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Chapter 1: The Conference Arrival

Alex Thompson stepped out of the airport shuttle and into the humid embrace of Las Vegas in mid-January. The air shimmered with heat despite the calendar insisting it was winter; the desert had its own rules. He adjusted the strap of his laptop bag on his shoulder, feeling the familiar knot of anxiety twist in his stomach. This was his first major industry conference since the promotion—TechForge Summit 2026—and he was determined not to screw it up.

At twenty-eight, Alex had spent the last six years buried in code at Nexus Innovations, a mid-sized software firm specializing in cloud security solutions. He was good at his job—reliable, detail-oriented, the guy who fixed things quietly before anyone noticed they were broken. But visibility? Networking? Those were foreign territories. The promotion to senior developer had come with strings: attend the summit, represent the company, make connections. His manager had clapped him on the back and said, “This is your chance to shine, kid.”

Shine. Right.

The conference hotel, the sprawling Mirage Grand, loomed ahead like a glass-and-steel mirage of its own. Palm trees lined the entrance, fake but convincing under the relentless sun. Bellhops in crisp uniforms darted between luxury sedans and tour buses. Alex joined the flow of attendees—mostly men in chinos and polo shirts, a few women in tailored blazers, everyone clutching badges and conference totes. He felt underdressed in his plain gray button-down and khakis, even though he'd ironed everything twice before leaving home.

Check-in was a blur of plastic key cards and welcome packets. His room was on the fifteenth floor, a standard king with a view of the Strip that promised neon overload after dark. He dropped his suitcase on the bed and stared at the mirror. Average height, average build, average brown hair that refused to stay neat. Nothing remarkable. Nothing intimidating. Just... average.

He unpacked methodically: laptop on the desk, charger plugged in, a few protein bars for emergencies. Then he sat on the edge of the bed, breathing slowly. The schedule was packed—keynote at 9 a.m. tomorrow, breakout sessions, expo hall, networking receptions. Tonight was the opening mixer in the grand ballroom. Casual drinks, appetizers, “get to know your peers.” The thought made his palms sweat.

His phone buzzed. A company group chat notification.

Victoria Reyes: Team, I've just landed. Let's meet in the lobby bar at 6:30 for a quick huddle before the mixer. Wear your badges. Looking forward to crushing it this week.

Victoria Reyes. His new direct supervisor. She'd transferred in from the San Francisco office three months ago, and Alex had only met her once—in a Zoom stand-up where she'd asked pointed questions about his latest API refactor. Her voice had been calm, confident, cutting through the usual meeting filler like a laser. In her profile picture, she had sharp cheekbones, dark hair pulled into a sleek ponytail, and eyes that seemed to see right through the screen.

He typed back: Alex T: Will be there. Safe travels.

No emojis. Professional. Safe.

At 6:15, he headed downstairs. The lobby was alive—clusters of people laughing too loudly, exchanging business cards, the clink of glasses from the bar. He spotted the Nexus team near the entrance: two other developers, Mike and Sarah, already nursing beers. And then Victoria.

She stood slightly apart, scrolling her phone with one hand while holding a glass of red wine in the other. Tall—maybe five-nine in her low heels—dressed in a fitted black blazer over a cream silk blouse, slim trousers that hugged her legs. Her hair was down now, falling in dark waves past her shoulders. She looked up as he approached, and her lips curved into a small, assessing smile.

“Alex Thompson,” she said, extending her hand. Her grip was firm, warm. “In the flesh.”

“Hi, Victoria. Good to finally meet properly.”

“Likewise. You survived the flight?”

“Barely. Turbulence over Colorado.”

She laughed softly—a low, throaty sound that made something in his chest tighten. “I hate flying. But the view from the top is worth it.”

They joined the others. Small talk flowed: flight complaints, hotel room quality, the keynote speaker rumored to be a former Google exec. Victoria steered the conversation effortlessly, asking questions that made everyone feel included. When she turned to Alex, though, her gaze lingered a fraction longer.

“So, Alex,” she said, tilting her head. “You're the one who rewrote the authentication layer last quarter. Impressive work. Clean, efficient. I like that.”

Heat crept up his neck. “Thanks. It was mostly tweaking what was already there.”

“Don't undersell yourself. Humility is nice, but confidence gets you noticed here.” She sipped her wine, eyes never leaving his. “This week, I want you visible. Talk to people. Hand out cards. You're representing us.”

He nodded, throat dry. “Got it.”

The group migrated toward the ballroom as the mixer officially started. Inside, the space was cavernous—crystal chandeliers, high-top tables draped in white linen, waitstaff circulating with trays of sliders and shrimp. Music pulsed low, a generic electronic beat. Badges everywhere: sponsors, startups, big names. Alex stuck close to the team at first, but Victoria nudged him gently.

“Go mingle,” she murmured, close enough that he caught the faint scent of her perfume—something spicy and expensive. “I'll find you later.”

He drifted into the crowd, clutching a ginger ale like a shield. Conversations swirled around him: AI ethics, quantum threats, the latest breach headlines. He managed a few polite exchanges, handed out a card or two, but mostly listened. After forty minutes, his social battery was draining fast.

He excused himself and headed for the restroom corridor off the main hall—quieter, cooler. The men's room was empty except for one guy at the sink. Alex used a stall, did his business, then stepped out to wash up.

That's when it happened.

He'd worn loose boxers today—comfort over style for the long flight—and as he zipped up, the waistband caught awkwardly. He tugged, adjusted, but the motion was too sharp. The zipper snagged fabric, and in his haste to free it, his pants slipped just enough. Not fully down, but enough.

The door opened.

Victoria stepped in—no, wait, she paused at the threshold, eyes widening for a split second before narrowing in amusement.

“Oh,” she said softly. “Wrong door?”

Alex froze. His hands flew to his fly, yanking everything back into place, but not before she'd seen. Not everything, but... enough. The brief flash of pale skin, the small, soft outline that had no chance of impressing anyone in a moment like this.

She didn't scream or back away. Instead, she let the door swing shut behind her, stepping fully inside. The lock clicked—someone had flipped it from the inside earlier, and no one else was coming.

“Victoria—I—sorry, I didn't—”

“Shh.” She held up a hand, voice calm, almost gentle. But there was an edge to it, a spark in her eyes that made his stomach drop. “Breathe, Alex.”

He did, shakily. Face burning.

She took one step closer. Then another. Close enough that he could see the faint freckles across her nose, the way her lips parted slightly.

“I saw,” she said simply. No accusation. Just fact.

He wanted to disappear. “It was an accident. I swear—”

“I know.” She tilted her head, studying him like code she was debugging. “Accidents happen. But now I know something about you that no one else here does.”

His heart hammered so loud he was sure she could hear it.

She reached out, slowly, and straightened his badge on his shirt. Her fingers brushed his chest—deliberate, lingering.

“Tiny tease,” she murmured, almost to herself. Then louder, testing the words: “Tiny. Tease.”

Alex's breath hitched. The phrase landed like a slap and a caress at once. Shame flooded him, hot and immediate, but underneath it—something else. Arousal. Unwanted, undeniable.

Victoria smiled—slow, predatory, beautiful.

“We're going to have an interesting week, Alex.” She stepped back, unlocked the door. “Meet me in my suite after this wraps up. Room 1524. Don't be late.”

She slipped out, leaving the faint scent of her perfume and the echo of those two words hanging in the air.

Tiny tease.

Alex stared at his reflection in the mirror. His face was flushed, pupils dilated. His cock—small, soft, traitorous—twitched at the memory of her voice.

He washed his hands, splashed water on his face. Tried to steady himself.

The mixer was still going. People laughing, deals being made.

But everything had shifted in the space of thirty seconds.

He dried his hands, straightened his shirt, and walked back out.

The night was just beginning.


Chapter 2: The Late-Night Reveal

The mixer dragged on longer than Alex expected. He floated through the remaining hour like a ghost—smiling when spoken to, nodding at the right moments, but his mind was stuck in that restroom corridor. Every time he caught sight of Victoria across the room—laughing with a cluster of sponsors, her head thrown back slightly, dark hair catching the chandelier light—his stomach flipped. She never looked his way. Not once. It was almost worse than if she had.

By 10:45, the crowd had thinned. The music had shifted to something softer, the trays of appetizers mostly empty. Alex excused himself from a conversation about zero-trust architecture that he’d barely followed and slipped out of the ballroom. The lobby felt cooler, quieter. He took the elevator up alone, watching the floor numbers climb, each ding amplifying the thud of his pulse.

Room 1524.

He stood in the hallway for a full minute before knocking. Softly at first, then firmer. The door opened almost immediately.

Victoria had changed.

Gone was the blazer and silk blouse. She wore a simple black camisole that clung to her curves and high-waisted silk pajama pants in deep emerald. Barefoot. Hair loose and slightly tousled, as if she’d run her fingers through it. A glass of red wine dangled from her fingers; the bottle sat open on the suite’s coffee table behind her.

“Alex,” she said, voice low and warm. “You came.”

He swallowed. “You asked me to.”

A small smile curved her lips. “I did. Come in.”

The suite was larger than his—living area with a sectional sofa, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering Strip, a half-open door leading to what he assumed was the bedroom. Soft jazz played from a Bluetooth speaker on the side table. The air smelled faintly of her perfume and something warmer, like vanilla from a candle flickering on the mantel.

She closed the door behind him with a quiet click. No lock this time. No urgency. Just certainty.

“Drink?” she offered, gesturing to the bottle.

“I’m okay. Thanks.”

She studied him for a moment, then set her glass down. “Sit.”

He chose the edge of the sofa, back straight, hands on his knees. She didn’t sit. Instead she leaned against the armrest opposite him, arms crossed loosely under her breasts, accentuating the soft swell beneath the thin camisole.

“You’ve been thinking about it all night,” she said. Not a question.

He nodded once, eyes on the carpet.

“Say it.”

His throat felt lined with sandpaper. “About… what happened. In the bathroom.”

“About what I saw.”

“Yes.”

She tilted her head. “Tell me exactly what you think I saw, Alex.”

He hesitated. The words felt obscene just sitting in his mouth.

“Use your words,” she prompted gently. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I… my pants slipped. You saw… me. My—” He couldn’t finish.

“Your cock,” she supplied, the word crisp and deliberate. “You can say it. It’s just anatomy.”

He exhaled shakily. “You saw my cock.”

“And?”

“And it’s… small.”

She let the silence stretch, then stepped closer until her bare toes were inches from his shoes. “How small would you say, on a scale of honest to brutally honest?”

He winced. “Smaller than average. A lot smaller.”

“Tiny?”

The word hit like before—sharp, humiliating, electric.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Tiny tease,” she repeated, tasting the phrase again. Her voice dropped lower. “That’s what I thought when I saw it. So soft and small and… eager to hide. But it couldn’t quite manage that, could it?”

He felt himself stirring despite—or because of—the shame. The fabric of his khakis tightened uncomfortably.

Victoria noticed. Of course she did.

“Stand up.”

He obeyed without thinking.

She circled him slowly, like she was appraising something delicate and breakable. When she stopped in front of him again, she was close enough that he could feel the heat radiating from her body.

“Take off your shirt.”

His hands moved before his brain caught up. Buttons undone one by one, fabric sliding off his shoulders. He folded it neatly over the arm of the sofa—habit, even now.

She hummed approval. “Pants next. Shoes and socks too.”

He kicked off his loafers, peeled off his socks, then unbuckled his belt with trembling fingers. The zipper came down slowly. He pushed the khakis past his hips and let them pool at his ankles, stepping out. Now he stood in plain black boxer briefs, the outline of his half-hard cock embarrassingly visible—small, straining upward but barely tenting the cotton.

Victoria’s gaze dropped. She didn’t laugh. She didn’t sneer. She simply looked, long and deliberate.

“Boxers too.”

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband, paused.

“Alex.” Her tone was patient, almost kind. “I already saw. This is just… confirmation.”

He slid them down. His cock sprang free—five centimeters soft, maybe seven hard, circumcised, pale, the head flushed pink with blood. It bobbed slightly with his heartbeat. Completely exposed.

She stepped even closer. One finger traced the air just above it, not touching.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So small. So… delicate. No wonder you’ve spent your life trying to keep it hidden.”

He couldn’t look away from her face. Her expression was calm fascination, like she’d discovered something rare and intriguing.

“Does it get much bigger when it’s fully hard?”

“A little,” he admitted, voice barely audible.

“Show me.”

He blinked. “What?”

“Touch it. Make it hard for me. I want to see the difference.”

His hand moved almost on autopilot. He wrapped his fingers around the shaft—two fingers and a thumb were more than enough—and stroked slowly. The shame burned hotter with every pass, but so did the arousal. Within thirty seconds he was fully erect, straining upward at perhaps nine centimeters, thin, the head glistening with a single bead of pre-cum.

Victoria tilted her head. “That’s it? That’s fully hard?”

He nodded, mortified.

She reached out then—finally—and ran one fingernail lightly along the underside from base to tip. He jerked, a soft gasp escaping.

“Sensitive little thing,” she said. “I bet it doesn’t take much to make it leak.”

Another slow stroke of her nail. Another involuntary twitch.

“Please,” he whispered, not even sure what he was asking for.

“Please what, tiny tease?” She used the nickname again, letting it linger. “Please stop? Please keep going? Please let you come?”

“I—I don’t know.”

She smiled—small, wicked. “That’s honest. Good boy.”

She withdrew her hand. “Sit back down. Legs apart.”

He sank onto the sofa, thighs spread. His erection pointed straight up, throbbing in the cool air of the suite.

Victoria picked up her wine glass, took a slow sip, then set it aside. She sat on the coffee table directly in front of him, knees brushing his.

“Here’s how this is going to work,” she said. “For the rest of the week—and maybe longer—you belong to me in this little secret space we’ve created. You do what I say. You wear what I tell you. You answer when I speak. And in return…” She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, face inches from his. “I’ll give you exactly the kind of attention that pathetic little cock has been craving. The kind no one else has ever bothered to give it.”

He stared at her, pulse roaring in his ears.

“Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Yes, what?”

He hesitated, then tried: “Yes… Victoria?”

She shook her head. “Try again.”

A beat. Then, softer: “Yes, Mistress.”

Her eyes lit with satisfaction. “Better.”

She reached between his legs—not touching his cock, but cupping his balls gently, rolling them in her palm. They felt small there too, tight against his body.

“These are cute,” she said. “Almost dainty. Like the rest of you.”

She gave a light squeeze—not painful, just enough to make him gasp.

“Tomorrow morning, you’ll wear the underwear I choose for you under your suit. You’ll sit through every session thinking about how soft and silky it feels against your tiny tease. You’ll feel it every time you cross your legs, every time you stand up. And you’ll know I’m the only one who knows what’s underneath.”

He nodded frantically.

“And when the day is over, you’ll come back here. You’ll strip for me again. And we’ll see how much smaller—or bigger—you can get under the right kind of encouragement.”

She released him, stood up gracefully.

“Get dressed. You’re dismissed for tonight.”

He fumbled back into his clothes, hands shaking so badly he could barely manage the belt buckle. When he was fully clothed again, she walked him to the door.

At the threshold, she stopped him with a hand on his chest.

“One last thing,” she said. She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “No touching yourself tonight. No matter how badly you want to. That little cock stays frustrated until I say otherwise.”

She opened the door.

“Goodnight, tiny tease.”

The door closed softly behind him.

Alex stood in the hallway, fully dressed, painfully hard, the echo of her voice still ringing in his ears.

He didn’t sleep much that night.


Chapter 3: Corporate Power Play

Alex woke before his alarm, body tense and aching in a way that had nothing to do with jet lag. The sheets were twisted around his legs; his erection had come and gone in restless waves throughout the night, never quite subsiding enough for real sleep. Every time he closed his eyes, he heard her voice—low, amused, deliberate.

Tiny tease.

He sat up, rubbed his face, and glanced at the clock: 6:42 a.m. The first keynote started at 9:00. Plenty of time to shower, dress, and try to pretend last night hadn’t happened.

Except it had.

He showered quickly, the hot water doing little to wash away the memory of her fingers brushing his balls, her calm appraisal of his naked body. When he stepped out and dried off, he caught himself staring at his reflection again—small cock soft and shrunken from the cold tile, balls drawn tight. He looked… vulnerable. Pathetic. Exactly the way she’d described.

He dressed in his standard conference uniform: charcoal slacks, light blue button-down, navy blazer. Conservative. Invisible. Safe.

Until he remembered her parting words.

Tomorrow morning, you’ll wear the underwear I choose for you under your suit.

But she hadn’t chosen anything yet. Had she?

His phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Victoria Reyes (new message, 6:51 a.m.):

Good morning, tiny tease.

I left a small gift for you at the front desk. Pick it up before breakfast. Wear it all day. No exceptions.

See you at the keynote. Front row, seat 12. I saved it for you.

Attached was a photo: a folded pair of pale pink women’s bikini-cut panties, lace trim along the legs, delicate bow at the front waistband. They looked impossibly small. Feminine. Wrong.

His stomach lurched. Arousal and dread twisted together so tightly he couldn’t tell them apart.

He stared at the image for a long minute, thumb hovering over the reply button. Then he typed:

Alex: Understood.

No “Mistress.” Not yet. Not over text. He hit send before he could overthink it.

Downstairs, the lobby was already busy—attendees grabbing coffee, scrolling badges, networking before the day officially began. The concierge handed him a small cream-colored gift bag without comment, only a polite smile. Inside: the panties, wrapped in tissue paper, and a single folded note in Victoria’s neat handwriting.

Put them on in your room. Text me a photo of you wearing them. Proof. Then come to breakfast. Don’t be late.

He rode the elevator back up with the bag clutched against his chest like contraband.

Back in his room, door locked, he stripped again. The panties felt cool and slippery against his fingers—high-quality silk blend, soft as sin. He stepped into them, pulled them up slowly. The lace legs hugged his thighs; the front panel barely contained him. His cock nestled against the smooth fabric, already stirring at the forbidden sensation. The bow sat right above the tiny bulge, mocking him.

He took the photo as instructed: mirror selfie, pants around his ankles, panties clearly visible, his face flushed and eyes averted. He cropped out everything above the waist—just the pink lace, his pale skin, the humiliating proof.

Sent.

Her reply came in under thirty seconds.

Victoria: Pretty. Now pull your pants up and come down. I want to see how you walk in them.

He dressed quickly, the silk sliding against his cock with every movement. It was subtle but constant—a gentle, teasing friction that kept him half-hard, aware of every step. By the time he reached the conference-level breakfast buffet, he was convinced everyone could tell.

Victoria was already at a table near the windows, plate of fruit and yogurt in front of her, scrolling through her phone. She looked up as he approached, expression neutral—professional. Only her eyes betrayed her.

“Morning, Alex,” she said brightly. “Sleep well?”

“Fine,” he managed. “You?”

“Like a baby.” She gestured to the empty chair across from her. “Sit. Eat something. You’ll need energy today.”

He sat carefully, trying not to squirm. The panties rode up slightly; he felt the lace edge press against the base of his shaft. His cock twitched in response.

She leaned forward slightly, voice low enough that only he could hear.

“How do they feel?”

He swallowed a bite of toast he hadn’t tasted. “Soft. Tight.”

“Good.” She smiled, small and private. “Every time you feel them, remember who put them there. Every time you shift in your seat, every time you stand up to ask a question or shake a hand, you’ll feel my choice against your tiny little tease.”

He nodded, face burning.

She sipped her coffee. “I have a full day planned for us. Keynote together. Then the cloud-security panel at 11:00—you’re sitting beside me. Lunch with sponsors. Afternoon expo walk-through. And tonight…” She let the sentence hang. “Tonight we’ll see how obedient you’ve been.”

A server passed by. Victoria switched seamlessly to professional mode, chatting about session schedules with a nearby colleague who stopped at their table. Alex forced himself to smile, nod, act normal. Under the table, his foot tapped nervously; the silk whispered with every movement.

The keynote hall was packed. Victoria led him to the front row—center aisle, seats 11 and 12. She took the aisle seat, leaving him between her and a stranger in a startup hoodie. As the lights dimmed and the speaker took the stage, she leaned over, lips close to his ear.

“Cross your legs for me.”

He hesitated.

“Now, tiny tease.”

He did. The motion pulled the lace tight across his cockhead. A soft gasp escaped before he could stop it.

She didn’t react outwardly. Just settled back, attentive to the presentation. But every few minutes, she would reach over casually—adjusting her notebook, brushing his thigh with the back of her hand, resting her fingers on his knee for a heartbeat longer than necessary. Each touch sent a jolt straight to his groin. The panties grew damp with pre-cum; he could feel the wet spot forming against the silk.

During a Q&A break, she whispered again.

“Stand up when they call for questions. Walk to the mic. Let everyone see how confidently you move.”

His heart slammed against his ribs. “I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” Her voice was steel wrapped in velvet. “Or I’ll make sure the entire team knows exactly why you’re squirming.”

He stood when the moderator opened the floor. Legs shaky, he made his way to the aisle mic. Every step rubbed the lace against him—teasing, relentless. He asked a safe, prepared question about multi-factor authentication latency. His voice cracked only once. When he returned to his seat, Victoria’s smile was approving.

“Good boy,” she mouthed silently.

The rest of the morning blurred. The panel at 11:00: Victoria moderated, sharp and commanding, fielding questions with ease. Alex sat beside her on the dais, legs pressed tightly together to hide the persistent semi-erection. Once, under the table, she slid her foot—still in her low heel—along his calf, up to his inner thigh. She pressed lightly against the bulge in his slacks. Just enough pressure to make him bite the inside of his cheek.

Lunch was worse. A round table with three sponsors—two men, one woman—all eager to talk integration partnerships. Victoria steered the conversation masterfully, but every time Alex reached for his water glass or adjusted his napkin, the silk shifted. He felt exposed, marked, owned. She caught his eye across the table and gave the tiniest nod—like she knew exactly what he was feeling.

The afternoon expo hall was crowded—booths, demos, swag. Victoria walked beside him, arm occasionally brushing his.

“Pick something up for me,” she said at one point, pointing to a sleek black tote bag on a nearby stand.

He bent to retrieve it. The motion pulled the panties tight; he felt the lace dig into the sensitive skin behind his balls. When he straightened, she was watching, lips curved.

“Nice view,” she murmured. “From where I’m standing, your little secret looks even smaller when you’re trying so hard to hide it.”

He nearly dropped the bag.

By 5:00 p.m., the day’s sessions were winding down. Victoria checked her watch.

“Meet me in my suite at 7:00. Shower first. Wear only what you have on underneath. Nothing else.”

He nodded, throat too tight to speak.

She leaned in one last time, voice barely audible over the crowd noise.

“All day, tiny tease. All day you carried my secret between your legs. Tonight you’re going to thank me properly.”

She walked away, hips swaying slightly, leaving him standing alone in the middle of the expo floor—hard, humiliated, and already counting the minutes until 7:00.


Chapter 4: The Hotel Gift Shop Humiliation

Alex spent the late afternoon in a haze. After the expo floor emptied and the last breakout sessions wrapped, he returned to his room on autopilot. The pink panties still clung to him—damp in places now, the silk darkened where pre-cum had soaked through during the day. Every step reminded him: the gentle slide of lace against his sensitive skin, the way the front panel cupped his small cock like a mocking embrace. He’d spent hours fighting the urge to adjust himself in public, terrified someone would notice the constant, subtle shifting.

At 6:45 he showered again, longer this time, letting the water pound against his shoulders as if it could rinse away the nervous anticipation pooling in his gut. He dried off, stared at the panties on the bathroom counter. Part of him wanted to throw them away, pretend none of this had happened. The bigger part—the part that had kept him hard through three panels and a sponsor lunch—picked them up and slid them back on. Clean skin met warm silk. Immediate twitch. He exhaled through his nose.

He dressed in the same slacks and button-down from the morning—no fresh shirt; Victoria hadn’t specified. The fabric felt heavier now, pressing the panties tighter against him. He checked his phone at 6:58.

Victoria: Lobby gift shop. 7:15 sharp. Wear the pink ones. Come alone.

No emoji. No warmth. Just command.

He arrived three minutes early.

The gift shop was tucked between the casino entrance and a row of high-end boutiques—brightly lit, shelves stocked with overpriced Vegas essentials: branded hoodies, shot glasses, designer sunglasses, a small selection of lingerie and sleepwear for the forgetful traveler. Soft pop music drifted from hidden speakers. A bored twenty-something cashier scrolled her phone behind the counter.

Victoria was already inside, browsing a rack of silk scarves near the back. She wore a simple charcoal wrap dress that hugged her hips and ended just above the knee, black heels that clicked softly when she moved. Her hair was up in a loose twist, exposing the elegant line of her neck. She looked like she belonged in a boardroom or a penthouse—not a tourist trap gift shop.

She glanced up as he entered. Her eyes flicked down his body once, quick and assessing, then back to his face.

“Prompt,” she said. “Good.”

He stopped a few feet away, hands in his pockets to hide their tremor.

“Follow me.”

She led him toward the rear corner where the women’s sleepwear was displayed: satin camisoles, lace-trimmed robes, a few pairs of boyshorts and bikinis in pastel shades. Nothing overtly fetishistic—just expensive, pretty, feminine.

She picked up a pale lavender silk sleep shirt—short-sleeved, button-front, hem that would barely reach mid-thigh on her. She held it against his chest as if measuring.

“Arms out.”

He obeyed. The silk brushed his forearms. Cool. Slippery.

“Turn.”

He turned slowly. She pressed the fabric to his back, then his waist.

“Hmm. Small. Delicate. Just like the rest of you.”

The cashier glanced over, then looked away again—disinterested or trained to mind her business.

Victoria hung the sleep shirt back up and moved to a display of accessories: silk scarves in every color, thin leather belts, a few novelty bow ties. She selected a narrow pink satin ribbon—wide enough to tie in a neat bow, soft enough to feel luxurious against skin.

“This,” she said, draping it loosely around his neck like a tie. Her fingers brushed his throat. “We’ll use it later.”

She didn’t ask if he liked it. She simply added it to the small pile growing in her arm.

Next: a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings—silicone band at the top, subtle shimmer in the weave. She held them up to his leg, eye-level with his crotch.

“These will look sweet framing those skinny little thighs,” she murmured. “And they’ll make your tiny tease stand out even more when we unwrap you later.”

Alex’s breath caught. The panties were already tightening again, the damp spot growing.

She added them to the pile.

Then she reached for something smaller—a pair of white cotton bikini panties with a delicate cherry print across the front. Playful. Innocent. Humiliating.

“Try these,” she said, pressing them into his hand. “Changing room. Now.”

He stared at her.

“Here?”

“Here.” Her tone left no room for argument. “I’ll wait outside the curtain. Bring them out when you’ve changed into them. Leave the pink ones on the bench for me to collect.”

His mouth went dry. The changing area was just a single unisex room at the back—curtained off, no lock, barely private. Anyone walking past could hear. Could peek if they wanted.

He took the cherry-print panties and walked to the curtain on legs that felt made of rubber.

Inside, the space was cramped: full-length mirror, small bench, single hook. He locked eyes with his reflection—flushed cheeks, wide pupils, obvious tent in his slacks from the morning’s torment.

He stripped quickly. Pants off. Pink panties down. The cool air hit his damp skin; his cock bobbed, half-hard and glistening at the tip.

He stepped into the new pair. The cotton was softer than he expected—almost childish with its little red cherries. The leg openings were snug; the front panel stretched tight across his small erection, outlining every ridge and vein. The cherries sat right over the head, like targets.

He looked in the mirror. Ridiculous. Exposed. Feminine in a way that made his stomach flip and his balls tighten.

He pulled his slacks back on over them—no underwear underneath now except the cherries. The cotton felt different—thicker, less slippery, more… clinging. Every movement made the fabric shift against him.

He stepped out.

Victoria was waiting, arms crossed, expression expectant.

“Well?”

He swallowed. “They’re… on.”

“Show me.”

He glanced around. The cashier was helping someone at the register. No one else nearby.

He unbuckled his belt, lowered the zipper just enough, tugged the waistband of his slacks and the cherry panties down an inch—enough to reveal the printed cherries and the flushed head of his cock peeking over the top.

Victoria stepped closer. Her eyes dropped.

“Look at that,” she whispered. “Tiny tease all wrapped up in cherries like a little girl’s treat. Pathetic and pretty at the same time.”

She reached out—slowly, deliberately—and ran one fingertip along the exposed ridge of his cockhead, right over the damp spot where pre-cum had started to darken the cotton.

He jerked, a soft whimper escaping.

“Sensitive,” she noted. “And leaking already. You really do love being dressed up, don’t you?”

He couldn’t answer. Could only nod.

She withdrew her finger, licked the tiny bead of moisture from it—casual, obscene.

“Button up. We’re not done.”

She added the cherry panties (the pink ones now folded in her hand) to her growing collection and moved to the next rack: a set of soft, stretchy wrist cuffs in pale pink velvet—marketed as “sleep masks” but clearly meant for light bondage play. She slipped one over his left wrist, testing the give.

“These will keep your hands where they belong later,” she said. “Out of trouble. Away from that needy little thing between your legs.”

She added them.

Finally, a thin black choker—simple velvet ribbon with a small silver heart pendant.

She fastened it around his neck herself, right there in the aisle. Her fingers brushed his Adam’s apple as she tied the bow at the back.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “A little collar for my tiny tease. Subtle enough for the conference tomorrow… obvious enough when I want it to be.”

She stepped back, admired her work.

The cashier rang them up without comment—$187.43. Victoria paid with a black card, slipped the receipt into her clutch.

Outside the shop, in the relative privacy of the hallway leading to the elevators, she stopped him.

“Turn around. Hands behind your back.”

He did.

She tied the pink satin ribbon around his wrists—loose enough to slip if he really tried, tight enough to remind him. Then she tucked the end into his back pocket so it looked almost like a decorative detail.

“Walk with me,” she said. “To the elevators. Then up to my suite.”

They walked side by side. The ribbon tugged gently with each step. The cherry panties rubbed. The choker pressed lightly against his throat. Every sensation layered on top of the last until he felt like one exposed nerve.

At the elevator bank, she pressed the up button. When the doors opened, she guided him inside first, then followed.

Empty car. Thank god.

As the doors closed, she pressed close—chest to his back, one hand sliding down to cup him through his slacks.

“Feel that?” she whispered against his ear. “All those pretty things I bought for you… and this tiny, useless cock still thinks it deserves attention.”

She squeezed once—firm, possessive.

The elevator dinged past floors.

“When we get to my room,” she continued, “you’re going to model everything. Slowly. And you’re going to thank me for each piece. Because this—” another squeeze, harder this time—“belongs to me now. And tiny teases don’t get to come without permission.”

The doors opened on 15.

She released him, stepped out first.

He followed—wrists bound, throat collared, cock throbbing helplessly inside cherry-printed cotton.

Room 1524 waited.

So did she.


Chapter 5: Private "Mentoring" Session

The door to 1524 clicked shut behind Alex with a finality that made his knees feel weak. The ribbon still bound his wrists loosely behind his back; the cherry-print panties hugged his small, aching cock; the velvet choker pressed lightly against his throat like a constant reminder. Victoria had walked ahead of him down the hallway, heels clicking with purpose, never once looking back to check if he followed. She knew he would.

Inside, the suite felt different tonight—more intimate, more charged. The lights were dimmed to a warm amber glow from the bedside lamps and the flickering candle on the coffee table. Jazz still played softly, but slower now, almost sensual. The curtains were drawn against the neon chaos of the Strip below. It was just them.

Victoria turned to face him, arms crossed, studying him like a project she was about to perfect.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to the open space between the sofa and the full-length mirror mounted on the wall. “Hands still behind you. Don’t move unless I tell you.”

He obeyed, heart hammering loud enough he was sure she could hear it.

She circled him once, slowly—inspecting the way the choker sat against his skin, the faint outline of his erection pressing against the front of his slacks, the pink satin ribbon peeking from his back pocket like a tail.

“First things first,” she murmured. “Unwrap my gift.”

She reached behind him, fingers deftly untying the ribbon from his wrists. It slithered free; she draped it over her own shoulder like a scarf.

“Shirt off. Slowly.”

He unbuttoned with shaking fingers, letting the fabric fall open, then slide down his arms to the floor. Bare chest now—average, unremarkable, nipples already pebbled from nerves and cool air.

She hummed approval. “Pants next. Shoes first.”

He kicked off his loafers, then unbuckled his belt. The zipper came down with agonizing slowness. When the slacks pooled at his ankles, he stepped out, leaving him in just the cherry-print panties and the choker. His cock strained against the thin cotton, the little red fruits distorted over the head where pre-cum had soaked through in dark patches.

Victoria’s gaze dropped. She didn’t smile. She simply observed.

“Turn around. Let me see the back.”

He pivoted. The panties rode up slightly between his cheeks—soft cotton framing his small, tight ass.

“Adorable,” she said. “Like a little boy playing dress-up. Except you’re not playing anymore, are you?”

“No, Mistress,” he whispered. The title came easier now.

She stepped closer, pressed against his back. Her breasts brushed his shoulder blades through the thin fabric of her dress. One hand slid around to his front, cupping the pathetic bulge through the cotton.

“So small,” she breathed against his ear. “Even when it’s trying so hard to be big. Look at it—barely making a dent. Those cherries are bigger than you are.”

He whimpered. Her palm pressed firmer, rubbing in slow circles. The friction was maddening—too much and not enough at once.

She released him abruptly. “On your knees.”

He sank down, carpet soft under his bare skin. She walked to the sofa, sat with deliberate grace, legs crossed. The hem of her dress rode up just enough to show the smooth curve of her thigh.

“Crawl to me.”

The command landed like a slap. He hesitated only a second—then dropped to all fours and crawled the few feet across the carpet. Humiliating. Exhilarating. His cock bobbed beneath him with every movement, trapped and teased by the cotton.

When he reached her feet, she uncrossed her legs, placed one heel lightly on his shoulder.

“Kiss it.”

He leaned forward, pressed his lips to the smooth leather of her shoe—once, twice. Reverent. Obedient.

“Good boy.” She lifted her foot, let the pointed toe trace down his chest, over his stomach, then lower—stopping just above the waistband of the panties.

“Tell me what you’ve been feeling all day.”

He swallowed. “The panties… rubbing against me. Every time I moved. In meetings. Walking the floor. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. About how you chose them. How small I felt.”

“And did it make you hard?”

“Yes.”

“All day?”

“Most of it.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied. “Frustrated?”

“Very.”

“Poor tiny tease.” Her toe dipped lower, nudged the damp spot over his cockhead. He gasped. “So desperate. So leaky. But you didn’t touch, did you?”

“No, Mistress. I followed your rule.”

“Excellent.” She withdrew her foot. “Stand up. Hands behind your head.”

He rose, laced his fingers at the nape of his neck. The position thrust his chest forward, made the small bulge in the panties even more prominent.

She stood, circled him again—this time trailing her fingernails lightly down his spine, over his ribs, across his stomach. When she reached the front, she hooked one finger in the waistband of the cherry panties and tugged them down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out—hard, flushed, glistening, still pitifully small.

“Look at yourself,” she said, turning him toward the mirror.

He stared. Choker at his throat. Cherry panties pulled halfway down his thighs. Cock jutting out, thin and eager, dwarfed by the bright red print still clinging to his balls.

“See how ridiculous you look?” she whispered from behind him. “Dressed like a little girl’s plaything. Leaking for your Mistress. Completely at my mercy.”

“Yes,” he breathed.

She reached around, wrapped her hand around his shaft—two fingers and a thumb encircled it easily. She gave one slow, deliberate stroke from base to tip.

He bucked involuntarily.

“Stay still.”

She stroked again—slower this time. Torturously slow. Her thumb circled the slick head, spreading pre-cum in lazy spirals.

“You don’t get to come tonight,” she said matter-of-factly. “Not yet. This is training. Conditioning. Every time you feel that ache between your legs, you’ll remember who controls it.”

Another stroke. Then she squeezed the base—hard enough to make him whine.

“Tiny teases don’t come from jerking off,” she continued. “They come from serving. From pleasing. From being useful.”

She released him completely. His cock throbbed in the empty air, denied.

“Back on your knees.”

He dropped again.

She sat once more, hiked her dress higher—revealing black lace panties beneath. She spread her legs slightly.

“Closer.”

He shuffled forward on his knees until his face was inches from her crotch. The scent of her arousal hit him—musky, intoxicating.

“Kiss.”

He pressed his lips to the lace over her mound—soft, reverent. Once. Twice. Then again, lingering.

She sighed softly. “Good. Use your tongue now. Through the fabric. Show me how grateful you are.”

He obeyed—lapping gently at the lace, tasting her through the thin barrier. She grew wetter; the material darkened under his mouth. Her hand came to the back of his head, guiding him, pressing him closer.

“Small cock, big effort,” she murmured. “That’s it. Worship properly.”

He worked diligently—circling, flicking, pressing the flat of his tongue against her clit through the lace. Her breathing grew shallower; her thighs tensed around his ears.

When she finally pushed him back, her eyes were dark with lust.

“Enough for now.”

She stood, smoothed her dress down.

“Go to the bathroom. There’s something waiting for you on the counter.”

He rose on unsteady legs, cock still painfully hard, panties tangled around his thighs.

In the bathroom: a fresh pair of panties—soft peach satin with delicate white lace trim. And beside them, a small bottle of lube and a slim, pink butt plug—no bigger than his pinky finger at the widest point.

He stared.

Her voice came from the doorway behind him.

“Change into the new ones. Then come back out and present yourself—on all fours, ass up, facing the mirror. I’m going to teach you the next part of being my tiny tease.”

He swallowed hard.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She smiled—predatory, pleased.

“Tonight we begin stretching that pretty little hole. Because a sissy with a useless cock needs other ways to feel full.”

She closed the bathroom door softly, leaving him alone with the new panties and the plug.

Alex’s hands shook as he reached for them.

The night was far from over.


Chapter 6: Exhibitionist Elevator Ride

Alex emerged from the bathroom on unsteady legs, the new peach satin panties already in place. The fabric was cooler and slicker than the cotton cherries—almost liquid against his skin—and the lace trim tickled the crease where thigh met groin with every step. His cock, still rigid from the edging and oral worship, pressed insistently against the front panel, creating a small, obscene tent that the satin did nothing to conceal. The slim pink plug sat snugly in his ass—barely two fingers thick at its widest, lubed and eased in with Victoria’s calm, clinical guidance while he knelt facing the mirror. The sensation was foreign, full without pain, a constant pressure against his prostate that made his small erection leak steadily into the satin.

She had watched the entire insertion from the doorway—arms folded, expression one of detached amusement—then patted his cheek once he was plugged and re-dressed in the new panties.

“Very good,” she’d said. “Now pull your slacks back up. We’re going for a little walk.”

“A walk?” His voice had cracked.

“An elevator ride, actually. Down to the lobby. Then back up. Simple.”

Simple. Nothing about this felt simple.

Now they stood in the hallway outside 1524. Victoria had freshened her lipstick—deep crimson—and slipped on a lightweight black trench coat over her wrap dress, buttoned just enough to look elegant rather than provocative. She held the pink satin ribbon in one hand like a leash she hadn’t yet decided to use.

“Hands in front,” she instructed.

He extended them. She looped the ribbon around his wrists again—this time in a neat figure-eight knot, loose enough to slip if he tugged hard, but tight enough to remind him they weren’t truly free. She left a long tail dangling, which she casually tucked into the front pocket of his slacks so it looked almost like a decorative handkerchief.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Subtle. Unless someone looks closely.”

They walked to the elevator bank. It was just past 9:30 p.m.; the conference crowd had mostly retreated to bars, dinners, or rooms, but the hotel was still alive—couples laughing, business types checking phones, a few groups spilling out of the casino floor. The hallway carpet muffled their steps, but every movement made the plug shift inside him, nudging that sensitive spot and forcing another bead of pre-cum into the satin.

Victoria pressed the down button. The indicator showed the car two floors below.

“Remember,” she said quietly as they waited, “no speaking unless I ask you a question. And keep your hands where they are—front, relaxed. Let the ribbon show.”

The doors opened. Empty. Thank fuck.

They stepped inside. Victoria selected lobby—L. The doors closed. The car began its descent.

She turned to face him, backing him gently against the mirrored wall. Her body pressed close—coat open now, the heat of her radiating through the thin dress fabric.

“Unbutton your shirt,” she whispered. “Top three buttons. Slowly.”

His bound hands fumbled upward. One button. Two. Three. The shirt parted enough to show collarbone, the black velvet choker stark against pale skin, the hollow of his throat working as he swallowed.

She reached up, traced the choker with one fingertip.

“Such a pretty necklace for my tiny tease.”

The elevator dinged past the 12th floor.

She slid her hand down—over his chest, stomach, then lower. Through the slacks, she palmed his cock—firm, possessive. The satin panties made the friction silky and maddening.

“Feel how wet you are already?” she breathed against his ear. “That little thing leaking through my pretty panties. Pathetic.”

He bit his lip to stifle a moan.

She squeezed once—hard—then released. Her hand moved to the zipper of his slacks.

“Hold still.”

She tugged the zipper down halfway. Just enough. The peach satin peeked out, the damp spot dark and obvious under the elevator’s bright lights.

“Look,” she said, nodding toward the mirrored wall behind him.

He turned his head slightly. Reflected: himself—shirt open, wrists ribbon-bound, choker gleaming, cock outlined in peach satin, zipper gaping, Victoria’s hand resting casually on his hip like she owned the view.

“See how small it looks even when it’s trying to be brave?” she murmured. “All dressed up and nowhere to go.”

The elevator slowed—8th floor.

She didn’t pull the zipper back up.

Instead, she slipped two fingers inside the open fly, under the satin waistband, and wrapped them around his shaft. Skin on skin now. Hot. Tight. Her thumb brushed the slick head in a single, slow circle.

He gasped—soft, involuntary.

“Quiet,” she warned. “Or I leave you like this when the doors open.”

The car stopped. Doors slid apart.

Two men in suits—mid-40s, conference badges still clipped—stepped in, laughing about a bad poker hand downstairs. They barely glanced over.

Victoria didn’t move her hand. She simply stood closer, body shielding the view from the side, her fingers still curled loosely around his cock inside his pants. To anyone looking, it might look like she was simply standing very close to her companion—intimate, but not obscene.

The men faced forward, talking shop. One pressed 5 for the mezzanine bar.

Victoria began to stroke—tiny, imperceptible movements. Just enough friction to keep him on the edge, not enough to make him buck or whimper aloud. Her thumb kept circling the head, collecting pre-cum, spreading it.

Alex stared straight ahead, jaw clenched, breathing shallow through his nose. The plug shifted with every tiny sway of the elevator. His balls drew tight. The ribbon tugged lightly against his wrists.

One of the men glanced sideways—caught Alex’s flushed face, the open shirt, the choker. His brow furrowed for half a second, then he looked away again, back to his friend.

Victoria leaned in, lips brushing Alex’s ear.

“They’re wondering,” she whispered. “Why you look so… needy. Why your Mistress has her hand in your pants in a public elevator.”

The doors opened on 5. The men exited without another glance.

Doors closed. Descent resumed.

Victoria withdrew her hand—slowly, deliberately—leaving his cock throbbing in the open air inside his slacks. She tugged the zipper up halfway, just enough to trap the head against the rough metal teeth. A cruel little bite of sensation.

“Button your shirt,” she ordered.

His bound hands struggled. She watched, amused, not helping.

By the time they reached L, his shirt was mostly closed—top button still undone, choker visible if anyone looked closely.

The lobby was busier than expected—late check-ins, people heading to the casino, a cluster waiting for the elevators going up.

Victoria stepped out first. Alex followed, wrists still bound in front, ribbon tail dangling from his pocket.

She led him straight to the up elevator bank—no pause, no hesitation. Another car waited, doors open, half-full: a young couple giggling, an older woman with a rolling suitcase, a lone businessman scrolling his phone.

They stepped in.

Victoria selected 15 again.

As the doors closed, she turned to him—public now, strangers inches away—and spoke in a perfectly normal, conversational tone.

“Sweetheart, did you remember to bring the room key?”

Her hand slipped into his front pocket—fished out the key card, but on the way back out, her fingers brushed the satin-covered bulge deliberately.

The young couple glanced over, then away, smiling privately.

Alex’s face burned. The plug pressed deeper with the slight shift of weight. His cock leaked steadily now, soaking the peach satin dark.

Victoria leaned against the wall beside him, casual as anything.

“Long day,” she said to no one in particular. “He’s exhausted.”

The older woman nodded sympathetically. “Conferences are brutal.”

Victoria smiled. “He’s been such a good boy, though. Very… obedient.”

The businessman looked up at that—briefly met Alex’s eyes—then back to his phone.

The elevator climbed.

At 12, the couple got off. At 14, the woman with the suitcase. Now only the businessman remained, facing forward.

Victoria stepped directly in front of Alex—body blocking the view from the man—and reached down again. This time she tugged the zipper all the way down, fished inside the satin, and pulled his cock out just enough that the head peeked over the waistband—flushed, slick, tiny.

She gave it one single, firm stroke—base to tip—then tucked it back in and zipped him halfway closed again.

The ding for 15.

Doors opened.

The businessman stepped out first, oblivious.

Victoria guided Alex out by the elbow—gentle, possessive.

In the hallway, empty now, she finally spoke low.

“You did beautifully, tiny tease. Not a sound. Not a single complaint. Even when I stroked you with strangers two feet away.”

She stopped at her door, swiped the key.

“Inside. Now.”

He stepped past her, cock still half-out of his fly, plug shifting, satin soaked, ribbon trailing.

She closed the door.

Locked it.

Turned to him with dark, hungry eyes.

“Strip. Everything but the choker and the plug. Then kneel in front of the mirror again.”

“Tonight,” she said, shedding her coat, “you earn a reward. A ruined one. Because good sissies get to feel how close they can come… without ever quite getting there.”

Alex’s knees hit the carpet before she even finished the sentence.


Chapter 7: The After-Party Game

The ruined orgasm had left Alex trembling on the carpet of Victoria’s suite, body spent yet somehow still aching. She had edged him for nearly forty minutes—slow strokes with oiled fingers, occasional squeezes at the base, whispered degradations about his “pathetic little spurts”—until he was begging incoherently. When she finally allowed the release, it came in weak, dribbling pulses that barely cleared the head of his cock, pooling uselessly on his stomach while she held his wrists above his head and laughed softly at the mess.

“See?” she’d murmured, wiping a finger through the thin emission and bringing it to his lips. “Even your orgasms are tiny. Just a tease, nothing more.”

Afterward she’d cleaned him with a warm cloth, reapplied the peach satin panties (now stiff with dried pre-cum and ruined cum), locked the slim pink plug back in place, and sent him to his own room with strict instructions: shower, sleep, no touching. The choker stayed on; she’d tied it tighter before he left, the velvet ribbon now a permanent accessory until she decided otherwise.

He barely slept.

Saturday morning—the final full day of the conference—dawned bright and merciless through his room’s blackout curtains. Alex woke hard again, the plug a dull, insistent pressure, the satin clinging uncomfortably to his skin. His phone buzzed at 8:03 a.m.

Victoria:

Breakfast. 8:30. Same table by the windows.

Wear the peach ones under your suit. Choker visible—top button undone.

Bring your conference badge and a smile. Tonight is the gala after-party. You’ll need energy.

He dressed mechanically: charcoal suit pants, white dress shirt (top button left open as ordered), navy blazer. The choker sat snug against his throat—black velvet heart pendant catching the light whenever he moved. In the mirror he looked almost normal… until you noticed the faint flush on his cheeks, the way his hands shook slightly as he knotted his tie.

Breakfast was quiet. Victoria arrived in a tailored emerald sheath dress that made her look like she owned the room. She sat across from him, ordered black coffee and fruit, and spent most of the meal reviewing the day’s schedule on her tablet. Only once did she glance up, eyes flicking to the choker.

“It suits you,” she said softly. “A little reminder under your collar. Like a secret brand.”

He nodded, throat tight.

The day passed in a blur of sessions: a morning panel on AI-driven threat detection (Victoria moderated again, calling on him twice—his voice cracked both times), lunch with the full Nexus team (he sat beside her, thigh pressed to thigh under the table while she casually rested her hand on his knee), an afternoon expo walk-through where she made him carry her tote and two vendor swag bags like a dutiful assistant.

Every step shifted the plug. Every brush of satin reminded him who controlled the ache between his legs.

By 7:00 p.m., the gala after-party was in full swing in the grand ballroom. Crystal chandeliers, live jazz quartet, open bar, high-top tables draped in black linen. Attendees mingled in cocktail attire—suits giving way to dresses and blazers, laughter louder after three days of panels.

Victoria found him near the entrance. She’d changed into a sleek black cocktail dress—off-one-shoulder, fitted through the waist, slit high on one thigh. Her hair was down, lips painted deep red. She looked lethal.

“Follow me,” she said, slipping her arm through his like it was the most natural thing.

She led him to a quieter corner near the bar where a small group had already gathered: Sarah from Nexus (tipsy, laughing), two women from a competing firm Victoria knew socially, and a tall, sharp-featured man from a VC fund who seemed more interested in the free champagne than conversation. They formed a loose circle around a high-top table.

“Truth or dare,” one of the women—Claire, mid-30s, red hair, predatory smile—announced as Victoria and Alex joined. “We’re too old for spin the bottle, but not too old to embarrass each other.”

Sarah clapped. “Yes! I’m in.”

Victoria slid onto a stool, patted the one beside her for Alex. “Perfect timing. Alex here is very… honest.”

He sat carefully—the plug pressed deeper with the motion. His cock twitched in the satin.

The game started light: Sarah admitted to ghosting a Tinder date last month, Claire dared the VC guy to send an embarrassing selfie to his boss. Laughter rolled around the table.

Then it was Victoria’s turn.

She turned to Alex, eyes glittering under the chandelier light.

“Truth or dare, tiny tease?”

The nickname slipped out casually—quiet enough that only the table heard, loud enough that everyone froze for half a second.

Sarah blinked. “Tiny… what?”

Victoria smiled sweetly. “Inside joke. He knows.”

Alex’s face burned. “Truth,” he managed.

“Boring,” Claire teased. “Come on, live a little.”

Victoria leaned closer. “Fine. Truth it is. Tell the table—honestly—how big your cock is. In centimeters. No rounding up.”

The table went silent except for the distant jazz.

Alex stared at his drink. The plug throbbed in time with his heartbeat. The satin was soaked again.

“Seven,” he whispered. “Maybe eight when I’m… really hard.”

A beat.

Then Claire laughed—bright, delighted. “Seven? That’s adorable.”

Sarah’s eyes widened. “Wait, seriously?”

Victoria rested her hand on Alex’s thigh under the table—squeezed once. “He’s not lying. I’ve seen it.”

The VC guy chuckled awkwardly. “Damn. Brutal.”

Victoria ignored him, kept her gaze on Alex. “Your turn to ask someone. Or take a dare.”

He swallowed. “Dare.”

Claire clapped again. “Yes! Okay—stand up, go to the center of the dance floor, and do a little curtsy. Full princess style. Then come back and sit.”

The dance floor wasn’t packed, but it wasn’t empty—maybe twenty people swaying to the music.

Victoria’s hand tightened on his thigh. “Do it.”

He stood on numb legs. Walked to the center—felt every eye in their corner follow him. The plug shifted with each step; his cock strained against the peach satin.

He stopped under a spotlight. Deep breath. Then—slowly, deliberately—he curtsied: right foot back, knees bending, hands lifting the imaginary skirt, head dipping.

A few nearby dancers turned, smiled, clapped lightly—thinking it was part of some drunk conference gag.

He returned to the table on shaking legs.

Claire whistled. “That was precious.”

Victoria’s voice was low, for his ears only. “Good girl.”

The game continued. Dares escalated—Sarah had to text her ex something filthy, the VC guy did a shot off Claire’s cleavage. Then it circled back to Alex.

Victoria this time.

“Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” he said, voice hoarse.

She leaned in. “Go to the bar. Order a cosmopolitan—pink, obviously. When the bartender hands it to you, curtsy again—deeper this time—and say, loud enough for the people nearby to hear: ‘Thank you for serving a sissy like me.’ Then bring it back without spilling.”

His stomach dropped.

“Do it,” she said softly. “Or I’ll make the next one worse.”

He walked to the bar—legs wooden. Ordered the cosmopolitan. The bartender—a young guy with a man-bun—mixed it without comment, slid it across.

Alex took a breath. Curtsied—lower, skirt imaginary but motion unmistakable. “Thank you for serving a sissy like me.”

The bartender blinked. Two women waiting beside him giggled. A man nearby snorted into his beer.

Alex grabbed the glass, walked back—cheeks flaming, drink trembling in his hand.

He set it in front of Victoria.

She took a slow sip, eyes never leaving his.

“Very pretty,” she murmured. “Now sit. Legs crossed. Let everyone see how nicely you blush.”

He sat. Crossed his legs. The satin pulled tight; the plug nudged his prostate. His cock leaked helplessly.

The game wound down after that—people drifted to dance or other groups—but Victoria kept him there, hand on his thigh, occasionally brushing higher, teasing the outline through his slacks.

When the circle finally broke, she leaned close.

“Follow me to the alcove behind the stage. Private corner. No one will see.”

He followed.

The alcove was dim—curtained off, used for storage. Stacks of chairs, a forgotten speaker stand.

She pulled the curtain half-closed.

“On your knees.”

He dropped.

She hiked her dress—revealed no panties underneath, just smooth skin and arousal already glistening.

“Finish what you started last night,” she said. “Make me come with that eager little mouth. Then maybe—if you’re very good—I’ll let you hump my shoe like the desperate sissy you are.”

Alex leaned forward, tongue already reaching.

Behind the curtain, the jazz played on.

The night was still young.


Chapter 8: Lingerie Shopping Trip

The conference officially ended at noon on Saturday—keynote wrap-up, final handshakes, promises to “stay in touch” that no one ever meant. Alex lingered in the expo hall long after most attendees had scattered, pretending to study a booth display on endpoint security while his mind replayed the alcove behind the stage: Victoria’s thighs clamped around his ears, her quiet gasps, the way she’d held his head in place until she shuddered through her climax. She hadn’t let him come again. Hadn’t even touched him. Just wiped her wetness from his chin with her thumb, kissed his forehead like he was a good pet, and told him to meet her in the lobby at 2:00 p.m.

“Pack light,” she’d said. “We’re extending the weekend.”

He didn’t ask where. Didn’t dare.

At 1:55 he stood near the valet entrance, small overnight duffel at his feet, still wearing the peach satin panties under fresh slacks, the plug a familiar weight, the choker hidden now beneath a buttoned collar. His cock had been half-hard since the alcove; the satin kept it slick and frustrated.

Victoria appeared exactly on time—rolling a sleek black suitcase, dressed in tailored white linen trousers and a sleeveless black top that showed the elegant line of her collarbones. Sunglasses perched on her head. She looked like she was heading to a weekend in the Hamptons, not whatever depraved extension she had planned.

She didn’t greet him with words. Just handed him her suitcase handle, took his duffel instead, and walked toward the valet. A black SUV waited—private car service, tinted windows.

“Get in,” she said.

He slid into the back seat beside her. The driver—a silent, professional man in his fifties—pulled away without a word.

Victoria crossed her legs, turned slightly toward him.

“Lift your shirt.”

He obeyed, tugging the hem up to expose the peach satin waistband.

She reached over, slipped two fingers under the elastic, tugged once—sharp enough to make him gasp—then let it snap back.

“Still leaking, I see.” Her voice was casual, conversational. “Good. I like knowing you’re wet for me even when we’re just… traveling.”

The car merged onto the highway, heading away from the Strip toward the airport.

“Where are we going?” he finally asked.

“Los Angeles,” she said. “I have a friend with a house in the Hollywood Hills. Private. Quiet. Perfect for the next phase of your training.”

He swallowed. “How long?”

“Until Monday morning. You’ll fly back from LAX. I already changed your ticket.”

He stared out the window—desert giving way to more desert, then the faint outline of mountains. His cock throbbed at the casual way she’d rearranged his life.

At the private terminal, they bypassed security. A small jet waited—eight seats, cream leather, no other passengers. Victoria settled into a wide chair near the window, patted the one beside her.

“Sit. Legs apart.”

He did. She reached over immediately, unzipped his slacks, pulled the satin down just enough to free his cock. It sprang out—small, flushed, glistening.

She produced a slim metal chastity cage from her purse—pink, custom-sized, barely three centimeters long. He’d never seen one in person before.

“Hold still,” she said.

She fitted it over his shaft with practiced ease—cold metal sliding down, ring around his balls, small padlock clicking shut. The cage was tight; even semi-hard, his cock pressed uselessly against the bars.

“There,” she murmured, stroking the locked nub with one fingertip. “Much better. No more accidental erections ruining my plans.”

She tucked everything back into the satin panties, zipped him up.

The flight was short—less than an hour. She spent most of it reading emails on her tablet while he sat beside her, caged cock throbbing against the confines, plug shifting every time the plane hit light turbulence.

A car waited at Burbank. Another silent driver. Another winding drive up into the hills.

The house was modern—glass walls, infinity pool overlooking the city lights, minimalist furniture in shades of gray and white. No one else there.

Victoria led him straight to the master bedroom—king bed with crisp white sheets, walk-in closet already stocked with items that weren’t hers.

“Strip,” she ordered. “Everything except the cage and plug.”

He obeyed—shirt, slacks, shoes, socks, until he stood in just the peach satin panties and the small pink cage peeking over the waistband.

She opened the closet doors.

Inside: rows of lingerie on padded hangers. Bras, panties, garter belts, stockings, chemises, babydolls—all in soft pastels, lace, satin, silk. Sizes small. Sizes that would fit him.

“Shopping day,” she announced. “We’re going to find your uniform for the weekend.”

She pulled him toward the full-length mirror in the corner.

“Hands behind your back.”

She bound them again with the pink satin ribbon—this time tighter, wrists crossed high between his shoulder blades.

Then she began.

First: a white lace bralette—delicate straps, sheer cups. She slipped it over his head, adjusted the straps, smoothed it down his chest. His nipples hardened under the lace.

“Pretty,” she said. “But we need more.”

Next: matching white lace panties—high-cut, with a tiny bow at the front. She tugged the peach ones down, unlocked the cage just long enough to slide them off, then re-caged him before pulling the new pair up. The lace framed the pink metal perfectly, making his trapped cock look even smaller.

She stepped back, admired.

“Better. But incomplete.”

She selected sheer nude thigh-highs—silicone tops, subtle shimmer. Rolled them up his legs slowly, inch by inch, until they hugged his thighs.

Then a pale pink garter belt—four straps dangling. She fastened it around his waist, clipped the stockings.

“Turn.”

He turned. In the mirror: lace bralette, caged cock bulging obscenely against pink metal and lace, garters framing his plugged ass, stockings shimmering.

She circled him.

“Look at yourself,” she whispered. “My little lingerie doll. So small. So useless. So perfectly dressed for me.”

His face burned. His caged cock strained futilely.

She added more: a sheer white babydoll chemise—short, flowing, hem barely covering his ass. She slipped it over his head, let it float down.

“Walk for me,” she said. “To the other side of the room and back. Hips swaying. Like you mean it.”

He walked—awkward at first, then smoother as the stockings whispered, the garters tugged, the plug shifted. The babydoll floated around him like a cloud.

When he returned, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, legs crossed.

“Kneel.”

He dropped.

She lifted the hem of the babydoll, exposed the caged cock framed by lace and garters.

“Tell me,” she said. “How does it feel to be dressed like this?”

“Humiliating,” he whispered. “And… right.”

She smiled—slow, satisfied.

“Exactly.”

She stood, walked to the closet again, returned with a small velvet box.

Inside: a thin silver anklet with a tiny heart charm engraved with a single letter: V.

She fastened it around his right ankle.

“My mark,” she said. “You’ll wear it always. Even under your suits back home.”

She stepped back, admired the full picture—lingerie-clad, caged, plugged, bound, ankleted.

“Now,” she said, voice dropping lower, “we shop online for more permanent pieces. Chastity upgrades. Plugs in graduating sizes. A proper collar. Maybe even your first set of breast forms.”

She pulled out her phone, opened a discreet boutique site.

“Sit on the floor at my feet. Legs spread. Watch me pick out your future.”

He sank down, thighs apart, babydoll pooling around him, cage straining.

She scrolled slowly—showing him each item, describing in detail how it would feel, how it would look, how it would remind him every day that he belonged to her.

By the time the sun set over the city lights below, the cart was full.

And Alex—dressed, caged, aching—had never felt more completely hers.


Chapter 9: Full Sissy Makeover

Sunday morning light filtered through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the Hollywood Hills house, painting long golden stripes across the bedroom floor. Alex woke slowly, body heavy with the accumulated denial of the past days. The pink chastity cage still locked him tight—his cock had tried to harden in the night, pressing futilely against the bars until the ache forced him awake. The slim plug remained seated deep inside him; he’d fallen asleep with it in after Victoria’s final instruction the night before: “Keep it there until I remove it myself.”

He lay on his back in the guest bedroom (Victoria had claimed the master for herself), still wearing the white lace bralette and high-cut panties from the previous evening’s fitting. The sheer babydoll chemise had twisted around his waist during sleep; the garter belt straps had left faint red lines on his thighs where they’d tugged. The silver anklet with the tiny V charm glinted against his ankle. The black velvet choker hadn’t come off since the conference.

He heard her heels first—sharp, deliberate clicks on the hardwood—before she appeared in the doorway.

She was already dressed for the day: fitted black yoga pants, cropped white tank, hair pulled into a high ponytail. Casual, yet somehow still commanding.

“Up,” she said simply. “Bathroom. Now.”

He rose on unsteady legs, the plug shifting with the movement, sending a fresh pulse of need through his caged cock. He followed her down the hall to the master en-suite—a marble palace with double vanity, rainfall shower, and a freestanding tub.

On the counter waited an array of items: waxing strips, a portable epilator, nail polish in soft pink, makeup brushes, foundation, mascara, lip gloss, a small set of false lashes, and a long auburn wig on a stand. Beside them: a fresh set of lingerie still in tissue paper—pale lavender satin bra and panty set, matching garter belt, sheer white stockings.

Victoria turned on the shower—hot, steam rising immediately.

“Strip. Everything off except the cage. Leave the plug in.”

He peeled away the babydoll, bralette, garters, stockings, panties—until he stood naked except for the pink metal cage and the black choker. His skin prickled in the humid air.

“Into the shower. Wash thoroughly. I’ll be back in ten minutes.”

She left him alone with the steam and his reflection in the fogging mirror.

He scrubbed—every inch, twice—aware that she would inspect him afterward. When he stepped out, dripping, she was waiting with a thick towel. She dried him herself—slowly, methodically—paying extra attention to his caged groin, his plugged ass, the smooth skin of his chest and legs.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the vanity stool.

He sat. She stood behind him, plugged in the epilator.

“Arms up.”

She started with his underarms—quick, stinging pulls that made him hiss. Then his chest—sparse hair coming away in small patches. She moved lower: stomach, then the sensitive skin around his caged cock and balls. The vibrations and sharp tugs kept him leaking into the cage; tiny drops of pre-cum formed at the tip, trapped behind the bars.

“Legs next. Spread them.”

He parted his thighs. She worked upward from ankles—calves, thighs, inner thighs—until every trace of hair below his neck was gone except a tiny, manicured landing strip above the cage.

“Much better,” she murmured, running her palms over the freshly smooth skin. “Soft. Feminine. Like the rest of you should be.”

Next came the waxing strips for the more stubborn patches—lower back, ass cheeks around the plug base. Each rip drew a sharp yelp; she soothed each spot with cool lotion afterward, her fingers lingering.

When his body was hairless and glistening, she moved to his nails.

“Hands first.”

She painted his fingernails a glossy bubblegum pink—three careful coats, then a clear top coat. While they dried, she did his toes the same color, slipping small foam separators between them.

“Feet up on the counter,” she ordered.

He lifted them; she blew gently on each toe to speed drying, her breath warm against his skin.

Makeup came next.

She started with foundation—light, even coverage that smoothed his skin to porcelain perfection. Concealer under his eyes. A touch of blush on the apples of his cheeks—“to make you look properly flushed, like the embarrassed sissy you are.”

Eyeshadow: soft pinks and mauves, blended outward. Eyeliner—thin black wing. Mascara—two coats, making his lashes dramatically long. False lashes on top—subtle but noticeable.

Lipstick last: glossy rose pink, outlined carefully, then filled in.

She stepped back, tilted his chin up.

“Look.”

He turned to the mirror.

The face staring back wasn’t quite his anymore. Softer. Prettier. Vulnerable. The choker framed his throat like jewelry; the pink nails gleamed under the vanity lights.

“Almost done,” she said.

She lifted the auburn wig—long, loose waves, honey highlights. She fitted it carefully, adjusting the lace front until it looked seamless. A few pins to secure.

Then she dressed him.

First the lavender satin bra—padded cups that gave him small, perky breasts. She fastened it in front, spun it around, hooked the back.

Panties next—high-waisted, full-coverage in back to frame his plugged ass, satin front that stretched over the cage, making the pink metal visible through the thin material.

Garter belt—lavender lace. She clipped the sheer white stockings—seamed up the back, Cuban heel detail.

Finally, a short pleated lavender skirt—barely mid-thigh—and a cropped white blouse with puffed sleeves and a Peter Pan collar. She tied the blouse in a knot just under the bra line, exposing a sliver of smooth stomach.

She added low white heels—two inches, enough to force a sway in his walk.

Last touch: a thin lavender ribbon choker over the black velvet one—double-layered submission.

She led him to the full-length mirror in the bedroom.

“Stand. Hands at sides. Look.”

He stared.

The reflection was complete: smooth, hairless body; subtle curves from the padded bra; long auburn hair cascading over shoulders; makeup-enhanced face with wide, nervous eyes; caged cock tenting the satin panties under the short skirt; stockings shimmering; heels forcing an arched posture.

Pathetic. Pretty. Feminine.

Victoria stood behind him, hands on his hips.

“Say it,” she commanded softly.

“I’m… your sissy,” he whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m your sissy.”

She smiled against his ear.

“Very good. Now walk for me—bedroom to hallway and back. Hips. Smaller steps. Feel the skirt swish. Feel the heels click. Feel how full your ass is. Feel how useless and tiny your caged little clit is.”

He walked—slow, deliberate, hips swaying, skirt brushing thighs, heels clicking on hardwood. The plug pressed with every step; the cage rubbed against satin; the bra shifted slightly with each breath.

When he returned, she was sitting on the bed.

“Kneel between my legs.”

He dropped to his knees—skirt riding up, stockings taut.

She lifted her yoga pants leg slightly—revealed bare skin, no panties underneath.

“Worship,” she said. “Show me how grateful my pretty sissy is for her makeover.”

He leaned in—lips brushing her inner thigh, then higher. Tongue tracing slow circles, then pressing flat against her clit. She sighed, hand in his wig, guiding him deeper.

He worked diligently—lapping, sucking gently, tongue flicking—until her thighs trembled and she came with a soft, shuddering moan, fingers tightening in his hair.

When she released him, his lips were glossy with her, makeup slightly smudged.

She wiped his mouth with her thumb.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now stand. We’re going to the living room. You’ll serve me lunch like this—apron over your outfit, heels on, wig perfect. Every time you bend over, I want to see that plugged ass and that useless caged clit framed by lavender lace.”

She stood, took his bound wrists (she’d retied them loosely in front with the pink ribbon while he worshipped).

“Chin up, shoulders back. Tits out. Smile like you love it.”

He followed her—click-click-click of heels, swish of skirt, sway of hips—heart pounding, body humming with humiliated arousal.

In the kitchen she tied a frilly white apron around his waist—short enough that the skirt still peeked below.

“Make me a salad,” she said, settling at the island with a glass of rosé. “Slowly. Let me watch my new sissy doll work.”

Alex moved—chopping vegetables, arranging greens, plating with careful precision—every motion deliberate, every bend exposing more lace and satin and pink metal.

Victoria watched, smiling.

“Beautiful,” she murmured. “Utterly pathetic. And all mine.”

Lunch was served.

The makeover was complete.

The weekend had only just begun.


Chapter 10: The Penthouse Submission

The Hollywood Hills house felt like a bubble suspended above the city—silent except for the distant hum of traffic far below and the occasional chirp of the pool fountain. Lunch had been served and cleared; Alex moved through the kitchen in his lavender outfit like a living doll—short pleated skirt swaying, heels clicking softly, apron still tied around his waist. The padded bra gave him gentle, feminine curves that shifted with every breath; the satin panties cradled his caged cock in constant, teasing confinement. The plug had been in for nearly twenty-four hours now, a dull, insistent fullness that made every step a reminder of his surrender.

Victoria watched from the living-room sofa, legs tucked beneath her, a fresh glass of rosé in hand. She’d changed into a simple silk robe—deep burgundy, loosely belted, hinting at the bare skin beneath.

“Come here,” she said, voice low and calm.

Alex walked to her—smaller steps, hips rolling as she’d trained him—then stopped between her knees.

“Kneel.”

He sank gracefully to the floor, knees together, hands resting palms-up on his thighs like she’d shown him earlier. The skirt rode up just enough to expose the tops of his stockings and the lavender garter straps.

She set her glass aside, leaned forward, and cupped his chin, tilting his face up.

“You’ve been such a good girl today,” she murmured. “Smooth, painted, dressed, obedient. No whining. No begging—yet.”

Her thumb traced his lower lip, still glossy from the rose-pink lipstick she’d reapplied after lunch.

“But good girls earn rewards. And desperate little sissies earn… lessons.”

She stood, robe slipping open slightly to reveal the curve of her breast, the flat plane of her stomach. She walked to a side table drawer and returned with a small black velvet pouch.

Inside: a slightly larger chastity cage—still pink, but curved, with internal ridges designed to press against the shaft even when soft. Beside it, a thin stainless-steel collar—elegant, almost jewelry-like, with a small O-ring at the front and a discreet engraving on the inside: Property of V.R.

“Time for upgrades,” she said.

She unlocked the current cage first—slowly, deliberately. His cock sprang free the moment the ring released, instantly hardening to its full, pitiful length. The head was flushed dark pink, slick with constant pre-cum.

“Look at it,” she said, gripping the base with two fingers. “So eager. So small. Even after days of denial, it still thinks it can impress someone.”

She stroked once—long, slow, from root to tip. Alex whimpered, hips twitching forward involuntarily.

“No,” she snapped. “Still.”

He froze.

She fitted the new cage—larger internally but with those cruel ridges that would tease without mercy. The curved design forced his cock downward, making any erection impossible beyond a painful swell against the bars. She clicked the lock shut.

“Better,” she said. “Now it can’t even pretend to be useful.”

Next, the collar.

She removed the black velvet choker and the lavender ribbon layer, replacing them with the steel one. It fastened with a small hex key she kept on a chain around her neck. The metal was cool against his skin, heavier than the fabric had been—permanent in feel.

She clipped a short silver chain leash to the front O-ring, gave it a gentle tug.

“Up.”

He rose to his feet.

She led him—leash in hand—through the glass doors to the outdoor terrace. The infinity pool shimmered in the late-afternoon sun; the city sprawled far below, too distant for anyone to see details. Still, the exposure made his stomach clench.

“On all fours,” she commanded, pointing to a thick outdoor rug near the pool loungers.

He dropped—palms and knees on the soft weave, ass presented, skirt riding up to show lavender lace and the base of the plug.

She sat on a lounger, legs spread, robe falling open completely now. Naked beneath.

“Crawl to me.”

He did—slow, deliberate, leash trailing between them. The ridges in the new cage pressed with every movement; the plug shifted deeper. When he reached her feet, she tugged the leash upward.

“Head up. Look at me.”

He lifted his face—makeup still flawless, wig framing flushed cheeks.

“Worship my feet first,” she said. “Show me how much you appreciate your new jewelry.”

He bent, lips brushing the arch of her foot—soft kisses, then tongue tracing the curve, sucking gently on each toe. She sighed, reclining further.

“Good girl. Now higher.”

He moved up her calf, inner thigh—slow licks, reverent presses of lips—until he reached her center. She was already wet, scent heady and intoxicating.

“Use that pretty mouth,” she ordered. “Make me come again. Then we’ll move inside for the real lesson.”

He dove in—tongue flat and eager, circling her clit, dipping inside, sucking gently. Her hand tangled in the wig, guiding his rhythm. She came quickly this time—sharp, shuddering, thighs clamping around his ears as she rode his face through the aftershocks.

When she released him, his lips and chin glistened; mascara had smudged slightly under his eyes.

She stood, leash still in hand.

“Inside. Bedroom. On the bed—face down, ass up.”

He followed her back through the glass doors, leash taut.

In the master bedroom, she positioned him on the king bed—pillows under his hips to elevate his ass, wrists rebound behind his back with pink satin ribbon, face turned to the side against the sheets.

She removed the plug slowly—inch by inch—leaving him empty and clenching.

“Feel that?” she whispered, tracing a fingertip around his stretched hole. “So open already. So ready.”

From the nightstand she retrieved a slightly larger toy—smooth silicone, tapered, about the girth of two fingers at the widest point, with a flared base.

“Lube,” she said, squirting a generous amount onto her fingers.

She worked it in slowly—one finger, then two, scissoring gently, stretching him further. He moaned into the sheets, hips rocking back instinctively.

“Pathetic little hole,” she murmured. “So greedy for anything inside it. Your tiny clit could never satisfy anyone like this.”

She replaced her fingers with the toy—pushing in steadily until it seated fully. The stretch burned sweetly; the pressure against his prostate made pre-cum drip steadily from the caged tip onto the sheets.

She left it there, locked in place.

Then she climbed onto the bed behind him, straddling his thighs.

“Feel me,” she said, pressing her wet folds against the base of the toy, grinding slowly.

He whimpered—trapped between the toy filling him and the friction against his caged cock.

She rode him like that—slow, teasing grinds—while reaching under to stroke the exposed bars of the cage, flicking them lightly.

“No coming,” she reminded him. “Not until I say. This is about feeling helpless. About learning your place.”

She continued for long minutes—building her own pleasure again while denying his—until she came once more, shuddering against his plugged ass.

Finally, she withdrew the toy, left him empty and quivering.

She untied his wrists, flipped him onto his back.

“Spread your legs. Show me.”

He did—stockings taut, garters framing his lavender panties, cage glistening with pre-cum, steel collar gleaming at his throat.

She straddled his waist—robe discarded completely now—ground against the cage bars, letting him feel her heat through the metal.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

He met her eyes—dark, commanding, satisfied.

“You’re mine now,” she said. “Completely. Body, mind, that useless little clit. Say it.”

“I’m yours,” he breathed. “Completely.”

She smiled—slow, victorious.

“Good girl.”

She leaned down, kissed him deeply—first real kiss of the weekend—claiming his mouth while her hips continued their slow grind against the cage.

When she pulled back, she whispered against his lips:

“Tomorrow we go deeper. A proper public outing. Disguised, of course. But you’ll feel every inch of your submission in the real world.”

She rolled off him, pulled the covers over them both.

“Sleep now. Caged. Plugged. Collared. Pretty.”

Alex closed his eyes—body humming, mind quiet for the first time in days.

He belonged.

And tomorrow would bring more.


Chapter 11: Public Outing in Disguise

Monday morning arrived with a soft marine layer clinging to the Hollywood Hills, muting the usual glare off the infinity pool. Alex woke in the guest room—still in the lavender lingerie from yesterday’s full makeover, though the stockings had been removed before bed. The steel collar felt heavier in the quiet dawn light; the upgraded pink cage kept his cock pressed downward in constant, low-grade frustration. The larger plug—now a medium-size silicone one Victoria had inserted last night after the terrace session—sat deep and unyielding, stretching him in a way that made every shift of his hips send sparks up his spine.

He heard her moving in the master suite: shower running, closet doors opening. When she appeared in his doorway, she was already half-dressed—black high-waisted trousers, white silk camisole, hair pinned up for what looked like a professional day.

“Up, sissy,” she said. “Shower, then come to my room. We’re going out.”

“Out?” His voice cracked slightly—first word since last night’s whispered surrender.

“Yes. A proper girls’ day. Disguised, of course. You’ll pass… mostly.”

He showered quickly—careful around the cage and plug, washing the remnants of yesterday’s makeup from his face. When he emerged in a towel, Victoria waited with fresh items laid across the bed: a new set of lingerie in soft dove gray—lace bralette with subtle padding, high-cut panties with a ruched back that would accentuate his plugged ass, sheer nude thigh-highs, and a light-control shapewear brief to smooth any telltale bulges.

“Put these on first,” she instructed. “Then sit.”

He dressed under her watchful eye. The shapewear compressed his caged cock into an almost-flat front—painful but effective. The panties slid over it smoothly, the lace front hiding the pink metal completely. Bra next—small silicone inserts slipped into the cups, giving him gentle A-cup breasts. Stockings rolled up his smooth legs.

She sat him at the vanity again.

Makeup this time was subtler—daytime natural: light foundation, concealer, soft taupe shadow, thin brown liner, mascara, a touch of rose blush, nude-pink gloss. She blended everything until it looked effortless, feminine, believable.

The wig today was shorter—a sleek auburn bob that hit just above the shoulders, side-swept bangs framing his face.

Clothing: a knee-length navy wrap dress—fitted through the waist, flaring at the hips, deep V-neck showing just a hint of lace bra. Low block heels in nude leather—three inches, comfortable enough for walking. A thin silver chain belt to cinch the waist. Over it all, a lightweight beige trench coat.

Accessories last: small hoop earrings (clip-ons), a delicate watch, the steel collar now hidden beneath a silk scarf tied loosely at the throat. The anklet with the V charm stayed on—visible if the hem rode up.

She stepped back, turned him toward the full-length mirror.

“Look.”

The reflection was startling. Not a perfect woman—not yet—but close enough to pass in a crowd. Soft curves, smooth legs, pretty face, modest breasts. The short bob framed features softened by makeup and expression. From the neck down, the dress draped convincingly; from the neck up, he could have been any stylish twenty-something on a coffee run.

Except for the eyes—wide, nervous, unmistakably his.

Victoria smiled. “You’ll do. Call me ‘Vicky’ today. And you’re… Alexa. Sweet, shy Alexa. My little cousin visiting from out of town.”

He swallowed. “Yes… Vicky.”

“Good girl.”

She grabbed her purse, handed him a small crossbody bag—lip gloss, phone, wallet with a fake ID she’d somehow arranged.

“Car’s waiting downstairs. Let’s go.”

The SUV took them to West Hollywood—Melrose Avenue, brunch spots, boutique-lined streets buzzing with Sunday-brunch crowds (the weekend had blurred; it was actually Monday, but the area didn’t care about calendars).

First stop: a trendy café with outdoor seating. Victoria chose a table near the sidewalk—visible, exposed.

“Sit like a lady,” she murmured as they settled. “Legs crossed at the knee. Hands in your lap. Smile softly.”

He obeyed. The dress rode up slightly; he smoothed it down with trembling fingers. The plug shifted as he crossed his legs—deep pressure against his prostate. The cage pressed painfully against the shapewear.

A waiter approached—young, tattooed, friendly.

“Hi, ladies. What can I get started for you?”

Victoria ordered avocado toast and a mimosa. Then she turned to Alex.

“Alexa? What would you like, sweetie?”

He cleared his throat—practiced the softer, higher register she’d made him rehearse last night.

“Um… a cappuccino, please. And… the fruit plate?”

The waiter smiled. “Coming right up.”

He walked away without a second glance.

Victoria leaned in, voice low. “He didn’t even blink. You pass, sissy. Now relax… or don’t. I like watching you squirm.”

Brunch arrived. Alex ate delicately—small bites, napkin dabs—while Victoria chatted casually about nothing: weather, shopping plans, “how nice it is to have family in town.” Every so often she’d reach across, brush a nonexistent crumb from his cheek, let her fingers linger.

After coffee, they walked—arm in arm like girlfriends. Victoria steered them into boutiques: first a jewelry store where she made him try on delicate bracelets, holding his wrist up to admire how the silver caught the light beside the V anklet.

“These would look lovely on you at home,” she said loudly enough for the saleswoman to hear. “Something dainty for my cousin.”

Next: a lingerie boutique—high-end, soft lighting, velvet curtains.

Victoria browsed racks of bras and panties, holding pieces up to his chest as if measuring.

“This lavender set would match your eyes,” she said, loud enough for the sales associate to overhear. “Try it on, Alexa. The fitting room is private.”

The associate smiled. “Of course. Right this way.”

Alex’s heart slammed. Victoria followed him into the curtained booth—large enough for two.

“Strip to your lingerie,” she whispered. “Quickly.”

He shed the dress, coat, belt—stood in gray lace and shapewear, cage hidden but bulging slightly.

She handed him the set she’d picked: sheer black mesh bra and thong, garter belt already attached.

“Change. I’ll watch.”

He did—fingers shaking. The thong rode high, framing his plugged ass perfectly; the bra cups hugged the inserts. In the mirror: unmistakably feminine, unmistakably submissive.

Victoria stepped close, pressed against his back, hands sliding over the mesh.

“Feel how exposed you are?” she breathed. “In a public fitting room. In panties. Caged. Plugged. Anyone could walk by.”

She slipped a hand down the front of the thong—fingertips brushing the cage bars through the mesh.

“So tiny. So locked. So mine.”

She teased him for a minute—light flicks, gentle squeezes—until he was leaking steadily into the thong.

Then she stepped back.

“Put the dress back on. We’re buying this set. You’ll wear it under your suit tomorrow when you fly home.”

They emerged; the saleswoman rang them up without comment. Victoria paid, tucked the bag into his crossbody.

Next stop: a quiet wine bar. Corner booth. Dim lights.

Victoria ordered rosé for both. When the server left, she leaned in.

“Spread your legs under the table. Let me feel.”

He parted his thighs. Her hand slid up his dress—under the hem, over the stockings, to the thong. She traced the cage through the mesh.

“Leaking again,” she whispered. “Such a needy little sissy. Tell me—quietly—how much you love being out like this.”

“I… love it,” he breathed. “Being your girl. In public. Knowing you control everything.”

She smiled—dark, pleased. Pressed harder against the cage.

“Good girl.”

They stayed an hour—small talk, wine, her hand occasionally returning to tease. No one around them suspected a thing.

When they finally left, the sun was dipping low. Back in the SUV, heading to the house, Victoria turned to him.

“You did beautifully today, Alexa. No one questioned. No one stared. You blended in… as my pretty, obedient sissy.”

She reached over, lifted his chin.

“Tomorrow you fly home. But this—” she tapped the steel collar hidden under the scarf—“stays on. The cage stays locked. The anklet stays. And every time you look in the mirror, every time you feel the plug I’ll send home with you, every time your cock tries to get hard in its tiny prison… you’ll remember.”

She leaned in, kissed him softly—lips lingering.

“You’re not Alex anymore. Not really. You’re my tiny tease. My sissy. Forever.”

The car pulled into the driveway.

Inside, she’d have one final lesson before his flight.

But for now, in the backseat, dressed as Alexa, collared and caged and utterly owned, he simply nodded.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter 12: Group Tease Introduction

The flight back from LAX to Amsterdam was the longest four hours of Alex’s life. He sat in economy—Victoria had booked him separately, “to let you marinate in your new reality”—wearing the dove-gray lingerie beneath a plain hoodie and jeans. The steel collar was hidden under a turtleneck sweater; the upgraded cage pressed relentlessly against the shapewear brief; the medium plug she’d insisted he keep in for the entire journey shifted with every bump of turbulence. Every time he crossed or uncrossed his legs, the ridges inside the cage teased him mercilessly. He couldn’t get hard, couldn’t relieve the pressure, could only leak slowly into the lace thong until the fabric clung wetly.

Victoria had texted him once before boarding:

Vicky:

Be good on the flight, Alexa. No bathroom breaks longer than necessary. I want you thinking about how full and useless you are the whole way home.

When you land, go straight to your apartment. Shower, but leave the cage and collar on. Plug stays until I say otherwise.

I’ll be in touch tonight.

He landed at Schiphol just after midnight local time, jet-lagged and aching. The Hague was cold and damp; the taxi ride home felt endless. In his small apartment—familiar bookshelves, unmade bed, the faint smell of coffee from days ago—he stripped slowly, examining himself in the full-length mirror on the closet door.

Smooth skin. Painted toenails still glossy pink. Steel collar gleaming at his throat. Pink cage trapping his small, denied cock. Anklet with the V charm catching the light. He looked… changed. Irreversibly softer.

His phone buzzed at 1:17 a.m.

Victoria:

Video call. Now. Living room. Lights on. Kneel in front of the couch facing the camera. Naked except cage, collar, anklet.

He obeyed—dimmed the overhead light, left the floor lamp on, knelt on the rug. The plug pressed deeper as he settled.

The call connected.

Victoria’s face filled the screen—back in her San Francisco apartment, still in the burgundy silk robe from the weekend, hair loose, glass of wine in hand.

“Show me,” she said immediately.

He angled the phone down—framed the cage, the collar, the anklet.

“Wider legs. Hands behind your head.”

He spread his thighs, laced fingers at the nape of his neck. The position thrust his caged cock forward; a fresh bead of pre-cum formed at the tip.

“Pretty,” she murmured. “Look how small it stays even when it’s desperate. Tell me—did you leak on the plane?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“How much?”

“Enough that the panties were soaked by landing.”

She smiled—slow, predatory.

“Good girl. Now listen carefully. Tomorrow is Tuesday. You have work. You will wear the following under your suit: the gray lingerie set from today, fresh stockings, the medium plug, the cage, the collar (hidden under your shirt collar), and the anklet. No exceptions.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Second: I’ve invited two friends over tonight—my time, your evening. Trusted women who share my… interests. They know about you. They’ve seen photos. Tonight, you’ll meet them. Virtually first, then in person when the time is right.”

His stomach dropped. “Tonight?”

“Tonight. I want them to see my tiny tease in real time. To hear you admit what you are. To watch you perform.”

He swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

She tapped her screen. Two more faces appeared in split-screen—small windows beside hers.

The first: Claire, the red-haired woman from the conference after-party truth-or-dare game. Sharp smile, wine glass in hand.

The second: a woman he didn’t recognize—mid-30s, dark skin, close-cropped curls, gold hoop earrings, calm assessing eyes. She wore a silk blouse unbuttoned low.

“Girls,” Victoria said, “this is my sissy, Alexa. Say hello properly, pet.”

Alex cleared his throat, pitched his voice softer. “Hello, Claire. Hello…?”

“Call me Lena,” the second woman said. Her voice was warm, amused. “Victoria’s told us everything. We’re dying to see the real thing.”

Victoria nodded. “Stand up, Alexa. Full body. Turn slowly.”

He rose, phone angled to show himself—naked, caged, plugged, collared. He turned—slow circle—ass presented, plug base visible between cheeks.

Claire whistled softly. “Damn. She really did the full makeover. Look at those legs.”

Lena leaned closer to her camera. “And that little pink cage… adorable. Does it hurt when it tries to get hard?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Alex answered automatically.

Victoria smiled. “Tell them your sizes, sissy. Be honest.”

He swallowed. “My… clit is seven centimeters hard. Maybe eight on a very good day. The cage is custom. It keeps me soft and useless.”

Claire laughed delightedly. “Seven? That’s precious.”

Lena tilted her head. “And the plug? How long have you been wearing it?”

“Since yesterday morning. Mistress says it stays until she decides.”

“Good girl,” Victoria praised. “Now model for us. Walk to the kitchen and back—hips swaying, like you did in the Hills. Then curtsy when you return.”

He did—barefoot across the rug and tile, hips rolling, short steps, feeling every eye on him even through the screen. When he returned, he curtsied deeply—knees bending, imaginary skirt lifted, head dipped.

Both women clapped lightly.

“Precious,” Claire said.

“Very obedient,” Lena added.

Victoria took control again. “Alexa, fetch the new toy I shipped to you last week. It arrived this morning—check your mailbox.”

He’d forgotten. He hurried to the door—still naked—grabbed the small padded envelope from the mat, returned.

Inside: a set of three silicone dildos in graduating sizes—small (pink), medium (lavender), large (black)—all realistic, suction-cup bases. And a bottle of lube.

“Set up the laptop on the coffee table,” Victoria instructed. “Prop the phone so we have a good view. Then kneel again—facing us, legs spread wide.”

He arranged everything—camera low and close, framing his caged cock and plugged ass.

“Take out the medium plug slowly. Show us your hole.”

He reached back, eased the plug free—gasping as it popped out. His ass clenched emptily.

“Pretty and pink,” Lena observed. “Already trained.”

Claire: “Look how it winks. Needy little thing.”

Victoria: “Lube the small dildo. Suck it first—get it nice and wet. Then present your ass to the camera.”

He coated the toy generously, then brought it to his lips—sucking slowly, tongue swirling, eyes on the screen. Three sets of eyes watched intently.

“Good,” Victoria said. “Now turn around. Ass up. Face down. Slide it in—slowly. Tell us how it feels.”

He positioned himself—cheek to rug, ass presented to the camera. Reached back, pressed the tip against his hole.

“It’s… stretching me,” he breathed as the first inch sank in. “Full… but not enough.”

“Deeper,” Claire urged.

He pushed—slow, steady—until it seated fully.

“Bounce on it,” Lena said. “Show us how a sissy rides.”

He rocked back and forth—small movements at first, then bigger—moaning softly as the toy nudged his prostate, making the cage leak steadily.

“Look at that tiny clit dribble,” Claire laughed. “No coming, remember.”

Victoria: “Edge yourself. Ten strokes—slow. Then stop. Repeat until I say.”

He obeyed—hand reaching under, fingers wrapping around the cage bars, stroking the exposed head through the gaps. Ten strokes. Stop. Ten more. Stop. His breathing grew ragged; pre-cum dripped in thin strings.

After the fifth set, Victoria spoke.

“Enough. Pull it out. Clean it with your mouth.”

He did—slowly extracting the toy, then sucking it clean while facing the camera again—tongue working, eyes locked on theirs.

“Beautiful,” Lena said. “She’s a natural.”

Claire: “I want to see her dance next time. In lingerie. Full routine.”

Victoria smiled. “Soon. For now—Alexa, thank your audience properly.”

Alex swallowed. “Thank you, Mistress. Thank you, Claire. Thank you, Lena. For watching me. For teasing me. For… owning me.”

The women murmured approval.

Victoria ended the call with a final command.

“Sleep plugged again. Medium size. Tomorrow at work—every time you sit in a meeting, every time you stand to present, remember three sets of eyes have seen you like this. And they’ll see more.”

The screen went dark.

Alex crawled to bed—still naked, toy cleaned and set aside, medium plug reinserted with fresh lube.

He fell asleep leaking, collared, caged, and—for the first time—eager for what came next.


Chapter 13: Deep Sissy Conditioning

The first week back in the Netherlands passed in a haze of routine warped by Victoria’s invisible leash. Alex—Alexa, when alone in front of the mirror—woke each morning to the same ritual: check the steel collar (still locked, still engraved), feel the weight of the upgraded pink cage (now a near-constant companion), slide the medium plug in with a generous squirt of lube before stepping into the shower. The cage never came off; Victoria had mailed him the only key, sealed in an envelope marked “Do Not Open Until I Say.” He hadn’t touched it.

Work was the hardest part. Nexus Innovations’ open-plan office in The Hague felt suddenly claustrophobic. He wore the gray lingerie set under his standard button-down and slacks every day—lace bralette hugging the subtle silicone inserts, high-cut panties framing the cage, stockings whispering against his legs beneath wool trousers. The anklet stayed on; he’d tucked the V charm inside his sock during meetings, terrified someone would notice the faint jingle. The plug shifted whenever he sat in the ergonomic chair for stand-ups, pressing insistently against his prostate until he had to grip the edge of the table to keep from squirming.

Victoria’s instructions arrived via encrypted messages at unpredictable intervals.

Monday 10:47 a.m.

During your 11:00 sprint planning, cross your legs every time someone says “velocity.” Feel how the lace rides up. Text me when you leak.

He did. Three times during the meeting. Each text earned a single emoji: a droplet 💧.

Wednesday 3:12 p.m.

Go to the restroom. Edge yourself through the cage—twenty slow strokes. No coming. Send proof photo (just the cage, no face).

He locked himself in a stall, unzipped, stroked the exposed head through the bars until pre-cum dripped onto the tile. The photo went out. Her reply:

Good sissy. Leave the stall door unlocked for the next person who comes in. Let them hear your breathing.

He stayed—breath shallow, heart hammering—until footsteps passed and the door opened again. No one entered. He left flushed and leaking.

Evenings belonged to her completely.

Every night at 9:00 p.m. CET (her 12:00 p.m. PT), the video call connected. Sometimes Claire and Lena joined; sometimes it was just Victoria. The routine was the same:

●        Strip to lingerie and cage.

●        Curtsy on camera.

●        Report the day’s leaks, edges, moments of public near-exposure.

●        Perform: dance in heels and stockings, ride a dildo suctioned to the floor while describing how much better it felt than his “useless little clit,” practice makeup application under her critique.

●        Edge live—stroking the cage, humping a pillow, bouncing on progressively larger plugs—always stopping short of orgasm.

●        Thank her and the audience (if present) for the conditioning.

By Friday, the medium plug felt almost comfortable. Victoria noticed.

Friday 8:45 p.m.

Tonight we graduate. Larger size. Video call at 9:00 sharp. Wear the lavender set from the Hills. Full makeup. Wig. Heels.

He prepared meticulously: fresh shave (everywhere below the neck), glossy pink nails, auburn bob wig pinned perfectly, full face—smoky eyes, winged liner, rose lips. Lavender bra, panties, garter belt, sheer stockings, three-inch heels. Medium plug already in, waiting to be swapped.

The call connected at exactly 9:00.

Victoria appeared first—silk blouse open at the throat, wine in hand. Claire and Lena flanked her in split-screen, both in casual loungewear, both smiling like they’d been waiting.

“Show us the outfit, Alexa,” Victoria said.

He stood, turned slowly—skirtless tonight, just lingerie and heels. The lavender satin hugged his caged cock; the garters framed his plugged ass.

“Gorgeous,” Lena murmured.

Claire: “Look at those legs. Stockings suit her.”

Victoria: “Hands behind your head. Legs apart. Show the cage.”

He obeyed. The pink metal gleamed under the lamp; a thin string of pre-cum dangled from the tip.

“Tell us how conditioned you are,” Victoria prompted.

“My… clit stays locked twenty-four seven,” he said softly. “I edge three times a day minimum. I wear panties and stockings to work. I plug myself every morning. I think about serving you constantly. I don’t touch without permission. I’m… naturally suited to be a sissy because my cock is too small to ever satisfy anyone.”

Claire sighed happily. “She’s learning.”

Lena: “Time to prove it. Show us the new plug.”

Victoria held it up to her camera—black silicone, realistic veining, flared base, noticeably thicker than the medium.

“Remove the current one,” she ordered. “Slowly. Face the camera.”

He turned, bent at the waist, reached back—eased the medium plug free with a soft pop. His hole stayed open for a moment, pink and slick.

“Beautiful gape,” Lena noted. “She’s ready.”

Victoria: “Lube it generously. Suck it first—deep throat practice.”

He coated the black toy, brought it to his lips—opened wide, took it inch by inch until his nose brushed the base. Gagged once, eyes watering. Pulled back, tried again. Deeper.

“Good girl,” Victoria praised. “Now present.”

He knelt on all fours—ass to camera, face turned sideways so they could see his expression.

“Slide it in. Describe every sensation.”

He pressed the tip against his hole—wider stretch, immediate burn.

“It’s… bigger,” he gasped. “Burning a little. Opening me more. The head just popped in—oh—pressing my prostate already. So full… deeper… ridges catching… fuck—”

He sank it slowly until the base kissed his cheeks.

“Rock on it,” Claire said. “Show us how a sissy fucks herself.”

He rocked—forward and back—moaning openly now. The toy nudged his prostate relentlessly; pre-cum poured from the cage in steady drops.

“Edge,” Victoria commanded. “Hand on the cage. Twenty strokes. Stop. Repeat.”

He stroked the bars—twenty slow pulls—stopped—twenty more. His hips never stopped rocking; the dual sensation drove him wild.

After the fourth set he was babbling.

“Please… Mistress… I need… I can’t…”

“You can,” she said calmly. “And you will. This is conditioning. Every denied orgasm teaches you your place. Say it.”

“I’m a sissy,” he whimpered. “My clit is useless. My hole is for fucking. I exist to serve. To be plugged. To be denied. To be pretty and pathetic.”

Lena: “She’s breaking beautifully.”

Claire: “I want to see her come ruined next time. Just dribbles while she rides.”

Victoria smiled. “Soon. For tonight—pull the plug out. Clean it. Then hump the floor like a desperate puppy until I allow you to stop.”

He extracted the toy—slowly—sucked it clean while they watched. Then lay face-down on the rug—caged cock trapped between his stomach and the carpet, hips grinding in slow circles.

“Faster,” Victoria ordered.

He humped—frantic now—moaning into the rug. The cage rubbed uselessly; the prostate pressure built without release.

“Stop,” she said after three minutes.

He froze—panting, shaking.

“Again. Ten more sets of twenty humps. No coming.”

He obeyed—hump, stop, hump, stop—until he was a sweating, leaking mess.

Finally she spoke.

“Enough. Kneel. Thank us.”

He knelt—face flushed, makeup smudged, body trembling.

“Thank you, Mistress Victoria, for conditioning me. Thank you, Claire, for teasing me. Thank you, Lena, for watching me break. I’m your sissy. Forever.”

The women murmured approval.

Victoria ended with the nightly command.

“Sleep with the large plug in tonight. No lube this time—earn the stretch. Tomorrow: same lingerie under your suit, but add the lavender ribbon choker under your shirt collar. And Alexa?”

“Yes, Mistress?”

“Tomorrow night we go live again. But this time… you’ll be allowed a ruined orgasm. In front of all of us. While you ride the large one and call yourself my perfect tiny-tease sissy.”

The screen went black.

Alex crawled to bed—large plug already lubed (he couldn’t resist), sliding in with a long, low moan.

He fell asleep mid-grind against the sheets—caged, plugged, collared, conditioned.

And tomorrow he would finally leak for them.

Pathetically.

Gratefully.

Completely.


Chapter 14: The Breaking Point

The second week back blurred into a relentless rhythm of submission. Alex no longer questioned the morning ritual; he simply performed it. Wake at 6:15, insert the large black plug (now routine enough that the initial stretch felt almost comforting), lock the steel collar around his throat, slide into whatever lingerie Victoria had texted the night before (this week: black lace under his suits, crimson satin on weekends), apply light makeup if instructed (mascara and gloss for video calls), and leave for the office with the cage pressing, the anklet jingling faintly inside his sock, the V charm a secret brand against his skin.

Victoria’s messages had grown more precise, more intimate.

Tuesday 11:22 a.m.

In your stand-up, every time someone says “sprint,” squeeze your ass around the plug. Text me how many times you clenched.

He clenched seventeen times. Her reply:

Seventeen pathetic little pulses. Tonight you’ll match that number with edges. No release.

Thursday evening

Video call at 9:00. Wear the full lavender set again. Bring the large dildo. You’ll ride it while we talk about your future.

The calls had become nightly ceremonies. Claire and Lena were almost always present now—sometimes sipping cocktails, sometimes in robes, always watching with the same mix of amusement and hunger. Alex performed: curtsied, danced, rode toys, begged in his softest Alexa voice. They critiqued his form, his moans, the way his caged cock leaked when they called him “tiny tease” in unison. He thanked them every time, voice cracking with need.

Friday night arrived like a storm cloud.

Victoria’s message came at 8:47 p.m.:

Tonight. 9:00 sharp. Full makeup, auburn wig, black lace bra/panty/garter set, stockings, heels. Large plug already in. Bring the large dildo, lube, and a towel. You’re allowed one ruined orgasm tonight. But only if you earn it.

He prepared with trembling hands—smoky eyes, glossy lips, wig pinned perfectly. The black lace hugged his smooth body; the garters framed the cage and plug base. He set up the laptop on the coffee table, low angle, towel beneath him on the rug. The large dildo suctioned to the floor between his knees—black, thick, intimidating.

The call connected at 9:00 exactly.

Three faces appeared: Victoria center, Claire left, Lena right. They were in what looked like a private lounge—dim lights, velvet couches, wine glasses clinking.

“There’s our pretty sissy,” Victoria said, voice warm with possession. “Show us everything.”

He stood, turned slowly—ass presented, plug visible, cage straining against black lace.

“Beautiful,” Lena breathed. “She’s glowing tonight.”

Claire: “Look how much she’s leaking already. That tiny clit is crying for it.”

Victoria leaned forward. “Kneel over the dildo. Lube it. Then lower yourself—slowly. Tell us every inch.”

He coated the toy generously, positioned himself above it—heels planted, hands on thighs for balance. The tip pressed against his hole.

“First inch,” he gasped. “Stretching… wide. Burning sweetly. Second inch—oh god—filling me deeper. Prostate… pressing hard already.”

He sank lower—third, fourth, fifth—until he bottomed out, ass flush against the floor, toy fully seated.

“Rock,” Victoria commanded. “Slow circles. Feel how full you are. How useless your locked clit is.”

He rocked—hips circling, moaning softly as the toy massaged his prostate from every angle. Pre-cum poured from the cage in steady strings, pooling on the towel.

“Edge,” she said. “Hand on the cage. Twenty strokes. Describe how close you are.”

He stroked the bars—twenty slow pulls—body trembling.

“Eight out of ten,” he whimpered. “So close… please…”

“Stop.”

He froze—hips still rocking, toy buried deep.

“Again. Twenty more.”

Another set. Nine out of ten this time. He begged—voice high, broken.

“Please, Mistress… I need to come… just once… ruined… anything…”

Claire laughed softly. “She’s shaking.”

Lena: “Let her. I want to see the dribble.”

Victoria considered—sipped her wine—then nodded.

“Ride hard now. Fast. No stopping. When you’re right on the edge—tell us. Then I’ll allow the ruin. But you pull your hand away the second it starts. No stroking through it. Just leak.”

He obeyed—bouncing now, heels planted, ass slapping against the floor with each downward thrust. The toy hammered his prostate; the cage bounced uselessly; his moans turned to desperate cries.

“Close… so close… Mistress please—”

“Now,” Victoria said calmly. “Ruin it. Hands off.”

He released his grip—continued riding hard—hips frantic.

The orgasm hit like a wave breaking—weak, pulsing contractions deep inside. Cum dribbled from the cage in thin, watery spurts—three, four, five pathetic ropes that landed on the towel in small puddles. No pleasure peak, just emptying—frustrating, humiliating, perfect.

He kept riding through it—body shuddering—until the last drop fell.

“Stop,” Victoria said.

He froze—still impaled, chest heaving, tears streaking his mascara.

“Look at the mess,” Claire said delightedly. “Barely anything. So tiny.”

Lena: “Perfect ruined orgasm. She’s truly broken.”

Victoria’s voice softened—almost tender.

“Clean it up, sissy. With your tongue. Show us how grateful you are for the privilege.”

He lowered himself—tongue to towel—lapping up every drop while they watched. Salty, thin, pathetic.

When he finished, he knelt upright again—face flushed, makeup ruined, body spent.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered. “Thank you for letting me ruin. Thank you for owning my orgasms. Thank you for making me your tiny tease.”

The women murmured approval.

Victoria leaned close to her camera.

“You’ve earned a reward, Alexa. Tomorrow night—no call. But I’m flying in. Sunday evening. My hotel in Amsterdam. You’ll come to me. Dressed as Alexa. Full makeup, wig, lingerie under your coat. You’ll serve me in person. All weekend.”

His breath caught.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And when you arrive,” she continued, “you’ll kneel at my feet and beg me to keep you locked forever. To train you deeper. To share you with Claire and Lena when they visit next month.”

He nodded—tears falling freely now.

“I will. I want it. All of it.”

Victoria smiled—slow, victorious.

“Good girl. Now plug yourself again—the large one. Sleep with it in. Dream of Sunday.”

The call ended.

Alex stayed on his knees a long moment—spent, empty, fulfilled in the strangest way.

He reinserted the large plug—slow, reverent—then crawled to bed.

Tomorrow he would confess everything to her in person.

Tomorrow he would beg to stay broken.

Tomorrow he would become hers completely.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 15: Tiny Tease Eternal

Sunday evening arrived cold and clear in Amsterdam. The canals reflected the streetlights in fractured gold; the air smelled of wet stone and distant weed smoke. Alex stood outside the discreet five-star hotel on the Herengracht, coat buttoned to the throat, heart hammering beneath the steel collar hidden under his turtleneck. Under the coat: full Alexa—black lace bra with silicone inserts, matching high-cut panties stretched over the upgraded pink cage, garter belt and sheer black stockings, three-inch heels he’d practiced walking in all afternoon. Makeup subtle but flawless: soft contour, winged liner, glossy nude lips. The auburn bob wig was tucked under a knit cap; he’d remove it upstairs. The large plug shifted with every step he took toward the entrance.

Victoria had texted the room number at 6:58 p.m.:

Suite 712. Knock three times. Kneel immediately when the door opens. Coat off. Present yourself.

He rode the elevator alone—mirrored walls showing a nervous young woman in a long coat, cheeks flushed beneath the makeup. The doors opened on the seventh floor. Carpet muffled his heels as he walked to 712.

Three soft knocks.

The door opened.

Victoria stood there—black silk slip dress clinging to her curves, bare feet, hair loose, a thin silver chain around her neck holding the tiny hex key to his collar and cage. She didn’t speak. Just stepped aside.

Alex entered—door clicking shut behind him.

He shrugged off the coat immediately. It pooled at his feet. Then he sank to his knees—stockings whispering against the plush rug, hands clasped behind his back, head bowed.

Victoria circled him once—slow, appraising—then stopped in front.

“Look up.”

He lifted his eyes. She was smiling—soft, almost tender.

“Welcome home, tiny tease.”

She reached down, removed the knit cap, fluffed the auburn bob until it framed his face perfectly.

“Stand.”

He rose—heels forcing an arched posture, skirt of the slip dress he’d worn beneath the coat swaying at mid-thigh.

She led him into the suite—spacious living area, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the canal, low lighting, soft jazz playing from hidden speakers. On the coffee table: a velvet box, a bottle of champagne, two flutes, and a new accessory—a slim leather leash with a silver clip.

“Champagne first,” she said. Poured two glasses. Handed him one.

“To your new life,” she toasted.

They clinked. He sipped—bubbles sharp on his tongue.

She set her glass down, picked up the leash.

“Kneel again.”

He did.

She clipped the leash to the front O-ring of his steel collar—gentle tug.

“Tonight is the end of pretending,” she said. “No more half-measures. No more ‘Alex’ at work pretending he’s still the same person. You’re Alexa now—my sissy, my tiny tease—twenty-four seven in private, and whenever I decide in public.”

She tugged the leash lightly.

“Say it.”

“I’m Alexa,” he whispered. “Your sissy. Your tiny tease. Forever.”

She smiled—slow, victorious.

“Good girl.”

She led him—leashed—to the bedroom. King bed with black satin sheets. Candles flickering. On the nightstand: the hex key, a small remote-controlled vibrating plug (larger than the current one), and a thin black collar with “Property of V.R.” embossed in silver.

“Strip to lingerie.”

He removed the slip dress, folded it neatly, placed it on the chair. Stood in black lace—cage visible through the sheer front panel, plug base peeking between cheeks, stockings taut, heels gleaming.

She unlocked the steel collar first—cool air on his throat for the first time in weeks. Then the new one: thinner, more elegant, locking with the same key. She fastened it snugly.

“This is permanent,” she said. “You’ll wear it under shirts, under scarves, under nothing at home. Only I have the key.”

Next the cage—unlocked at last.

His cock sprang free—small, pale, immediately hardening to its full, inadequate length.

She didn’t touch it. Just watched it twitch.

“Pathetic,” she murmured fondly. “But mine.”

She produced a new cage—matte black, slightly longer but still cruelly tight, with a built-in urethral insert and remote-controlled vibration nodes.

“Upgrade,” she explained. “This one lets me tease you from anywhere in the world.”

She fitted it slowly—insert sliding in with lube, cage locking with a soft click. The remote went onto her keychain beside the collar key.

“Test.”

She pressed a button. Low vibration hummed through the cage—right against his prostate via the insert. He gasped, knees buckling.

She turned it off.

“Perfect.”

Last: the vibrating plug.

She removed the current large one—slow extraction that left him clenching emptily—then slid the new one in. Thicker, curved, with a flared base and internal motor.

She pressed the remote again. The plug buzzed—deep, rhythmic pulses that made his caged cock leak instantly.

“On the bed,” she said. “Face down, ass up.”

He crawled onto the satin—ass presented, leash trailing.

She straddled his thighs—dress hiked, no panties—ground against the plug base while reaching under to flick the cage.

“You begged to be kept locked forever,” she whispered. “Beg again. Now. In person.”

“Please, Mistress,” he moaned into the sheets. “Keep me locked. Keep me plugged. Keep me denied. Train me deeper. Share me with Claire and Lena. Use me however you want. I’m your tiny tease. I don’t need to come. I need to serve.”

She ground harder—building her own pleasure—until she came with a soft cry, shuddering against him.

When she caught her breath, she rolled him over—straddled his chest.

“Look at me.”

He did—eyes wet, makeup smudged, completely open.

“You’re mine,” she said. “Eternally. No escape. No reversal. Every morning you’ll wake plugged and caged. Every night you’ll edge for me—on video or in person. Every time you leak at work, you’ll text me. Every time Claire or Lena visit, you’ll serve them too. And when I decide, you’ll be presented at private events—leashed, dressed, performing—as my perfect sissy pet.”

She leaned down—kissed him deeply, claiming.

Then pulled back.

“Final vow.”

He spoke without hesitation.

“I, Alexa, surrender completely to Mistress Victoria. My body, my orgasms, my identity belong to her. I am her tiny tease. Her sissy. Her property. Forever.”

She smiled—radiant.

“Good girl.”

She pressed the remote—both plug and cage vibrating in sync now—low, teasing, never enough to let him come.

“Sleep like this,” she said, pulling the covers over them both. “Leashed to the headboard. Vibrations on low all night. Wake up denied. Wake up owned.”

She clipped the leash to the bedpost.

Turned off the lights.

In the dark, the vibrations hummed softly—endless, gentle torment.

Alex—Alexa—curled against her side, collared, caged, plugged, loved in the strangest, most complete way.

The tiny tease had found her eternity.

And she never wanted to be anything else.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 
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The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
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