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  Discovery and Confession


Alex stepped through the front door of their apartment, the familiar scent of Vanessa's lavender candle greeting him like always. His bag slung over one shoulder, laptop tucked under his arm, he called out softly, "Vanessa? I'm home." 
No answer. The living room was dim, the glow from the bedroom spilling into the hallway. He set his things down and padded toward the sound of low voices, or maybe just the TV. His heart gave a little jump when he saw her silhouette in the doorway.
Vanessa stood there in her work blouse and pencil skirt, auburn hair loose around her shoulders, one hand on her hip. Her green eyes fixed on him with a look that made his stomach tighten. "Alex. Come here."
He obeyed without thinking, already flushing. She didn't move aside, so he had to brush past her into the bedroom. His laptop sat open on the bed, the screen paused on a video thumbnail he recognized instantly. Chastity. A man locked in pink plastic, begging. His secret folder, the one he thought he'd hidden behind three layers of passwords.
"I borrowed your laptop this afternoon," Vanessa said, voice calm and even. "Needed to check something for work. Imagine my surprise when this popped up."
Alex's mouth went dry. "I... I can explain."
"Oh, I think you will." She closed the door behind them and leaned against it. "Strip. Now."
The command landed like a slap. Alex hesitated, but the heat in her eyes made him move. He tugged off his shirt, kicked free of his jeans, stood there in boxers and socks while she watched. His cock was already half-hard from the sheer humiliation of being caught.
Vanessa stepped closer and trailed one finger down his chest. "On the bed. On your back. Hands above your head."
He climbed up, pulse racing. She climbed after him, straddling his thighs without touching his cock. Her skirt rode up, revealing smooth skin and the edge of her panties. She reached down and freed him from his boxers, letting his erection bob against his stomach.
"Look at that," she murmured. "Already leaking. You like being caught, don't you?"
Alex swallowed. "Vanessa..."
"Mistress," she corrected, and the word sent a jolt through him. "Say it."
"Mistress," he whispered.
Her hand wrapped around his shaft, slow and firm. She stroked once, twice, watching his face. When his hips lifted, she let go. "No. You don't get to move. Tell me about the videos."
She started again, tighter this time, twisting on the upstroke. Alex gasped, toes curling into the sheets. "I... I've watched them for a while. Chastity stuff. Just fantasies."
"Fantasies about being locked?" Her thumb brushed the head, smearing pre-cum. "About someone holding the key?"
He nodded, breathless. She stopped again, squeezing the base until the urge to thrust ebbed. "Words, Alex. Use your words."
"Yes," he managed. "About being locked. Denied."
Vanessa smiled, small and sharp. She resumed, slower now, three strokes then pause. "And the other things? The dresses? The makeup?"
Heat flooded his face. He hadn't even realized she'd gone that deep into the folder. "Sometimes. I... I think about it."
Her grip tightened. Edging him again, bringing him right to the edge before backing off completely. His cock twitched in the air, desperate. "You think about wearing panties while someone fucks you?"
"Yes," he choked out. "Please, Vanessa... Mistress, please."
"Please what?" She leaned down, breath warm on his ear. "Please lock you up? Please dress you up and use you?" Her fingers circled the tip, feather-light. "Tell me exactly what you want."
Alex's mind spun. Shame and need twisted together until he couldn't separate them. "I want you to control it. All of it. The cage. Everything."
Vanessa's eyes darkened with satisfaction. She stroked him again, faster, letting him climb before stopping short once more. "Good boy. First rule: no coming unless I say. Second rule: you're going to show me every video you've saved. We're going to talk about every single one."
She released him completely and sat back, watching his cock pulse untouched. Alex lay there panting, body screaming for more, mind already racing ahead to what she might do next. The key to his new life dangled in her smile.
Vanessa reached for his laptop and clicked play on the paused video. "Let's start with this one," she said, settling beside him. Her hand returned to his thigh, close but not touching. "Tell me why this turns you on so much while I decide how long you're going to stay hard for me tonight."






  
  The First Cage


Alex woke the next morning with a persistent ache between his legs. Vanessa had edged him for nearly an hour the night before, leaving him throbbing and denied. She had not let him come. Instead she had made him watch two of his saved videos while she traced lazy circles on his thigh, murmuring questions about which parts made him hardest. 
Now she stood at the foot of the bed in a silk robe, sipping coffee. "Lena is coming over this afternoon," she said casually, as if announcing a movie night. "I texted her last night after you fell asleep. She knows about the videos."
Alex sat up, heart pounding. "You told Lena?"
"I did." Vanessa smiled, that small sharp smile from the night before. "She is excited. She has always thought you were cute. Now she wants to help."
He swallowed hard. The idea of Lena knowing, of her seeing him like this, sent a fresh wave of heat through him. Shame twisted with something hotter. "Help with what?"
"With putting you in your place." Vanessa set the mug down and pulled a small package from the drawer. "I ordered this last week. It arrived yesterday. Custom fit, based on the measurements I took while you were sleeping."
She opened the box and held up a sleek pink chastity cage. It looked smaller than the ones in his videos, with a curved tube and a ring. Alex's cock twitched at the sight.
"Vanessa... Mistress, I do not know if..."
"You do not get to decide," she said gently, but firmly. "You told me you wanted this. Now we are going to try it. Lena will be here in an hour. Go shower and shave everything below the waist. I want you smooth."
Alex obeyed, legs unsteady. In the shower he ran the razor over his legs and groin, skin prickling at every stroke. When he returned to the bedroom, Vanessa had laid out a pair of soft pink panties and a small makeup bag on the bed.
"Put those on," she instructed. "Just the panties for now."
He stepped into them, the silky fabric hugging his half-hard cock and balls. The sensation made him gasp. Vanessa watched with approval.
"Good. Now sit on the edge of the bed and wait. Lena will help with the cage."
Forty minutes later the doorbell rang. Vanessa let Lena in, and Alex heard their low voices and laughter from the living room. His face burned. When they entered the bedroom together, Lena's eyes went straight to him, taking in the panties and his flushed skin.
"Oh my God," Lena said, grinning. "He looks adorable already. Hi, Alex. Or should I say sissy?"
Vanessa laughed softly. "Not yet. We have not even locked him. Come help me with this."
Lena approached the bed, bold and curious. She picked up the cage and turned it in her hands. "It is cute. Pink suits him. Alex, spread your legs for us."
Alex hesitated, then obeyed. Vanessa sat beside him and took his cock in her hand, stroking slowly to get him fully hard. "We need him erect for the fitting," she explained to Lena. "Then we will shrink him down."
Lena leaned closer, watching the way his shaft responded. "He is already leaking. You really did not let him come last night?"
"Not once. He confessed everything while I edged him. He wants to be locked, dressed up, and used. Do not you, Alex?"
"Yes, Mistress," he whispered, voice shaky.
Vanessa worked him with firm strokes while Lena held the ring part of the cage ready. When Alex started to thrust into her hand, Vanessa stopped. "Easy. We are not done teasing you yet."
They kept him on the edge for several minutes, both women commenting on his reactions. Lena traced a finger over the head of his cock. "Look how red he gets. He really likes this."
"He does," Vanessa agreed. "Now the cage."
She guided his softening cock into the pink tube while Lena clicked the ring behind his balls. The lock snapped shut with a soft metallic sound. Alex gasped at the sudden confinement, the way his shaft tried to swell but could not. The cage felt tight and inescapable.
"There," Vanessa said, holding up the tiny key on a delicate chain. "Locked for the first time. How does it feel?"
Alex looked down at the pink plastic enclosing him. The panties did nothing to hide it. "Tight. I... I cannot get hard."
"That is the point, sweetie," Lena said, patting his cheek. "Now for a little makeup. Just some blush and lip gloss. We want you pretty while we admire our work."
Vanessa opened the bag and applied light touches to his cheeks and lips. The brush felt intimate, humiliating in the best way. When they finished, both women stepped back to look at him.
"Perfect," Vanessa murmured. "Our locked little toy."
Lena leaned in and whispered in his ear, "You are going to stay like this all weekend. We are going to take turns teasing you until you beg. Sound fun?"
Alex could only nod, the cage already making every small movement send sparks through him. Vanessa clipped the key around her own neck and kissed his forehead.
"Good boy. Now thank us for locking you up."
"Thank you, Mistress," he said, voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you, Lena."
The two women shared a satisfied look, already bonding over the flush on his face and the way his caged cock strained uselessly against the pink panties. This was only the beginning, and Alex felt the first real stirrings of complete surrender settling deep in his chest.,






  
  Training and First Pegging


The cage stayed on through the next week. Vanessa kept the key on a thin silver chain around her neck, where it rested between her breasts. Every morning she woke Alex with a slow stroke through the pink plastic, just enough to make him leak and strain before she pulled away with a smile. "Good boy," she would say. "No coming until I decide you deserve it." 
Alex tried to focus at work, but the constant pressure between his legs made concentration impossible. At night Vanessa edged him in front of the computer, replaying his old videos while she played with his nipples and whispered questions. "Tell me again how much you want to be locked," she demanded, her fingers tight around the base of the cage. "Tell me what you dream about now."
"I want to stay locked for you," he admitted one evening, voice breaking as she brought him to the edge and stopped. "I want you to decide everything."
Lena came over twice that week. The first time she helped with a ruined orgasm. Vanessa unlocked him just long enough to stroke him fast and firm until he spurted helplessly onto his own stomach, the pleasure cut short by a tight squeeze that left him aching and empty. "That is how good boys come now," Lena said, laughing softly as she wiped him up. "Messy little ruins. You do not get the nice ones anymore."
The second visit introduced the harness. Vanessa laid Alex across the bed
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