriage.

Nikky’s days are filled with meticulous service, obedience, and chastity. Always plugged and kept on edge, she exists in a state of constant sissy bliss, finding purpose in pleasing her Mistress. Megan, however, has no shortage of satisfaction herself, sharing her bed with her virile young boyfriend while Nikky remains locked and denied.

But Megan doesn’t keep Nikky all to herself—she occasionally lends her out to trusted friends, like Andrew (Mr. Grant), Niko’s former best friend. When Andrew invites an old flame, Ava—now Ms. Sloan—over for dinner during one of Nikky’s service days, the tension skyrockets. Serving her ex without being recognized tests Nikky’s submission in ways she never imagined.

From Man to Sissy Maid is a steamy story of sissification, chastity, and loving female-led discipline. With strict rules, undeniable power dynamics, and moments of thrilling humiliation, Nikky’s journey shows what it means to surrender completely and live a life of obedient bliss.

THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND: A Tale of Gradual Feminization - Mega Bundle

Get Parts 1–9 of THE SISSY TROPHY WIFE & HER BLACK BILLIONAIRE HUSBAND in a Single Mega Bundle here for a great price.

Nearly 100K words of absolute Sissy Feminization Romance Erotica Bundle... Get the full Sissy Trophy Wife series in one single book.

Series Description -
Prepare to be captivated by a scorching multi-part tale that transcends boundaries and explores the intoxicating depths of desire. In this captivating series, follow the journey of a young white man who makes a daring choice that leads him into the embrace of his older billionaire black best friend. A pact is made for him to become a Blonde Bombshell Trophy Wife, a deal is struck, and an irresistible connection blossoms, igniting a steamy and romantic sissy story unlike any other.

As these two individuals navigate their way through a world of power dynamics and submission, their relationship evolves into something both profound and provocative. Amidst opulent settings and sensual encounters, the lines between love, dominance, and passion blur in a passionate dance of emotions.

Witness the blossoming of their unconventional romance, where a once-simple friendship transforms into a complex dance of intimacy, exploration, and devotion. As the young man embraces his role as a sissy trophy wife, he discovers the transformative power of surrendering to his desires to be feminized wife, guided by the experienced touch of his older billionaire black best friend.

With each installment, the series delves deeper into their journey, unraveling secrets, desires, and the profound connection that binds them. Embrace a world where love knows no boundaries, where the pursuit of pleasure intertwines with the complexities of the heart, and where surrender becomes a pathway to self-discovery.

Bundle A of Feminized for Luxury: Danielle’s Sissy Escort Life

Danielle didn’t know what she was getting into when she stepped into Ms. Samantha’s world, but now, there’s no turning back. Feminized for Luxury follows Danielle’s slow and sensual transformation, as she’s molded into the perfect working girl at an exclusive, high-end sissy escort agency. With fellow sissy Crystal’s playful teasing and Ms. Samantha’s firm guidance, Danielle learns to embrace her femininity and step into her new role.

But it’s not just the transformation—soon, Danielle’s life is all about pleasing the agency’s elite clients. Wealthy and powerful, they know exactly what they want, and Danielle is learning how to give it to them in style. Each chapter brings her closer to her true self, as she navigates the seductive, luxurious world of high-paying clients, stunning outfits, and irresistible opportunities.

This slow-burn feminization story is full of teasing, tension, and moments that will leave you hooked. Welcome to Danielle’s new life, where glamour, desire, and indulgence are just the beginning.
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