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The only thing of which one can be guilty is of having given ground relative to one's desire. 

- Jacques Lacan, Seminar VII








Chapter 1

“Six thousand dollars!” April Ronstadt-Meyer screamed, her face red and contorted with fury. She glared down at her husband, Alex Meyer, as he cowered on the floor, shrinking under her gaze. “That’s more money than you make in three months!”

April thrust the bill in front of his face. “Look at me when I’m talking to you,” she growled, her eyes flashing with anger.

Alex opened his mouth to speak, but his wife’s angry bark cut him off.

“Don't even try to get out of this,” she spat, her voice shaking with rage. “I work forty fucking hours a week for this money, and nobody is going piss it away without at least talking to me first. Do you understand?”

He raised his hand as if to plead for a chance to speak, but he knew it was in vain. April had reached a boiling point, and there was nothing he could say to placate her. Alex knew that he had fucked up. It's not that he’d wanted to, it's just that he had a problem with spending and knew April would always be there to bail him out.

They’d been together since his sophomore year of college, almost six years now, and that’s just the way things had always been. Until recently, it had been a relationship that suited them both. After graduation, April had landed a good job designing aviation parts for a defense contractor. She had quickly moved up the ranks; her most recent promotion made her a Vice President of Design, where she took in over a quarter-million-dollar a year salary, not counting bonuses.

Alex mostly stayed at home cooking, cleaning, and taking two or three shifts a week as a catering chef in the evenings. From Alex’s perspective, April had seemed mostly happy with the arrangement, and it had never seemed to be much of an issue until Alex's careless spending had made it one.

“Look at all this stupid bullshit you bought! A three hundred dollar cat tree? Alex, we don’t even own a fucking cat. What is wrong with you?” She put her hands on her hips and without missing a beat continued, “Well? I'm waiting for a response here!”

Alex stared down at the floor, racking his brain for something that would calm her down. Unable to think of anything clever, he blurted out the first things that came into his head.

“Honey,” stammered Alex, “I have a problem, all right? I have a problem and I don't know what to do about it. What should I do? Tell me! I’m sorry I’m such a fuckup. I’m sorry, alright?”

“You're goddamn right you have a problem. Your problem is I'm about to divorce you and throw you out into the goddamn street!” she screeched, her voice a nail being driven into his eardrum.

“Baby, no, please! It won't happen again. I'll pay the money back. I promise. I promise,” he cried, his voice quavering.

“You’re goddamn right you'll pay me the money back. With interest,” answered April, her voice returning to a more reasonable volume.

“I love you, baby. I just don't know what comes over me sometimes. I feel bad and I get to clicking and next thing I know, I’ve run up this giant bill. It’s like I’m in a trance. I can’t even explain it. I'll get counseling, I promise you.”

April crumpled up the printed Amazon receipt and let it fall to the ground, saying “Alex, it's not just the money. You're supposed to be a freelance writer, but when was the last time you picked up a contract? I don’t want to be married to a gig worker, I want to be married to a writer. It's been years, Alex. Years since you’ve written. Years since you brought in any real money…” April’s eyes narrowed and her voice took on a tinge of venom as she added, “And it’s been years since you’ve even gotten me off.”

Alex stared at his feet, his stomach churning with an overwhelming sense of shame.

He whispered, “I know, April. I know.”

“And it’s not just the Amazon bill. This has been building up for years. And you know what? It's time for an ultimatum. You have two weeks to come up with the six thousand on your own, or the nature of this relationship is going to change. Drastically.”

“What does that mean?” replied Alex, a wave of panic flowing through him.

“You’ll find out if you don’t shape up. My flight leaves at 6 a.m. tomorrow and I’ll be gone for a week. Why don’t you make yourself useful and get all the usual stuff packed for me? Then you can spend the rest of the night thinking about how you’re going to get me my money back.”

With a flip of her hair, April marched up the stairs, leaving Alex alone in their cavernous, airy living room, its vaulted ceiling hanging over him like the blade of a guillotine. It hadn't always been like this. Though April had always been the dominant one in the relationship, they used to get along great, even though everyone they met found them to be an odd couple. She stood a good six inches over him and in all of her relationships, both personal and professional, she was decisive and gregarious. Alex, however, had always been quiet and reserved. She was always the one who introduced him at parties, always the one to make plans, always the one to take charge in the bedroom. For reasons unbeknownst to either of them, it was a dynamic that had always suited them both. Until the trouble started.

The slide took place slowly, almost imperceptibly. Neither were sure what had brought it on, but in the end Alex had stopped writing and April started spending more and more time out of town on business trips. Neither partner knew what to make of it, so they did the only thing they knew how to do: ignore the problem and let it fester like an untreated wound. Soon enough, their conversations centered on only the most banal of subjects, and, to make matters worse, they stopped being physically intimate all together.

Thinking about the drastic shift their relationship had taken, Alex felt completely powerless to fix the situation he now found himself in. If he was powerless to make April happy, then he was powerless to come up with six thousand dollars. He figured she’d probably divorce him, something he knew might kill him. Despite all the difficulties in their relationship, he all but worshiped the ground she walked on and when he was in his right mind, he would do absolutely anything to help her, absolutely anything. Wiping tears from his eyes, he figured he could at least pack for her like she'd asked. At least then he wouldn’t feel completely worthless.

Alex had readied everything so that when April came down in the morning, she would see her suitcase and garment bag packed by the door, along with a homemade breakfast burrito waiting for her in the fridge. Alongside the food was a note he’d written.

Dear April,

I'm desperately sorry for what I did. I know things haven't been the greatest between us, but I'm going to do everything in my power to fix it. I'm going to come up with the six thousand dollars this week or die trying. I'm going to write. I'm going to keep helping you with your career. I'm going to be everything that I know I can be for you. I hope your trip goes well.

Love,

Alex.

Alex woke up before April and before the sun. While it was still dark out, he got in their shared car and drove aimlessly, unable to face her, knowing that she was still probably angry from the night before. He returned home after ninety minutes only to find the heartfelt note he had written crumpled up on the floor. It was almost too much for him to bear. Not only did he feel worthless, but all that energy, all that initiative he’d built up the previous night had fled his body, leaving him with nothing but a sense of self-loathing and a quiet desperation.

So he did what he always did in situations such as this: he exercised. With everything going on, his body was the one thing over which he had total control; it always had been, and it always would be. His unconventional physique was the one thing he felt April had always liked about him. He was compact and lean, with an almost boyish look about him. Most people he met thought he was at least ten years younger than he really was, and while that sort of look wasn’t most women’s cup of tea, April had made it loud and clear that it was hers.

After an hour of yoga, he went back to sleep for a bit before waking back up and turning on the TV, all the while thinking about writing but unable to come up with the willpower to actually do it. He thought nonstop about the six thousand dollars and what he could do to earn it. But whatever idea he came up with seemed far too daunting of a task, so he ate, he exercised, and he slept. Rinse and repeat. After spending the next few days in this seemingly unbreakable cycle, he remained desperate to please April, but was mentally and emotionally far too in the hole to be able to do anything about it. Another day passed, and then another, and then another, all without even one text or call from his wife.

Alex knew he’d crossed a line this time, but had no idea how to remedy it. What they had going was unsustainable, and he knew the time would soon come where he’d throw himself at April's mercy and hope beyond all hopes that she’d at least show pity to him in the divorce. On the night of her return, Alex prepared April’s favorite meal, breaded salmon and risotto, and then waited, dreading the conversation to come. She walked in through the door still in her pantsuit, tall and blond and beautiful, her figure made even more imposing by the impossibly tall heels which seemed to elevate her to a whole other plain of existence. Alex found her as beautiful as he had when they first met, but as distant and enigmatic as he’d even known her to be.

“Hi, April. I, uh… There’s dinner. Salmon and risotto,” he tried.

She walked through the foyer and left her suitcase and empty garment bag at the door, marching wordlessly to the table and virtually ignoring her husband. He knew she was aware that he had failed to come up with the money from the moment she walked in. Without ceremony, she removed her jacket and sat down to eat. Alex uncorked a bottle of 2012 Caymus and poured April a glass. The only sound in the otherwise silent dining room was the clanking of silverware against her plate. Alex approached her like an overly eager waiter, bringing her the wine, and after she finished her meal, she finally spoke for the first time since her arrival, telling Alex to pour himself a glass and join her for a long conversation. Following her instructions, he took a seat opposite her and braced himself for what was to come.

“We both know you didn't do what you were supposed to do,” she began, and already Alex felt the tears welling up in his eyes. “I warned you before I left. As of this evening our relationship, such as it was, has come to an end.”

Alex bit his bottom lip and felt two tears roll down his cheeks.

“Are you going to divorce me?” he asked through the swelling of emotion.

“During my trip, I thought long and hard about doing just that. I really did. But you know what? I’m not going to let you off the hook that easily.”

Alex remained silent, not knowing what she meant but allowing himself to feel at least a hint of hope. Her rage from the previous weekend was gone, replaced with a cold earnestness that made him feel even more uneasy.

“One more chance, Alex. This is the last chance you’ve got. Don’t get me wrong, our old relationship is still over. Gone. Kaputt. If you don’t want to make an enemy of me, you're going to pay me back that money and I'm going to show you how. You’re also going to do something to ensure things will never ever go back to how they were. Now bring me my bag. I have something to show you.”

Alex downed the last of his wine, set the empty glass down on the table, and went to the foyer to retrieve his wife's travel bag, his mind racing a mile a minute. He returned and sat it down on the dinner table per her instructions.

“Open it up,” she demanded, her voice flat and emotionless.

Alex undid the canvas bag’s stiff zipper, revealing an odd, stainless steel apparatus sitting atop a lump of dirty laundry. He took out the device when instructed, examining it in his hands. The main section was made of a curved cylinder, two inches long. It was carefully welded to a thick metal ring, which was three inches in diameter. A curved bar was attached to the bottom of the ring, taking a soft ninety degree turn at its end and flaring out into a raindrop shape. It felt solid and heavier than it looked. Upon further examination he noticed an almost imperceptible circuit board sitting where the ring and the flared raindrop met. The device was sleek and soulless. He could tell instantly that one of the defense contractors April worked for had designed it.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

Alex said he didn't and April replied, “Good. You shouldn’t. This thing right here is one of a kind and is going to play a big part in our new relationship. Do you understand? No, of course you don’t.”

Alex’s sense of confusion caused his head to spin, but nonetheless he held the strange apparatus in front of his body, looking it over, noticing another tiny electronic contraption nestled within the steel cylinder. April smiled cruelly as she watched Alex puzzling over the device.

“We’re calling it ‘Project Wonder’. It's an engineering masterpiece, in my professional opinion,” she announced cryptically. “I can tell you're just dying to know what it is. Are you curious? It's alright if you are, you can tell me,” she offered, and he replied that yes, he was very curious.

“Well, my little debtor, why don't you take off your clothes and I'll show you exactly how Project Wonder works.”

Alex felt a sense of apprehension, bordering on fear, growing in his stomach. But he pushed past it, willing to do absolutely anything April wanted, no questions asked. He took off his t-shirt and slid off his pants and underwear, standing cold and skinny and exposed, his hands beginning to tremble.

“Do you love me, Alex?”

“Yes, more than anything in the world. You know that.”

“You say that and yet you fail me, over and over.”

Alex squirmed uncomfortably, crossing his hands in front of his chest and remaining mum.

“Would I be correct in saying that you're incapable of doing that which would sufficiently prove your love?”

“I think you're right, April,” he answered, daring for the first time since she’d walked in the door to look her in the eyes.

April took the apparatus from Alex, gazing at it with pride before announcing “Alex, if you don’t want me to divorce you, if you want to have me in your life, then you're going to have to do exactly what I tell you, no matter how weird you find it. Because this is going to get weird. You understand? And no stupid questions or complaining or I'm out the door. Fair?”

Alex nodded his head, not daring to protest.

“And don’t look at me!” she barked, her voice dripping with bitterness. “I’m so goddamn sick of that pathetic look you give me!”

Alex let his gaze drop back to the floor, and April took a deep breath before continuing to speak, her rage once again dropping to the background.

“See this metal cylinder in the front? It’s like a cage, no?” she continued. “That’s where your cock goes. That raindrop-shaped plug in the back? That goes up your ass. The two pieces will come apart if you pull on them with a little force. There's some lube in my suitcase and I want you to put this on. Do it, and do it now.”


Chapter 2

Alex stood dumbstruck, unable to even process the request until April finally yelled “NOW!” With that order, he snapped into action, digging through the dirty clothes and searching for the bottle of silicone lubricant. He finally found it and slathered a palm full of the slimy substance over the cold, steel plug, hurriedly calculating what would be the easiest way to get the contraption on. Wiping the excess lube on his leg, he carefully began trying to fit the intimidating plug inside of himself.

“Come on, Alex, hurry up,” April said, her voice low and sharp with impatience. “I don’t have all night.”

Alex gritted his teeth as he eased the cold steel plug inside of him, his muscles tensing with pain. He knew that if he didn’t, April would walk out the front door and out of his life forever. Just when he felt like the stretching was too painful to handle, the bulb passed the threshold and Alex cried out as the cold steel plug filled him completely, with the attached nub pressing tightly against his taint. He shifted awkwardly, resisting the urge to remove the foreign object. Then, he grasped the metal cage and positioned it near his shrinking member, until the two halves of Project Wonder snapped together with a click. Much to his dismay, however, he couldn’t figure out how to get his penis into the cage.

“See that latch at the top of the cage? Undo it. No, the latch right there! The cage will open, and you’re flaccid as all hell right now, so it should be easy to get on. Do it! Do it now!” she screamed, her tone lacking even a drop of sympathy.

Alex’s fingers fumbled with the latch before finally managing to undo it. He hesitated for a moment, his limp penis feeling small and exposed as he slipped it into the cold cage. Suddenly, and with little delicacy, April grabbed the device and flipped the latch back down. It provided pressure on every square centimeter of his cock and he knew there was no way that he could possibly escape it or get erect. April tilted her head, studying Alex’s face intently.

“Well?” April asked, her voice cold and demanding. “How does it feel?”

“It’s… tight,” Alex replied, wincing as he tried to adjust the device while avoiding April’s gaze.

“But not terribly so, right?”

“Right,” replied Alex, after thinking it over for a moment.

“Good,” April explained. “That’s how it’s supposed to feel.”

A wave of questions flooded his brain: What the hell was this all about? What is she going to do with me? I know she's always been a pervert; that’s part of the reason that I love her, but why all this right now, with everything going to shit between us? What else does she have planned?

April stepped back, a small smile of satisfaction on her lips as she examined her handiwork. After a moment’s consideration, she pulled her cell phone from her pocket and began fiddling with its screen. Suddenly, Alex felt the device vibrate ever so slightly, followed by an almost imperceptible click. The pre-recorded sound of a heavy deadbolt echoed throughout the spacious house, emanating from the cellphone.

“OK Alex, we’re done for now. You can take it off,” remarked April, a slight hint of playfulness creeping into her voice. 

With a mixture of relief and apprehension, Alex attempted to open the latch to the cage, but found it completely unresponsive. He then tried to separate the halves of the device, but they remained firmly together, as if they were fused. Not knowing what else to try, he again fiddled with the latch. It was then that he realized there was no apparent way to unlock the magnetic lock, which appeared to have been activated by an app on April’s cellphone.

“I can't get out,” he admitted.

Alex felt a cold knot form in his stomach as he looked at April’s smirk, the realization that she was enjoying his discomfort hitting him hard. He could hardly believe that the woman he loved could be capable of such twisted emotions. She was angry, yes, but as self-satisfied as the cat who got the cream.

“All right honey, I need you to put your clothes back on and get the car ready,” she declared, walking out of the dining room and leaving Alex behind.

“Where are you taking me?” he asked without thinking, his chest becoming tight with anxiety as he realized he wasn’t even close to being in the clear.

“Alex, what did I say about asking questions? That’s your first warning. Don’t make me have to warn you again,” she replied from the other room, her voice curt and unamused.

“I'm sorry.”

“You're damn right, you're sorry! That’s why you’re in this whole predicament, because you’re a sorry failure! Now do as I say!”

After her outburst, Alex listened as April stomped up the stairs, leaving him alone to get dressed. He climbed awkwardly back into his clothes and then heard the sound of the shower running upstairs. As he readied the car, his heart raced at the realization he hadn’t the faintest idea of what April had planned, though he was hopeful it would be better than an unceremonious divorce. Truth be told, he would put up with anything so long as there was even a slight hope of keeping April in his life. In that moment, he was only certain about one thing: she was right about him being a sorry excuse for a husband.

Twenty minutes later, April descended the stairs in a black cocktail dress that clung tightly to her voluptuous figure. Alex couldn't remember the last time she had dressed like that for him, and just the sight of her caused his face to flush bright red. When she reached the bottom of the stairs, she placed her hand gently on his chest. His entire being stirred with sexual excitement, his crotch aching as the chastity cage prevented his erection from achieving fruition. April could see the discomfort that she was causing him and cackled.

“Looks like that thing isn’t dormant after all,” she commented, gesturing towards his crotch.

Alex winced at the insult, but said nothing.

“Is the car ready?”

Alex informed her that it was and April replied they were going out to meet some business associates of hers. She told him he should keep his mouth shut unless spoken to directly and drilled home the fact that he wasn’t to ask any stupid questions. Alex racked his mind as to what all this was for. Nothing wholesome, of that much he was sure. He knew she was angry with him, but why all the weird sex stuff? Did she just want to humiliate him? Bring him to a business meeting all locked up just to fuck with him before serving him divorce papers? Did she just want to tell her girlfriends that he was so pathetic that he agreed to go out in public to meet strangers in a strange chastity device? He desperately wanted to ask, but knew that she meant it when she said divorce was a sure thing if he didn’t comply.

April sat in the backseat on the passenger side and when she gave him the go ahead, Alex pulled out of the driveway, following a saved set of directions loaded into the car’s satellite navigation system. They traveled through the crowded streets of San Rafael, the BMW’s six-cylinder engine rumbling audibly in the otherwise silent cabin. By now Alex's would-be erection had subsided, though his ass was thoroughly sore from the unrelenting plug. Throughout their relationship April had periodically pegged him with a strap-on, so it wasn't like this was his only experience being penetrated. Nevertheless, it had been years since that last happened, and the dildo she used was always made of soft rubber and smaller in size. This steel plug was something else entirely. And, truth be told, Alex had never really enjoyed it very much, only agreeing because it was what April had wanted.

Their destination was secluded and off the main road, a big Victorian mansion in Mill Valley, at the top of a hill overlooking the San Francisco Bay. An intricate, wrought-iron fence encircled the estate, and the building’s gables were barely visible, obscured by the surrounding trees. An intercom with a keypad stood in front of the gate, reachable from the driver’s side window.

“Pound-3-4-7-5-5,” announced April, the first words she’d uttered the entire trip across town.

Alex obediently punched the numbers to the low-tech, payphone style keypad. A loud buzz sounded from the intercom speaker and the heavy gate swung open. Alex nervously glanced through the rearview mirror until his wife signaled for him to continue up the driveway. As always, he did as he was told, creeping down the long, twisting driveway before coming to the house and parking the car in an empty spot next to a black Mercedes sedan.

“Wait here,” she instructed, climbing out of the car and adjusting her dress before walking up to the front door.

A few moments later, the door swung open. Alex craned his neck to see who had answered, but was unable to tell from his vantage point. After a brief conversation, April entered the house, leaving Alex alone in the car with only his worries to keep him company. The first five minutes felt like an eternity, and those five minutes turned into twenty and Alex shifted uncomfortably as the chastity device chafed against his pelvis. Half an hour in, a young man in his late teens or early twenties knocked on the passenger side door, startling him.

“You're Alex, right?” he asked, shifting nervously from one foot to another and making only brief eye contact. Alex said he was and the young man responded that he was wanted inside, before turning and walking quickly back toward the house. Alex rushed out of the car, following in toe. The young man entered without knocking and Alex followed suit.

"Take off your shoes. Socks too," the young man instructed, walking deeper into the house, leaving Alex alone to untie his black Oxfords.

The foyer was dimly lit and sparsely furnished, the only light source being a weak incandescent bulb burning inside an antique floor lamp. The room was unnaturally cold and eerily quiet, the only sound being the faint ticking of a grandfather clock, barely audible and coming from farther inside the residence. Barefoot, Alex followed the stranger down a dim, undecorated hallway. Just as he was about to lose sight of his guide, he turned a corner and saw the stranger holding open a door at the end of the passage.

Alex entered a cavernous hall, cold and sparsely furnished as the foyer. The window shutters were all closed, with only a few floor lights providing the barest of illumination. Heavy blankets covered the few pieces of furniture scattered around the room, and the oak walls were stained dark to match the floor. Half a dozen closed doors lined the perimeter of the hall, and Alex could see light poking out from the bottom of exactly one of them.

“Hello?” he called out, but no answer was forthcoming.

He turned to speak to his guide, but he had already gone. Not knowing what else to do, he approached the occupied room, his heart pounding faster and faster the closer he got. He pressed his ear up against the door and heard a feminine squeal, an unmistakable sound that he would recognize anywhere. A squeal of pleasure he hadn’t heard in years. He felt his stomach churn as the noise repeated itself, over and over. Tears welled up in his eyes and the chastity device started feeling especially uncomfortable. Taking a deep breath, he turned the doorknob and passed the threshold.

The brightness of the room struck Alex as he entered, as though he had stumbled into a glittering sun. As his eyes adjusted, he saw April sitting atop a kitchen counter, her dress hiked up over her waist, legs spread wide, the elegant high heels still clinging to her feet. A man stood between her legs, tall and muscular and dark-skinned, naked from head to toe. His hips rocked rhythmically, and April’s animalistic squeal rang out like a bell. The air in the kitchen was humid and thick with the scent of sex. Alex looked on, his mouth agape. He thought he was going to vomit from anxiety, but after a moment found his emotions coming under control, despite his initial shock. When he looked back on this event later on, he knew he should have expected something like this from the moment she pulled out the chastity device, but right then, to see it right in front of him, to inhale the pungent aroma, filled him with a helpless, impotent rage that could achieve no fruition.

He heard April cry out, “Michael, don't stop! Keep going!” and he realized she hadn’t even noticed he’d entered the room. Neither of them had, or perhaps they had and simply didn’t care. The dark-skinned man, Michael, increased the tempo of thrusts, driving harder and faster into her. Alex could now make out the wet splashing sounds of April’s pleasure, and then she cried out “Fuck!” as Michael's hips rocked slower and longer until he too cried out, thrusting deep inside of her cunt until his hips were flush against hers. The pair shuttered in union with one another.

“Christ, I haven't made her cum like that in ages. Hell, I've never made her cum like that ever before,” Alex thought as he wiped a tear away from his cheek and tried to compose himself.

After a final spasm, Michael’s body collapsed onto hers. They embraced and kissed passionately until Michael withdrew himself and turned around to face Alex. The two men locked eyes and Michael smiled broadly. Alex looked down at the man’s impressive member. It was as thick and long as anything he’d ever seen, though it was only partially erect now, wet and glistening and condom free, covered in April's juices and heavy strands of semen.

“He made it!” Michael cackled, a bemused grin on his face.

“He showed up. Not gonna lie, I half expected him to get scared and drive off,” April replied, still breathing heavily and acting as if Alex wasn’t even in the room. She remained on the granite countertop, her legs still spread, vulva swollen and pink, cum oozing out of her opening.

Despite the turmoil in his mind, Alex couldn’t help but feel a twinge of desire amidst the sadness and despair. April finally turned her attention to him, her voice devoid of emotion as she introduced him to Michael, her lover. Alex stood frozen in the doorway, struggling to process the revelation.

“Don't be rude, Alex. Shake his hand,” April chided, her tone edged with annoyance.

Alex reluctantly approached Michael, who stood with a smug grin as he wiped himself clean with a kitchen rag. Alex offered his hand, feeling especially embarrassed as he realized that tears were still visible in his eyes. Michael’s hand was large and calloused, enveloping Alex’s as he shook it with a crushing grip.

“Is this what you meant when you said things were going to change?” Alex asked, his voice trembling with emotion.

April let out a harsh laugh, “Oh, Alex. You really haven't figured it out yet, have you? This isn't the half of it. Not even close.”

Michael joined in the laughter as April lazily toyed with her clit, her fingernails painted a candy apple red, standing out in stark contrast with the milky white ooze that flowed out from her swollen lips.

“I warned you Alex. I warned you over and over and gave you every chance in the world. But you couldn’t get it together long enough to make me happy. Oh well, such is life! Remember, before you put on Project Wonder you said you’d do whatever I wanted. You agreed to this Alex. If this pisses you off or makes you sad, well, it’s your fault. You brought this upon yourself. But I’m not a woman completely without mercy. I gave you an out earlier, and I’m going to give you another one right now. This is your ‘Crossing the Rubicon’ moment, Alex. And I’ll warn you… honey. This is merely the beginning. You can always say ‘thanks, but no thanks,’ and go back home. I’ll let you out of that thing and we’ll proceed from there, but if you want me in your life, if you want to avoid the trauma of divorce, the next thing I need you to do is take care of this,” she said, pointing to her exposed, frothy pussy.


Chapter 3

Alex stared in disbelief at April, his mind struggling to comprehend the depravity that lay before him. He had always known she had a dark streak, but never imagined that it ran this deep. He took a deep breath and tried to gather the courage to walk out the door and break free of the chastity cage clinging to his body. But then he remembered what she’d told him: This was his fault. She had warned him a thousand times. He was getting his just desserts, and anyways, he’d do anything to not be alone. Absolutely anything.

He choked back a sob and told April “I know I haven't been a good partner to you. I haven't satisfied you physically or emotionally and if this is what you need, then this is what I have to do. I want to be in your life and…”

“Oh my God, please just shut up! Here’s how it’s gonna be: since you can't seem to make me happy as a partner, maybe you can make me happy as my underling. I want complete submission. Can you give that to me? Is that maybe the one thing you can do?”

“You're all I have, April,” Alex choked out, “and I’ll consent to whatever you want from me.”

Michael rolled his eyes and impatiently pushed past Alex, clearly annoyed with the conversation, leaving the couple alone on opposite ends of the room. April continued playing with herself as she gestured for Alex to come closer, a cruel smile on her face. Reluctantly, Alex began closing the gap between them. Before he could reach her, however, she put out her hand and signaled for him to stop.

“Complete submission,” she reminded him and Alex nodded silently, unable to voice his reluctance.

She spread her legs even wider, exposing her swollen, wet, cum-drenched sex to Alex.

“Well? Are you gonna clean it up, or not?”

Alex sighed and walked over to pick up the soiled kitchen towel Michael had used from the floor, but before he managed more than a few steps, April abruptly stopped him in his path.

“No, no, no, not like that,” she scolded. “Are you really that stupid? Do you still not get it? You're going to use your mouth. Complete submission, Alex. Even if it’s humiliating, even if it's repulsive to you. You've been humiliating me and disgusting me all these years, and it's time you got a taste of it for a change.”

Alex’s stomach churned with a mixture of revulsion and embarrassment; April’s harsh words only added to his distress. Ignoring his own feelings, he dropped to his knees and inched his face closer to her exposed body. The bleach-like smell of fresh semen hit the back of his nostrils, and in that moment, he felt an overwhelming urge to run out of the house and drive far from the city, never to see April again. But after a moment the impulse had passed. After spending all week thinking April would divorce him, there she was back in his life. He had almost lost her once and he would do anything not to feel that way again. Anything.

He fixed his eyes on April’s exposed and aroused form. The smell and sight of her wanton pleasure sent a wave of disgust through his body, but he pushed it down. He had to do this, for her, for them. He brought his mouth to the entrance of her gaping hole and hesitated as he fought back the urge to gag.

“We don't have all evening, Alex!” April threatened, moving her hips closer to the edge of the countertop.

Without thinking, Alex placed his lips against hers. The taste was bitter and acrid. It was familiar, foreign, and totally unexpected.

“Finally,” she moaned, grabbing him roughly by the hair and pushing his face hard in between her legs. “I knew you’d do it, you pathetic little thing.”

Alex ignored her insults, running his tongue carefully between her pink lips, licking up every last filthy drop. When he thought he’d done all he could, he sucked at the opening of her flower, causing a fountain of Michael’s semen to spill into his mouth. It was warm and thick and sickly sweet, and Alex wanted nothing more than to spit it out. April finally let go of his hair and Alex stood up, immediately making his way towards the sink before she heard her shrill voice barking, “No, no, no! You’re going to swallow it all. Every last drop!”

Alex looked at her in horror, but still couldn’t find the courage to defy her words. So he swallowed, cringing as he felt the viscous load slide down his throat. He told himself that he wouldn't vomit, dropping to his hands and knees as a wave of nausea threatened to overcome him.

“That’s a good little slut. Deep breaths now,” she encouraged, “because you’re not gonna like what’s gonna happen if you puke.”

He took her advice, breathing in through his nose and out through his mouth until his mind was a blank slate, as if he were on another planet watching another person carrying out the vile task. Looking on, April climbed to her feet and pulled her dress back down over her hips.

“It’s going to be okay, Alex,” she told him, her voice sounding almost pitying. “You're going to be better off for what I’m going to put you through. It's going to be a tough transition, but deep down I think you know it’s for the best.”

Still on his knees, staring off into space, Alex wasn’t capable in that moment of making a response.

“I'm disappointed in you, Alex, but you're not worthless. I shouldn’t have said that. Most of what I saw in you when we fell in love is now gone, that may be true, but I can see that you still love me. Shit, you just proved it to me right now. Despite everything you've done to me, you just proved that you still care about my happiness and I'm thankful for that. Now come here.”

April opened her arms and Alex fell into them, resting his cheek against her soft and welcoming bosom.

“I love you, April,” he whispered. “You can do whatever you want. It doesn’t matter. I'm sorry I've been such a disappointment, such a fuck-up.”

“That's what I like to hear, and from what you’ve done so far I'm fairly certain we can come to an arrangement. Are you ready for the next step?” she whispered to him, running her fingers through his long, shaggy brown hair.

“What’s the next step?” asked Alex, feeling a fresh wave of anxiety wash over him.

“Remember, no questions?” chastised April. “Are you ready or not?”

Alex said that he was and April said that she was glad for it. She gently released Alex from her embrace before taking out her cell phone and firing off a quick text message.

“Do you remember that young man who let you in? His name is Jaime and he should be waiting right outside the door. Follow him and do whatever he asks of you. I'm going to make myself a drink and catch up with Michael,” she said, patting Alex on the head.

Alex stared dumbly at his wife, his brain trying to process her instructions and not dwell on the taste of cum still lingering in his mouth. She noticed and said, “Run along. I’m done with you for now. Shoo!”

Heeding her advice, Alex stumbled out the door and back into the shadowy parlor. When his eyes adjusted, he saw Jaime sitting cross-legged, propped up against the wall and scrolling on his phone. He didn’t want to interact with this young stranger, knowing that he was almost certainly aware of what he’d just gotten up to. So he stood awkwardly in the darkness until the young man noticed him. When he did, he looked up from his phone, got on his feet and said “follow me” before making a beeline towards another of the doors lining the perimeter of the empty parlor.

“You’re to take a shower and clean yourself up. Don’t worry about washing your hair for now. There’s a fresh razor sitting in there and Ms. April wants you to shave your legs and your armpits. Do the best job you can. Maybe she can give you a lesson later if you’re shitty at it. Don’t take forever, OK?”

With those words, Jaime sat back down on the floor just outside the bathroom before pulling out his phone and starting to scroll on Instagram. Alex entered the tiny bathroom containing nothing more than a toilet and a walk-in shower. Feeling that his bladder was full, he stood in front of the toilet and realized that the chastity device was going to complicate things. He looked and saw a small hole in the tip of the tube and figured the only way to pee without making a mess was to sit down on the toilet. He managed to relieve himself without too much difficulty, so he turned on the shower and disrobed. He stepped into the hot water, letting the spray shoot into his mouth in a desperate attempt to scrub the acrid taste of Michael’s semen from his senses.

Next, his gaze fell upon the unopened razor and bar of soap on the floor. He began to lather up his body with the soap, hoping to wash away the sense of filth that clung to him, but even after rinsing, he still felt unclean. He lathered up again, this time in order to shave his legs as April had requested. She had always insisted he keep his balls and ass smooth, a personal preference of hers, so he didn’t have much trouble doing his legs and armpits as well. After ten or fifteen minutes he emerged from the shower, his skin as smooth as a dolphin’s. The lack of hair made the air feel oddly breezy as he toweled himself off, but he tried not to linger on the feeling for too long, nor to dwell on the question of why April wanted him to shave himself like this in the first place. He quickly dressed in the same clothes and told Jaime that he was ready for the next step.

Jaime merely rolled his eyes and led him back across the hall to another room, opposite the bathroom. The door that was low and blended into the wood paneling, almost as if it were camouflaged on purpose. Jaime went in first and Alex followed in tow, though he had to duck to fit under the threshold.

Alex stepped into a grand bedroom, the warmth of the space enveloping him as his eyes took in the rich decor. In the center, a plush Persian rug covered the floor, while behind it, a grand four-poster bed made of gleaming oaks was surrounded by delicate layers of gossamer fabric. Across the room, an imposing armoire of polished mahogany and marble, towering at least ten feet tall and six feet wide, stood against the wall. Next to it, a dainty Windsor chair added a touch of elegance to the space. On the walls, two magnificent Rococo-style oil paintings depicted idyllic scenes of nymphs frolicking in a lush field. Alex couldn’t help but stand in awe of the room’s grandeur, until he was brought back to reality by Jaime’s piercing gaze. The young man sat down on the high-backed chair, his eyes fixed on Alex with a knowing, unreadable expression. When he spoke, Alex felt a shiver run down his spine, knowing instinctively that Jaime wasn’t to be trusted.

“Stand in front of me and take your clothes off,” the young man demanded.

Alex hesitated, shocked that this stranger had the audacity to order him around. It was one thing taking orders from his wife, whom he loved so dearly, but it was another thing entirely to take orders from someone who wasn’t old enough to order a drink at a restaurant. A stirring of defiance rose in Alex's chest and he could see that Jaime sensed it. Before Alex could speak, however, he was cut off.

“Let’s be honest with one another, Alex. Is it alright if I call you Alex? For the past two weeks I've listened to almost everything your wife has been telling Michael. I know everything. Everything. And if you really want to be around her, I mean really truly want to ever see her again, I suggest you put your pride aside and take your fucking clothes off. She will divorce you and leave you penniless without a second thought. Don’t let your ego get in the way of your happiness.”

Just like that, the ember of defiance was snuffed out. Alex chewed on his bottom lip before asking “how long has this thing with her and Michael been going on?”

“That's a question you're going to have to ask her,” the young man replied. “Now either take off your clothes or leave this place and start applying for jobs at Burger King.”

Alex paused before ultimately complying with the request, stripping off his shirt and then his pants before revealing the chastity device underneath. He had lost himself in the trauma of the past hour and had almost forgotten about Project Wonder, the chastity device that April had compelled him to wear. Jaime grinned wryly at the sight of the device, causing Alex’s cheeks to flush deeply. It was the most embarrassing moment he had experienced that evening, though Alex couldn't pinpoint why. In that moment he desired nothing more than to put his clothes on and walk home, but he knew it was too late for that now. The die was cast, and this was the path he would travel down for the foreseeable future.

“Ms. April said you’d be perfect in the fit she picked out, but I couldn’t envision it. Now that I see you undressed, I am sorry for ever doubting her judgment,” mused Jaime, rubbing his chin with his thumb and forefinger. 

“What’s that supposed to mean?” replied Alex, but Jaime ignored the question and walked over to the armoire, opening it up to reveal a bevy of hangers draped in lace and silk lingerie. He picked out a few selections before moving to a chest sitting at the foot of the bed, all while Alex stood before Jaime, his bare body on full display, the chastity device gleaming on his hips.

“What size shoe do you wear?” asked Jaime, and Alex replied that he was a size six.

“That’s an eight in women’s, you’re a size eight,” replied the young man, continuing to pull clothes from the collection at a feverish pace.

After a few more decisions he handed Alex a bundle full of lace, straps, and silk, telling him to “put all of this on and please save me the questions and complaining. I can already tell you’re about to bitch, but I’m not in the mood. I’m here to help Mr. Michael and Ms. April, not play twenty questions. Understood?”

Alex complied, keeping his mouth shut despite the many questions he wanted to ask. Sitting on the edge of the bed, he started by rolling the pair of fishnet stockings over his smooth legs. The smell of new, synthetic fabric filled his nostrils as the tights unrolled. He could feel the tight, almost suffocating material pressing against his skin. The sensation was unfamiliar and a little ticklish, causing him to shiver as the stockings made their way up his thighs.

It was his first time dressing as a woman and as he continued getting dressed, he realized the thought wasn’t entirely repellent to him. April had suggested it offhandedly a few times, but Alex had always nipped it in the bud and April had never pressed. When he thought about it, April usually had to cajole Alex into playing along with her kinks, and Alex found it quite strange she had been so quick to let that one go. But once he had the stockings on, he let those thoughts drift from his mind; there were too many other things going on right now to dwell on something so immaterial.

“Stand right in front of me. I need to help you get in the garter belt,” said Jaime, sitting down next to him and gesturing for him to place his legs over his lap. 

Despite Jaime’s icy demeanor and standoffish attitude, the act of him dressing Alex up like this felt strangely intimate. As Jaime fiddled with the straps, Alex thought about how April had been, with this exception of his doctor, the only person to see him naked since high school gym class. In his current state, caged and partially draped in lingerie, Alex felt somehow more naked than ever before. With the garter belt finally in place and attached to the stockings, Jaime handed Alex a pair of black lace women's panties.

“I can tell you're about to ask me another question,” remarked Jaime. “Given what they’ve got planned for you, the panties go over the garters. I think they should fit over that high-tech chastity device you're wearing too. Project Wonder, that’s the name they went with.”

Alex held the delicate panties in his hands, his mind now racing frantically. April had always been open about her perversions, or so he thought, meaning that she’d always been devilishly adventurous in bed. Before the distance grew between them, she had on occasion tied him up to the bed, riding his cock with her hands around his throat, and continuing to ride him after he’d cum until he was begging her to stop. She had pegged him once every few weeks or so, and even occasionally gone off with one of her female lovers, an indulgence that Alex had reluctantly allowed. She had even peed on him one time, though Alex had quickly put a stop to that. April had always been kinky, but never expressed interest in anything of this nature before, at least not in a sexual way.

“This must be Michael’s idea, or maybe a kink that he introduced her to. That’s it. Michael introduced her to it and then she loved it,” he thought to himself.

Suddenly, the sight of April being fucked by Michael's massive cock popped into his mind’s eye. He felt his stomach churn as he squeezed his eyes shut, trying to banish the vision from his mind.

“God, she’s beautiful. And smart. She taught me everything I know about this world, about women, about sex. Now look at what I’ve become.”

He slipped on the panties, focusing on the task at hand, hoping beyond all hopes that he could get everything back to how they were when the couple had first met, when he was a sophomore and she was a grad student. The memories flooded his mind, a time when their relationship was filled with passion and excitement, before the distance started to grow between them.

Jaime handed him a black bra, heavily padded to give him the illusion of breasts. Alex wordlessly slipped it on over his shoulders and let Jaime fasten it and adjust the straps. He felt foolish wearing the thing, but was at least grateful that it wasn’t as uncomfortable as it looked.

“Are we done?” asked Alex, his anxiety building as he felt the outfit coming to fruition.

“Be patient!” shushed Jaime, as he pulled out a black duffle bag stashed underneath the bed.

He made Alex sit down again, ruffling his shoulder length hair until a portion of it was hanging in front of his face. There was no warning: two snips and Alex now sported a rudimentary set of bangs.

“Hey!” Alex complained, but it was too late.

“Don’t complain. We’ll get you into a salon later. Now there’s just one more thing.”  

Jaime once again grabbed the black bag and poured out its contents onto the mattress: eye-shadow palettes, lipstick, and a bevy of makeup brushes.

“It’s time for the finishing touches,” Jaime said, examining Alex’s face as he cocked his head to the side. “I'm going to make you look like a real whore.”

Alex recoiled from the word.

“Whore. Is that what I am? I mean, I licked up a stranger’s cum. What else could I be? I wasn’t paid for it though. A slut? Trash, maybe. But not a whore,” he thought to himself, frowning and wishing that Jaime would just get this whole ordeal over with.

Seeing that he’d struck a nerve, Jaime smiled and told him, “Well, you don’t look much like a man, and no proper lady would be caught dead in that outfit. So, yeah, you look a bit like a whore, and a cheap one at that.”

Alex felt his chest burning with a mixture of fear and anger, but after a moment it dissipated. His spirit was broken, so he nodded his head in agreement with Jaime’s insults.

“There you go. Just shut the fuck up and take it. It might not feel good, but that attitude will serve you well around here,” remarked Jaime, before pulling out a cheap tube of liquid foundation and applying it to a fresh makeup sponge.

The young man worked on Alex's face in silence, applying foundation, bronzer, eyeshadow - the whole works. After half an hour had passed and he was finished, Alex could tell that Jaime was pleased with his work.

“I'm not going to lie to you,” admitted Jaime, “you look sexy. Trashy as fuck, yes, but sexy nonetheless. Now put on your shoes and wait for me. There's a mirror on the inside of the armoire if you want to check yourself out. I'm going to go talk to Ms. April and Mr. Michael to see what they want done with you. Actually… shit! We’ve got to paint your toenails or Ms. April will have my head.”

Jaime dug through the pile of makeup and brushes until he found a small bottle of bright pink nail polish. He gestured towards Alex to put his feet up on the bed, and Alex did so without complaint. Jaime was an expert, coating each nail with an even coat in only one or two strokes of the brush, getting the whole job done in just a few minutes.

“Don’t even think about touching them,” Jaime remarked, as he stuffed the makeup and nail polish back in the canvas bag before standing up and unceremoniously walking out of the room.

With those parting words, Alex was left all alone for the first time since the ordeal had begun. Not knowing what else to do, he climbed into the heels and stumbled clumsily toward the mirror.  The image staring back at him was of a complete stranger. She was enigmatic, beautiful, slender, and cheap. A youthful beauty obscured by a layer of artificial sex appeal.

Jaime had called him a whore and he knew now that he was right. Alex could see that he was a commodity: finally something that could be sold. He’d failed as a writer, as a husband, as a provider. Now he had something to sell that people would actually want to buy. And he knew April would make sure of that. Alex turned around, admiring his own ass, staring in awe at its shape and the way the panties accentuated it when April walked into the frame of the mirror.


Chapter 4

“My, my! You look even better than I expected,” April commented, looking at Alex in the mirror.

Alex was startled, holding back a gasp. The unworldly being that stared back at him in the mirror had vanished, replaced with an anxious and overwhelmed failure painted up like a doll. 

“There's one last finishing touch we need to add,” April explained, approaching him from behind and putting her hands on his shoulders. “Remember when you bought me that diamond ring? You were full of a million promises, most of which you’ve broken. So I’m giving you the ring back. I’ve made a few changes, but it’s something just like it. You can think of this here as a symbol of our new covenant.”

She pulled out a black, leather collar, half an inch thick and lined with fur. A sizable diamond was inset in the front of the collar, a diamond he would recognize anywhere.

“You're going to wear this for me. At least I’m hoping you will. Because we've known each other for so long, Alex, and because I do care about you. Even though things have changed between us, I'm going to give you a final chance to get out of this. One final chance. You've already dipped a toe into this world, so I think you have at least an idea about how things are going to play out. This is your final chance to say no. You can walk out of here and nobody’s going to stop you, or you can let me slip his collar around your neck and see just how deep the rabbit hole goes. Take a few minutes to think over your decision.”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Alex tilted his chin into the air and showed April his neck, his answer wordless but unmistakable. April’s smile beamed as she slipped the collar around his slender neck, tightening it snuggly and testing it out by yanking on the small stainless steel ring affixed just below the diamond.

“I might not be her husband any longer, but at least I can still be hers,” he thought to himself, ready to do anything if it meant just a whiff of April’s affection.

As far as he was concerned, she could fuck whomever she wanted. He didn't care any longer. He would debase himself to hell and back if it meant the occasional kiss on the cheek from this goddess he’d somehow managed to wrangle into his life, only to lose through his own stupidity. This was his penance and it was a penance he would gladly pay. April, still holding the stainless steel ring, produced a black length of leather leash and affixed one end to the ring.

“Once your financial obligations to me are fulfilled, we can have an open and honest discussion about our future together. Now, are you prepared to continue on your journey?”

Alex nodded his head and April led him out of the dressing room and back into the hallway. The lights, soft and yellow, were turned up a bit more now letting him see the terrain he’d only stumbled through before. He struggled, however, to keep up with April’s long gait in his new high-heeled shoes, rushing so as to not let the leash tug on his neck. When the pair reached the parlor, April’s pace relented and Alex was finally able to survey the scene.

The ceiling was twenty feet high and most of the light came from an impressive crystal chandelier which hung from the middle of the ceiling. Elegant, overstuffed leather couches and chairs were scattered haphazardly around the room, partitioning it off into separate sitting areas. The walls themselves were lined entirely with books, none of which Alex could make out. Dead center, underneath the chandelier sat a plexiglass box, about six feet by four feet by four feet, and one of its smaller ends was hinged open. Inside sat a ball gag and a pair of silver handcuffs.

“Now, I need you to take these before we begin. Trust me, it will make the experience much more enjoyable for both of us,” said April, pulling an assortment of pills from her purse and handing them to Alex, who swallowed them without water and without hesitation.

After letting Alex get his bearings, with a tug of the leash, April led him towards the box and Alex followed, balance still unsteady on the tall heels. April opened the gate to the box and undid the leash. Without needing to be told, Alex got down on his hands and knees and crawled inside. The floor was padded with pink velvet cushions, and the box was just large enough so that Alex could fit inside without too much difficulty. Air flowed through the box from vents underneath the cushions creating, in Alex’s opinion, a not altogether uncomfortable atmosphere.

April closed the door behind him as Alex got settled in. Once the door was shut, she pulled out her cell phone and began fiddling with it. A few seconds later, there was an audible snap that came from the latch of the door that had just closed.

“Try and get out,” she instructed, her voice muffled by the box.

Alex pressed on the door to the box, only to find it immovable. He hit the glass with the palms of his hands and then tried fiddling with the hidden hinges, but no matter what he did he couldn’t manage to get it open. April tested the door as well, and once she was satisfied that it was locked beyond any doubt, she sank down to her haunches and looked Alex directly in the eyes.

“Now put on the gag and the handcuffs then make yourself comfortable, as comfortable as you can at least,” she instructed, pulling out her phone and fiddling with it. “With this, you’ll be able to see out, but no one will be able to see in. You find out why a little later.”

Much to his surprise, the windows of the box began to tint themselves until he was barely able to see out of it. He thought about calling out for her, but knew better than to do so. He’d made his bed, so to speak, and had consented to be there. Alone. He knew he had to wait to see how it all played out so he did as she suggested, putting on the gag and cuffs and laying down on his back and cocking his knees to the side, trying not to let the isolation get to him. He’d all but forgotten the chastity cage strapped between his legs and was quickly getting used to the lingerie and the shaved body, neither of which were as uncomfortable as he might have imagined. Plus, there was something oddly comforting about the enclosed space, the cuffs, and the cool velour resting against his smooth, exposed skin.

Finally letting the exhaustion of the day catch up with him, he closed his eyes. For the first time in as long as he could remember he felt a modicum of peace. Whatever was going to happen to him was outside of his control now. The pressure to please April was gone. All he had to do was obey her wishes and if he was lucky, things might not turn out so badly for him. At the very least he’d be able to pay back the money he owed her.

“Things could be worse,” he thought to himself, not daring to examine why he wasn’t more distraught than he was.

Alex laid there with his eyes closed, letting the time pass. Suddenly the grandfather clock tolled and Alex opened his eyes, counting the chimes as they rang out. It was eleven at night, later than he’d imagined. Unworried, he closed his eyes again, but this time his sleep was interrupted by a doorbell. A minute passed and then a stranger emerged from the foyer. It was a woman with stunning red hair, tall and slender and dressed in a red evening gown. She ignored the box completely, moving gracefully through the parlor and into the kitchen, heels clacking against the polished wood floor.

She left the door open behind her and Alex could hear the din of a group conversation taking place. He couldn’t parse out the words, but everyone talking sounded relaxed. A few minutes later a group of five men emerged from the kitchen, all dressed in business suits, all of different ages and different ethnicities. The woman in red walked out next to one of the men and April brought up the rear, holding hands with Michael. Alex propped himself up on his elbow, anxiety flushing back into his body as the group circled around the glass box.

One of the men, middle aged with sandy blonde hair, sank down and immediately tried to open the box’s door. Unsuccessful, the man took his place with his colleagues, a satisfied smirk plastered across his face.

“Does anyone need another drink?” asked Michael in his booming baritone.

There was a flurry of requests and Michael seemed to type them all into his cell phone.

“Jaime will be out with them in a few minutes. Until then, we should get started. I know some of you met a few minutes ago, but I think it’s time to make some proper introductions. You all know me and my business partner April Ronstadt-Meyer. To my left is Mr. Yuki Furukawa of the Furukawa Group. Next to him, Prince Ahmed al-Khindi, a man who needs no introduction. Next to him is Bertolt Krupp of Krupp Industries and next to him is Xi Guanyuan, who most of you probably have never heard of but someone I will vouch for on my credibility. His lovely wife Amanda Guanyuan is the beautiful redhead on his arm.”

The group all nodded to one another, shaking hands as a young woman, slim and girlish and dressed in revealing lingerie, emerged from the kitchen holding a tray of drinks on a silver platter. When she began handing them out, Alex realized he recognized her from somewhere.

“Jaime!” he thought to himself, shocked by his transformation almost as much as he was by the scene unfolding around him.

Once the drinks were handed out, Jaime exited the room and Michael began speaking once again.

“Gentleman, Mrs. Guanyuan, tonight I have the honor of showing you proof of concept for our newest business venture: Lockr. We all know what Uber has done to revolutionize the transportation industry. We all know what Airbnb has done to revolutionize the hospitality industry, as well as the real estate market. Hell, Prince al-Khindi knows better than anyone and I’m sure his bank account reflects that!” joked Michael, and everyone laughed politely.

“Our families have been in the business of making money for hundreds of years, even longer here for Mr. Guanyuan. It’s up to us to keep that tradition alive, to meet the challenges of our modern days. Now, I’m going to get a little technical here, but bear with me. Something that all of our families have faced is what some economists call ‘the tendency of the rate of profit to fall,’ i.e. the ratio of profit to the amount of invested capital decreases over time. To put it more simply, the more we develop the economies of our respective countries, the harder and harder it is for us to make a buck!

I’m sure you all know the feeling that we’re getting in on the tail end of something really great, seeing as it’s harder than ever to turn a profit. Instead of setting up steelworks, like Mr. Krupp’s forebears did, or financing an automotive plant like Mr. Furukawa’s grandparents did, we must find ways to disrupt the very system that provided our families their fortunes. AirBnB did that. Facebook did that. Uber most definitely did that. Now, we are going to do the same!

The world is changing, my friends. Everything from the way we travel to the way we invest our capital to the way we relax when we’re off for the weekend. When I was a kid, people had to go out to a theater if they wanted to see a movie. Now everyone stays at home and watches Netflix. Disruption! When Herr Krupp was a young man, he had to book a hotel through a travel agent if he was visiting a foreign city. Now all he has to do is book a room on AirBnB.

Disruption! It’s happening across the board, ladies and gentlemen, from cars to construction and everything else in between. But, there is an industry that has been mostly untouched by our technological revolution. Do you know which industry I speak of? The world’s oldest industry, of course.”

With those words, Michael pulled out his cell phone and lifted the tint from the walls of the box. Alex shielded his eyes from the light. There was a smattering of applause by the men in attendance.

“You’ve really outdone yourself this time Michael, you crazy son of a bitch,” the Japanese man said as he approached the box.

“Try and open it up,” suggested Michael and the man knelt down and tried to force open the door, but it was completely sealed shut.

“No, really. Try and get in there. Do your worst,” urged Michael, egging the man on.

The muscular asian man began shaking the box with all of his might, followed by a few powerful kicks which did nothing to the door but terrified Alex, who had his back against the far wall. His mouth had gone dry and his heart beat audibly inside of his chest as another of the men approached the box and kicked at the door.

“The glass is made of a clear tungsten carbide alloy, three times harder than stainless steel. The lock has been designed by Honeywell and modeled after one of their most secure safes. It can only be unlocked via a 256-bit encrypted signal,” explained Michael, taking out a phone from his pocket.

He looked at al-Khindi and asked “Would you like to do the honors? No? How about you, Bert?”

The steely German man took the phone from Michael and the others crowded around over his shoulder to see what he was doing.

“Upfront, it costs fifty dollars to remove the tinting, another fifty to unlock the cuffs, and three hundred more just to unlock the box. That money will serve as a deposit to make sure you don’t damage the goods. Now if you want a blowjob, it costs two hundred US dollars to unlock the gag, and if you want full service, you have to pay twice that to get her out of the chastity device. The prices are all dependent on the market, of course, but that’s neither here nor there.

Once you've got your nut, you make sure your little plaything’s gag or chastity cage is reattached, put her safely inside the enclosure, and press this button. Boom! The door will lock again and you get your deposit refunded. I’ve already linked my PayPal account and have a couple hundred bucks burning a hole in my pocket. Go ahead and open it up,” instructed Michael, nodding his head at Bertolt and giving him the go ahead.

The phone made a pinging sound and there was an audible snap that came from the lock on the box. Michael approached and swung the door open with ease before beckoning Alex to emerge from the box with his hand. The young man froze, confused, overwhelmed, and overstimulated. At that moment, Michael looked quickly at April and she bared her teeth at Alex. He’d seen that gesture a hundred times in the past and knew that if he didn’t get himself together there would be hell to pay. So he reluctantly crawled out of his box and sat on his haunches just outside of the threshold, his face burning with embarrassment.

“Don't mind this one,” explained April. “It's her first time doing anything like this. For men of your caliber, we wanted to arrange something special.”

Alex felt the handcuffs loosen and heard the lock on the gag disengage. He slipped out of the cuffs and spit out the gag, feeling a small measure of relief as he wiped the spit from his lips. He looked around at the investors and saw them eyeing him like a piece of meat. He was now more terrified than he could even imagine, wondering to himself if he would even be able to leave now if he wanted to. He had known April had something sinister planned for him, but he never imagined anything like this.

“She’s never even sucked a cock before. Eighteen years old, you have that on my honor. Now, who wants to be his first?” asked April.

The men looked sideways at one another until Bertolt stepped forward, handing Michael his phone back and then standing in front of Alex. He was tall and powerfully built, towering over Alex as he undid his fly and slipped out his cock, thick, uncut, and already semi-erect.

“Open up, bitch,” he instructed, his Bavarian accent thick and devoid of compassion.


Chapter 5

Not knowing what else to do, Alex closed his eyes and did as he was told. It was warmer than he expected, and softer. For a moment, he just sat there motionless. Annoyed, April crouched down next to Alex, took a hold of his balls and squeezed. A shock of pain ran through his body and Alex let out a cry, muffled by the quickly hardening cock inside of his mouth.

“Start sucking now,” she growled, before letting go of her iron grip.

So Alex sucked, bobbing his head and mouth up and down Bertolt’s thick, uncut cock. After a few moments April asked Bertolt, “how is she doing?”

Bertolt replied, “eh, first timers are fun to play with, but this one is using a lot of teeth.”

“Did you hear that, Alex,” she barked out, the anger barely concealed in her voice. “Put your lips over your teeth. Bertolt, if Alex gets too teethy again, feel free to smack her for me.”

Alex tried as best as he could to follow April’s instructions, but after a few seconds he felt Bertolt’s cock withdraw from his mouth and then suddenly there was a loud pop in his left ear. His vision filled with lights and there was a sudden burning sensation against his left cheek.

“It is not rocket science!” barked Bertolt. “You are not Werner von Braun! Wrap your lips over your teeth like a good little slut and get back to work.”

Alex’s heart was beating desperately in his chest as he fought back the fear and embarrassment that washed over him. Not knowing how else to get out of the situation, however, he did as he was told, wrapping his lips completely over his teeth and putting his mouth back over Bertolt’s rock hard cock.

“That’s a good whore. Now suck,” he growled.

Alex could feel the eyes of everyone on him as he bobbed his head back and forth. His cheek burned and his knees were beginning to hurt. He could tell Bertolt’s pre-cum had begun to flow as a sickeningly sweet taste emerged in his senses.

“It's just like sucking on April's strap-on. It’s just like sucking on April’s strap-on,” repeated Alex to himself. “If I close my eyes I can pretend that’s what it is. I can pretend I'm performing for April. That’s what I’m doing, isn’t it? Performing for April because that’s what she wants me to do. And the better job I do, the happier that I’ll make her.”

Getting into the right mindset, Alex started sucking a little deeper and he immediately felt the man’s body respond to him.

“Oh wow,” remarked the stern German, “this one learns fast!”

“I knew she would,” remarked April, the acid mostly gone from her voice. “She knows how important this demonstration is. For both of us.”

Suddenly, Alex felt something tapping on his cheek. He glanced over with his eyes and saw a thick, brown, veiny cock hanging mere centimeters from his face. Prince al-Khindi had approached, eager for his turn. Not knowing what to do, Alex glanced back at April who gave him a nod of approval, so he stopped sucking Bertolt and took al-Khindi’s cock inside of his mouth. He was a little smaller and tasted of sweat, but before he could begin pleasuring the prince, the man grabbed Alex by the back of his head and pulled his face against his torso, impaling Alex’s throat with his cock. Alex gagged loudly, unable to get any leverage to get himself out of the predicament. He tried to breathe but his airway was completely stopped by the man’s throbbing, veiny cock. After ten seconds, he began to panic, tapping al-Khindi’s leg in a desperate attempt to get him to ease up. He glanced hopefully at April, who grinned wryly, offering him no help at all. After what seemed like an eternity, the Prince released his grip. Alex quickly came off the man’s cock, gasping loudly for air as a thick strand of spit and mucus ran from his mouth onto his chest and the dark, hardwood floor.

“Stop being so dramatic,” chastised April. “You’re gonna have to learn to deepthroat a lot better than that if you’re gonna make any money at all in this business.”

Alex looked at her and nodded his head, wiping the tears off his face with the heel of his palm. Reluctantly, he opened his mouth back up and al-Khindi stuck his cock back inside, deep into his throat. Alex gagged once again but didn’t try to pull away, fucking al-Khindi’s cock with his throat, refusing to back off despite the pain and discomfort. After a few moments, Alex knew the full length of the man’s cock was running in and out of his throat. The sensation was almost too overwhelming to bear, and just when Alex thought he couldn’t take it any longer, al-Khindi thrust himself as deep as he could go. Alex saw stars as his nose was pressed painfully up against the Prince’s pelvis, his thick Arab cock twitching madly as he spurt his seed directly into Alex’s stomach.

“Eejah Daharee!” he shouted, his voice echoing through the parlor.

There was a scattering of applause throughout the room and Alex felt his body flush red, an unexpected surge of sexual energy flowing through his body. Alex’s cock began to stiffen in its cage, despite all the fear, pain, and misgivings, until the steel tube was the only thing keeping his erection from coming to fruition. Prince al-Khindi zipped himself up, grabbed his glass of wine from Jaime and quickly downed the rest of it in one big gulp.

“Why don’t you finish up, Herr Krupp. I’m keen on getting my deposit back,” urged Michael, prompting Bertolt to stick his cock back inside of Alex’s mouth.

Alex began sucking without being urged on. After a few moments, he took Krupp’s cock into his throat to get the shaft wet and sloppy before grabbing it with both hands and jerking him off, his tongue running circles against the man's heavy balls.

“See? She's a natural,” commented April. “She’s gone from scraping teeth to the expert cocksucker you see right now within the space of thirty minutes!”

Hearing April’s praise made him hesitate. It was one of the first nice things he’d heard April say to him in months, but Alex knew that she was right. In this place and with April’s urging, being in a submissive position had done something to him. It had cleared his mind and filled him with desires he didn’t even know he possessed.

“But are they my desires, or are they April’s?” he thought to himself.

“What are you doing?” barked Krupp, grabbing Alex by the hair and forcing his mouth back on his cock.

So Alex sucked, running his tongue along the bottom of Krupp’s cock, just like how April used to do for him in years past. After a few minutes, he felt his jaw becoming sore, but he also felt Krupp’s hips begin to sway and grunts begin to emit from his belly. So Alex took him back into his throat, gagging and bobbing, doing his damndest to make the man cum. Krupp, however, withdrew himself from Alex's mouth and began stroking his cock mere inches from his face.

“Open wide,” he ordered, and Alex complied, sitting back on his haunches, closing his eyes and opening his mouth.

He heard Krupp let loose a deep groan and instantly felt something warm, wet, and sticky shoot all over his face. The first rope hit him in the eyes and on the forehead, and the second and third made it into his mouth. The rest drenched his torso. The feeling of fresh cum in Alex’s mouth was shocking and he didn’t know what to do. He opened his eyes to check with April but was immediately blinded with the stinging substance. He fought to urge to gag on the salty liquid, kneeling there uncomfortably in front of the group of investors.

“What are you waiting for?” asked April, the annoyance in her voice palpable. “Swallow it down!”

So Alex did, taking a deep gulp of the thick, viscous substance, fighting the urge to gag as it slithered down his throat. When it was finally down and he was satisfied he wasn’t going to hack it back up, he began to wipe away the cum from his eyes before he was stopped by April.

“What are you doing? Are you going to insult our guest by not swallowing the rest of his cum? What were you gonna do, wipe it on these beautiful floors? Swallow the rest of it now!” she berated.

Alex frowned desperately, looking through his clouded vision at the bemused guests who were obviously delighting in seeing Alex debase himself like this. Not knowing what else to do, he began scraping the filth sitting on his face into his mouth. The cum had already begun to cool and had started to mix with the makeup plastered on his face, giving it an even more unpleasant flavor. Despite that, he managed to scrape off the majority of Krupps seed into his mouth before swallowing without thinking. This time he gagged loudly, but was able to keep himself from losing his lunch.

“That’s a good girl!” urged April.

It was the first time she had referred to him as a girl, and it made him feel so strange that he averted his gaze from hers. April noticed and approached, grabbing the ring on the front of Alex's collar calling him downward onto his hands and knees.

“Grab your gag. Put it back in. There you go. Now the handcuffs. Good girl. Now go on, get back in there,” she urged, giving him an open-ended slap on the ass. The slap stung and Alex quickly crawled back into the box. April shut it behind him and again the lock closed with an audible snap. Michael walked to the front of the box, and tried the door. Again it was locked tight.

“Bertolt, do me a favor and check the app again. Did I get my deposit back?”

Bertolt pulled the phone back out and then smiled. The rest of the investors huddled around behind his shoulder, obviously impressed. The deposit had indeed been refunded.

“Easy as pie,” declared Michael. “And remember, all of the providers are tested on a weekly basis as are our clients, just like you all were before you came to this party. So you’ve nothing to worry about. The app is simple, secure and idiot-proof. Not to mention all the bells and whistles we have introduced that will guarantee the app is profitable. Now he wants to try next? Yuki and Xi, why don't you two go next? Let's pretend it's been a long business trip and you two are a little short on funds. You’ve all used Venmo, right? Maybe you’re low on money or maybe you don't want the wife getting all suspicious about why you’re spending so much. So you split the bill. What do you gentlemen say? Full service? A little ‘eiffel tower’ action?”

When Alex heard the words “full service” he felt the blood run from out of his face. It was something that he knew he should expect, but for some reason he hadn’t thought of it until just this moment.

Luckily, one of the pills which April had given him was keeping the anxiety from overtaking him. It provided a warmth and detachment that helped Alex get over something which would have been unthinkable in a normal headspace. April and Michael and the rest of the investors sat around chatting, exploring the new app as Alex laid back down, feeling a little drowsy and developing a thirst. But unable to make his desires known he had no recourse but to lay down and think. By now, Alex knew beyond any doubt that this was going to be his life for the foreseeable future, the plaything of April and her friend’s sick perversions.

“Is this what April wanted all along? Is this something I can live with? Will I be able to live with myself after this is all said and done? I can make it through one night, sure. But a week? A month? Who knows how long this will last? And what will happen to me once she gets tired of all of this? Will she abandon me then? She wouldn’t do that to me, after all we’ve been through. She wouldn’t, would she? What else am I supposed to do? At least I can get off, I guess. I always got off when April fucked me with the strap-on. It hurt, but I did get off. That’s something to live for. Getting off and paying back April’s money.”

The fugue he entered was a depressing one, but at the end of that day he had the gut instinct that a life without April would be a short and cruel one, probably ending alone in a cheap motel or studio apartment hanging from the end of a rope. In that moment, the taste of cum still bitter in his mouth, genitals wrapped uncomfortably in a steel cage, his asshole aching from being plugged for so long, this house and the pleasures it offered didn't seem like that much of a consolation. But it was April's plan and he knew she was right about things, more often than not.

He regretted all the suggestions that she’d given that he’d failed to act on, suggestions that if he’d taken would have left him in a much more comfortable spot than he was in at the moment. April knew best, and Alex promised himself that he was going to follow her instructions, either until she got sick of him or he died, whatever came first. Suddenly, there was a deafening slam against the side of his prison, snapping him from his melancholy.

“Wake up!” barked April. “You're going to be needed in a second.”

Alex shook his head realizing that he’d dozed off. The front of the box was open and the two men, Xi and Yuki, were undressing a few feet away from him. He looked up at April for guidance and she beckoned for him to crawl out of the box. Alex did as instructed, slinking out and sitting cross legged at the base of April’s feet, the high heels strapped to his feet making the position awkward and uncomfortable. April turned towards the two men and invited them to come closer.

“What did you two decide on?” she asked, cryptically.

“Full service. We want to fuck her. Let’s get her completely unlocked,” answered Yuki, his voice quiet, but simmering with perverse desire.

“That’s what I wanted to hear! Go ahead and pay the fee. I think it should be six hundred total, but remember the three fifty you paid up front will be refunded to you once you put the product back in its place.”

Xi reached into his discarded pants to fetch his phone, fiddling with it. The gag and handcuffs unlocked themselves and Alex discarded them to the floor, relieved to again be rid of them. Next, Alex almost jumped out of his skin as a sudden and short vibration that stemmed from the plug rumbled deep inside his body, followed by the unmistakable sound of a deadbolt turning.

The rest of the onlookers, Bertolt, al-Khindi, April, Michael, and Jaime all clapped until Yuki approached Alex and beckoned him to stand up, which Alex did without hesitation. Alex was just shorter than the Japanese man, who was in his forties but still lean and muscular. Without a word he inched closer to Alex and grabbed firmly ahold of the device that still bound his genitals and secured the plug-in still inside of him. The man flipped open the latch with ease, pulling off the small tubular piece of steel and the ring, freeing Alex's cock and balls from their prison.

It was one of the greatest releases he’d felt in his entire life, like scratching the perfect itch, or having his sinus drain after a six month long cold. Unexpectedly, Alex’s cock began to stiffen, urged on by a mix of desire and whatever drug cocktail that April had given him. Yuki noticed and gave it a squeeze, sending a wave of pleasure shooting through Alex’s body.

Hitherto, Alex hadn’t even been attracted to men. Truth be told, he had always had a low sex drive and although he had enjoyed the steamy first few years of his relationship with April when their sex games would last hours, sex with something that Alex could easily do without, another thing which set him apart from other men. However, in this moment, he felt his breath quicken and realized that he felt more excited than ever before, even surpassing the halcyon days of his early relationship with April. The older man let go of Alex’s cock and pulled him closer, wrapping his arms around the young man and squeezing his firm ass cheeks, pressing their naked bodies together. 

“Oh my God, I’m being groped by a man,” thought Alex to himself.

Alex’s first instinct was to fight it, but it felt too good so he just let it happen, letting Yuki run his hands up and down his body, touching his most sensitive and intimate areas. Yuki's hands were strong and his touch caused Alex’s knees to turn to jelly. He felt someone else approach him from behind and begin groping his ass, before grabbing hold of the steel butt plug, still firmly in place inside of him.

Looking over his shoulder, Alex watched as Xi started to tug on the butt plug still lodged deep in his ass. His muscles immediately tensed at the sensation, the cold metal plug having been inside him for hours, leaving him feeling raw and sore.

“You’d best relax, because it’s coming out one way or the other,” chuckled Xi, slapping Alex on the ass and again grabbing hold of the plug’s curved base.

“Relax,” whispered Yuki into his ear, and Alex did as best as he could to listen.

Xi pulled harder and harder until Alex felt his ass stretch to the limit. He let out a cry of pain which Xi ignored, continuing to ease the plug out of Alex’s ass in a slow and steady manner. Just when Alex thought he couldn’t take it any longer, there was an audible pop. A lightning bolt of pain and pleasure coursed through his body as the plug fell unceremoniously to the floor.


Chapter 6

As Alex regained his senses, he realized that Yuki was holding him up, preventing him from collapsing to the floor.

“Th… Thank you,” he muttered to the man, who touched his cheek gently in response.

Alex realized that while the release of the plug was painful, it was also extremely necessary. His asshole felt warm and stretched out, but the majority of the pain and discomfort was gone. Yuki and Xi continued to run their hands over Alex’s body as Jaime approached with a linen towel to pick the plug off the floor before making a beeline to the kitchen. 

“Let’s see if you’ll suck me as good as you sucked al-Khindi,” growled Xi, guiding Alex back down to his knees.

Alex came face to face with Xi’s cock, which was shaved and a little skinny, but longer than both Al-Khindi and Bertolt, and at least four inches longer than his own. It was cut and curved upward into a big mushroom tip.  Closing his eyes, he began to suck without even thinking, lost in a dream brought on by pain and drugs and a lack of sleep. Xi’s cock was clean and his pre-cum tasted sweet, a welcome change from the two previous men.

“Show us what you’ve learned tonight,” urged April, and Alex immediately took Xi’s cock down into his throat.

It was easier this time. Alex’s still gagged but in a soft, more controlled manner. Xi moaned softly in pleasure, and Alex felt a jilt of pride, despite himself.

“Fuck, I’m getting too close!” laughed the Chinese man, yanking his cock from Alex’s mouth and taking a step back.

Alex looked up at Yuki as the man took up the position in front of him. His cock was only semi-erect, so Alex kneeled lower and started licking at his shaved balls. Within a few moments, Yuki’s member was at full attention and Alex turned his attention to it. Yuki was also circumcised but smaller than Xi, and somehow tasted even sweeter when he started leaking. Alex bobbed his head up and down the man’s cock and Yuki gently placed his hands on Alex’s cheeks, gently caressing them as Alex greedily went to work.

“Amazing! She’s a real gem!” exclaimed Yuki, his eyes rolled back in ecstasy.

“I’m ready to fuck her,” said Xi in response.

Alex was overcome with a wave of apprehension, wishing that Yuki would be the one to take his cherry.

“I bet you are,” interjected April, “but Yuki’s buy-in is at 30%, while yours is only 15%. I think Yuki shares of stock have earned him cherry privileges.”

Shocked at what he was hearing, Alex took Yuki’s cock out of his mouth and turned to April, who grinned and winked at him. In that instant, Alex’s heart melted. It was the only bit of kindness or mercy April had shown him in months, if not years. And Alex didn’t even have to tell her about it, she was able to read him, just like old times between them. Despite the circumstances, it gave him hope that there was still something left of the bond between them. Although he knew it wasn’t as strong as it used to be, it gave Alex hope that it hadn’t been severed completely.

“Go on, sweetie,” urged Yuki, “go ahead and climb on top of the glass box for me.”

Alex stood and climbed on top of the box, lying down on his back and staring at the ceiling. The glass was cool and stuck to Alex’s skin as he tried to move his hips just off the edge. Once he was in position, Alex looked up and saw Jaime applying lube from a small tube onto Yuki’s cock. The butterflies began to flutter violently in his stomach as Yuki finally approached Alex, his cock erect and greasy with lube.

The older man momentarily placed his hands around Alex’s small waist before slipping off his panties and discarding them to the floor. Alex looked down at his own cock, which was fully erect at four and a half inches and absolutely throbbing, leaking a tiny pool of pre-cum onto his stomach.

“The little slut wants it so bad, look at her,” commented April, to the laughter and approval of the rest of the group who’d all gathered around to watch the deed commence.

“Let’s start like this,” commented Yuki, who pressed a lubed finger against the entrance to Alex’s hole. “I bet she’s sore from having that plug in for so long.”

Alex felt Yuki’s finger slide into him. He moaned, overcome with an admixture of desire and pain. Yuki started slowly working his finger in and out of Alex’s hole, and after the shock was gone, Alex rocked his body along with it. After a few moments, Yuki withdrew his finger and immediately replaced it with his cock, which slid in easily. Alex let out a howl of feminine desire which echoed throughout the empty hall.

With this, Alex’s ego disappeared. He no longer feared losing April, he no longer feared death. He no longer feared the mistakes and the humiliations that he’d gone through to get to this juncture in his life. He was no longer a man, no longer a woman, no longer embodied it all. All of his existence was subsumed into a drug-filled haze of otherworldly pleasure.

Yuki’s thrusts were slow and methodical, and Alex’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, unleashing a feminine squeak each time the cock was driven into his body. The older man picked up the pace, ramming himself in and out of Alex’s aching hole, as an even greater bomb of sexual energy was unleashed inside Alex’s being. Rope after rope of white-hot cum shot out from his cock onto his stomach and chest, but Alex hardly realized he was cumming at all. In fact, Alex hardly knew where he was anymore.

“Amazing,” commented April.

Yuki then let out a groan and Alex started to come back down to earth. He felt the older man’s cock twitching inside of him and his insides being filled with a copious amount of warm cum. It felt so good that he wanted to cry. When Yuki withdrew his cock, he felt a torrent of cum leaking out of him as he stared up at the ceiling, staring at the chandelier that had seemed to disappear in his trance of pleasure. Suddenly, Yuki leaned in and gave Alex a kiss on the lips, heavy and passionate. Alex returned the kiss with gusto, surprised at how the stubble on Yuki’s face rubbed against his smooth cheeks. He’d never kissed a man before and was surprised at just how easily he took to it, but after what Yuki had just done to him, Alex would have done anything in that moment to pay him back.

Alex looked on as Yuki took a towel from Jaime and started cleaning himself off, to another smattering of applause. Alex rolled onto his side, curling into a little ball. He was drained, satisfied, and ready for a full night’s sleep. Alex’s desire to rest, however, would not be satiated.

“What do you think you’re doing?” asked Xi, a perverse smile plastered over his face as he grabbed Alex by the ankles and slid him to the edge of the box.

Alex had almost forgotten about Xi and felt completely unprepared for another round. Alex looked at April desperately, but the brief show of sympathy she’d given him was already gone.

“Get on your hands and knees, baby. You’re in for the ride of your life,” growled Xi, slapping Alex as hard as he could on his bare ass.

Alex gave a yelp at the stinging blow, but immediately assumed the position, sticking his feet and ass out over the edge of the box.

“Arch your back!” ordered Xi, giving Alex another painful slap on the ass, this time on the opposite cheek, and Alex complied with the order as best as he could.

“Look at that nasty little hole!” exclaimed the man, spreading Alex’s cheeks. “Normally, I’m not one for sloppy seconds, but this bitch looks like she needs it rough.”    

Alex clenched his jaw, having no idea how his sore and used hole was going to accommodate Xi’s cock, which was quite a bit larger than Yuki’s and orders of magnitude bigger than the largest dildo April had ever used on him. Sensing his nervousness, Xi delivered another blow to Alex’s ass, causing a little yelp to slip past his lips.

“The slut’s nervous,” he laughed, placing the tip of his glistening cock at the entrance of Alex’s sore pucker.

He began to push and Alex felt his hole stretching open farther than he’d ever imagined possible. He instinctively tried to pull away, but Xi was insistent, grabbing Alex by the pelvis and sliding himself even deeper into his hole. Alex wailed as his hole stretched beyond its limit. In that moment, he felt guilty for enjoying his first time with Yuki and foolish for letting the pleasure overcome him. His body tensed up even more and Xi slapped him hard again on his ass, withdrawing his cock like a sword from a sheath.

“Relax bitch,” he instructed, taking another squirt of lube being offered to him by Jaime and slathering it up and down the length of his throbbing member.

Unexpectedly, Jaime stood next to Alex and grabbed hold of his cock with his palm, greasy with lube. Jaime’s touch was gentler than the mens’, his skin softer. He started stroking Alex, which at first was overwhelming, but soon began to feel good as his cock stiffened at the stimulation.

“He’s right, you know,” Jaime whispered into his ear, “you’ve got to relax even though you’re overstimulated right now. Take a few breaths and focus on how good I can make you feel right now.”

Alex did his best to listen, slowing his breath and trying to focus on Jaime’s hand. Within a few seconds, he was hard again, the worst of the pain forgotten. Without any warning, Xi slid his cock back in. The pain wasn't quite as bad this time, but Alex still didn't help but let out a cry, his whimpers echoing against the room’s high ceiling.

“April!” he begged, his eyes welling with tears.

But she merely ignored him, sipping on a glass of white wine and looking on, Michael’s arm around her shoulder and a carefree look in her eye. So Xi kept fucking and Jaime kept whispering reassuring words into his ear.

“Don’t make him stop. You’re doing so good so far, don’t make him stop. This doesn’t have to be so bad. Relax, and remember how things were with Yuki. Try and get back in that mindspace, even though this man is being rough with you. You are where you’re meant to be. You’re here to serve. Enjoy it.”

Alex focused on his breath, trying to go inward as Xi began pumping deep as he could go, his hips making an audible slapping sound as they crashed against Alex’s ass cheeks.

“That's a good slut,” urged Xi. “Take that cock!”

Alex hated to admit it to himself, but it was getting easier. He still wasn’t comfortable, but the pain and accompanying panic that had set in when he’d first put it in was gone. Xi noticed the subtle change in Alex's demeanor and took his cock out, walking over to the other side of the glass box so that his greasy, erect cock hung inches away from Alex’s mouth.

“Suck on it,” he ordered.

Alex was shocked, breathing from his mouth, not wanting to catch a whiff of foul scent. He glanced over at April, who was now kissing and being groped by Michael. Realizing that he was still barking up the wrong tree, he turned to Jaime who told him, “Just do it, Alex. You’re here to be a slut and you’re here to make money. If you want to earn a good tip, you’ve got to do what they ask you to do, even if you think it’s gross. And having seen you today, I know pretty soon you’ll be begging for something just like this.”

Feeling lost and unsure, he relented, taking Xi’s greasy cock into his mouth. It was tainted and tasted of copper and fresh earth, nothing like the sweet and florid taste of Yuki’s seed. Despite his misgivings, he began sucking, urged on by Jaime. After Xi was satisfied, he withdrew his cock from Alex’s mouth and slid it back inside the young man’s ass. By now Alex felt numb. After a few pumps, he could feel Xi’s pace quicken and the thrusts running even deeper than before. Suddenly, he felt a twitch as his asshole was filled with cum for the second time in the day, and the second time in Alex’s life.

After what seems like an eternity, Xi removed himself and Alex collapsed onto his stomach. By now, he was absolutely sticky with cum: Bertolt’s, al-Khindi’s, Yuki’s, Xi’s, his own. Mercifully, Jaime produced a clean towel and started cleaning him off. 

“Oh no, you're not quite done yet,” remarked Xi. “We’ve got to get our deposits back.”

Hearing those words, Jaime stopped cleaning off Alex and went to the table next to April and Michael. He returned with a silver platter. On it sat Project Wonder, the metal chastity device that he’d worn earlier, freshly cleaned and freshly oiled. Jaime rolled Alex onto his side and Alex didn't resist.

The young man’s ass was incredibly sore, but also stretched out and slippery with lube and cum, so the plug slipped in without too much trouble. Next came the cock cage, which fit into place with an electronic locking sound. After ensuring it was secure, Jaime helped Alex down from off the glass box, thrust the gag back into his mouth, cuffed his hands, and led him back inside the enclosure. The door to the prison closed behind him with an audible sound, and the glass walls dimmed, rendering Alex invisible to the outside world. Exhausted and drained of energy, Alex collapsed onto the plush velvet cushions lining the floor of the box, lacking the energy to leave even if he had wanted to. With his eyes closed, he could only listen to the conversation that followed.

“It worked,” exclaimed Xi. “The deposit was credited immediately back into my account.”

“Mine too,” added Yuki, his voice soft and serious.

“We call that proof of concept, my dear boys!” laughed Michael.

“Isn’t this just prostitution? What’s keeping you all from going to prison for pimping this little thing out?” asked the woman in red.

“We’re not pimping her out,” corrected April. “We have two lawyers working on our team and they’ve got contacts in the Justice Department. As of next week, our business model will be approved by the State of California. Strictly speaking, you're not paying for sex. That would be illegal, of course. The contractor, i.e. the girl in the box is ready to fuck whoever walks through those doors, but unfortunately, there’s a glass box and a chastity device that’s preventing her from doing so. It might seem like we're splitting hairs, but the law makes a distinction. There’s nothing illegal about making a pornographic movie in California; you’re simply paying actors to play a part. Likewise, the language we use will make it clear that there's no guarantee of sex if you use our service, simply that the locks will be undone. We provide the room, we provide the locks, we provide the cages. The girls simply want to fuck.”

“Then what's stopping someone paying to unlock everything and then the girl refusing to do her job?” asked Xi.

“That's where the rating system comes in,” explained April. “You four who just used our service, check your phones. There should be a pop up there. Do you see it? Go ahead and give her a rating. I would urge you all to give her five stars; from my perspective she did a five star job. And leave a tip if you would like, though it’s not required. Now, this rating takes place after every interaction and if the contractor’s rating falls below a certain threshold, then their account gets deactivated and they’re no longer welcome to use our service. So it's in their best interest to keep up good ratings, if you know what I'm saying.”

“What if there’s a bad client? Does the girl, I mean contractor, get to rate the clients as well?” asked Yuki.

“Of course. The safety of our contractors is this company’s highest priority. If the client’s rating falls below a certain level, then their account gets deactivated as well.”

“But the contractors’ accounts are linked to their identities. We have to issue them a 1099 at the end of every year. Client accounts are only linked to their credit cards, so they can just sign up with a different card if they get banned from our service,” pressed Yuki.

“Yes,” replied April, “that’s how it works. It’s not ideal, but at the end of the day our responsibility is to make our investors, i.e. everyone here in this room, a profit. We don’t live in a perfect world, and we would be derelict in our responsibilities if we didn’t design our system to maximize profits.”

“What’s to keep the contractor from keeping the chastity device off and just doing deals under the table, keeping all of the profits to themselves?”

“Let me take this one,” began Michael. “To start, by circumventing the app the contractor would be breaking the law. Just like it’s illegal for an Uber driver to pick up random people without using the app as an intermediary, it’s illegal for our contractors to pull in clients from off the streets without using our devices. Now, we have a number of measures in place to keep this from happening.

First and foremost, we’re going to coordinate with police vice squads to conduct raids on contractors operating without our devices. Now this may seem harsh to some of you, but we don’t want our contractors breaking the law. There are police stings for Uber all the time, there’s no reason we shouldn’t take advantage of the same sort of thing. All we have to do is make a few small donations to a few police associations, the Fraternal Order of Police, the Police Sergeants’ Benevolent Association, and so on, and we can conduct raids whenever we feel like it.

Secondly, our customers pay to have the devices unlocked for a certain amount of time: half an hour, six hours, whatever. After the allotted amount of time has passed, the customer pays a per-minute fee until they lose their entire deposit; if the unlocking period lasts longer than that, they risk losing access to the service for a certain amount of time. This gives the client an incentive to make sure the devices are put back in place and the whore is locked back up in their cage.”

“Don’t you mean ‘make sure the contractor is safely returned to his or her security enclosure,’” corrected April.

“Excuse me. April is of course correct. We’ve all got to make sure to use the correct terminology when speaking with the public, but I digress. Contractors also have an incentive to put the devices on even if the clients protest. In fact, they are obliged to wear the devices whenever they’re using our app; it’s something they must agree to in the Terms of Service. After three violations, their accounts will become inactive. To summarize, both the client and the contractor are provided incentives, both legal and monetary, to use the system that we’ve put in place,” finished Michael.

“Ingenious,” commented Prince al-Khindi.

“Now let’s talk about money. What sort of cut are we taking?” asked Bertolt.

“To launch, it’s going to be 50/50 with us pocketing any overages. Once we attract a suitable base of contractors to our platform, this will of course change. Five years out, we’re aiming for an 80/20 split, with us keeping the bigger portion. Prince al-Khindi, as a major shareholder in Uber, you realize how effective of a business model this can be!”

Al-Khindi nodded in approval, but raised his hand to ask another question.

“What’s the incentive for the girls to use the platform? We’re taking a pretty substantial cut here.”

“There are a few reasons they might want to. Our main marketing strategy is that our contractors get to be their own boss. There’s no set time they have to be at work, like the girls in the Nevada brothels have to. They can schedule a shift at any time and at any of our designated locations. Secondly,  there’s the question of safety. We cut out the middleman. There won’t be any room for low-class pimps brutalizing our contractors and taking every cent they earn. We’ve created a safe space for sex workers, so to speak. It’s just the contractors, the app, and the clients. When given the choice between being a small business owner and an exploited hourly worker, most people will choose ‘small business owner,’” explained April.

The Prince didn’t seem quite as convinced at April’s answer, but let the issue drop and asked another pointed question. 

“This might seem like a stupid, obvious question, but the contractor we just did business with, why was it a crossdresser? Transgender person? Whatever you want to say. Surely there’s a bigger market for women than men or transvestites.”

“My dear Prince, that isn’t a stupid question. You come from a different culture than us, but here in the west, there are certain sensitivities that we must cater to. You are of course correct: most of our contractors will be cisgender women. But our company is going to be a progressive one, at least that’s the impression we’re going to give. While a certain amount of backlash against us is inevitable, the public will see that we’re in business not just to make money, but to stand with and support sex workers, who deserve just as much dignity as anyone else. More specifically, we’re going to make sure that everyone knows of our service to the LGBTQIA+ contractors, a population that is often the most exploited out on the streets. Our support of the LGBTQIA+ community will be loud, proud, and take up roughly thirty-five percent of our marketing budget. All the big corporations do it: Apple, Boeing, Lockheed-Martin. We’re going to do it as well.

My good prince, I can already see the next question on the tip of your tongue. We are well aware this aspect of our marketing will not be very popular in Dubai or Egypt. Worry not, we’re willing to respect the cultural mores of people in different parts of the world, while still keeping our progressive values intact, of course. But I’m getting ahead of myself; expansion into the Arab world isn’t something we foresee happening until years down the line.”

“All this sounds very prudent to me,” interjected Xi.

“What about costs?” asked Bertolt.

“Overhead is remarkably low. Our main costs will be real estate, but Michael sits on the board of Blackwater and can get us a deep discount on rental properties. And if we play our cards right, we can start purchasing our own property whenever the accountants give us the go ahead.

Our contractors will pay for the chastity devices, on spec of course. They’ll also pay for the STD tests and background checks to make sure they’re not violent felons; they’re contractors and not employees, so all of this is just standard practice. Oh, I almost forgot! In addition to sales, we’re estimating that one third of our revenue will come from the sale of data we collect in the process. Age and income of our clients and contractors, how much people are willing to spend at different times of day, average wait time between sessions, the zodiac signs of the people who cum the quickest, anything and everything you can think of, our data scientists will collect, quantify and package for sale,” explained April.

“But it goes without being said that we’re committed to the privacy of both clients and contractors alike,” added Michael.

Everyone in the room erupted in raucous laughter.

“Are there any other questions?” asked April, when the ruckus died down.

The investors looked around at one another, but no one asked another question, so Michael continued: “We’re holding another ‘beta test’ next weekend. Take your time thinking about how much more money you would like to invest. You have both April and my phone numbers, so don’t hesitate to call if you have any questions or know of any other trusted investors who might be interested in getting rich.”


Chapter 7

Sensing that the presentation was over, Alex climbed to his elbow and watched as the investors filed past Michael and April, shaking hands and heaping praise upon one another, a saccharine round of congratulations for their talents and creativity. After a few minutes had passed, everyone had left the parlor, so he lay back down, desperate to fall asleep and desperately wanting this whole ordeal to be nothing more than a bad dream.

Reflecting on the presentation, Alex realized the whole idea made him sick to his stomach. The knowledge that all these people would invest in something like this, giving it a veneer of corporate legitimacy made him feel worse than all of the sex acts he had just performed combined. He wasn't surprised that April was involved, in fact he suspected that she was the brainchild of the entire operation. It had her fingerprints all over it. He didn’t want to admit it to himself, but he knew deep in his gut that the whole operation would be a success. She was at her core a ruthless businesswoman, and when she set her mind to something, she made sure that it was a success.

Alex shifted back onto his stomach, easing the discomfort of the chastity cage. He heard the electronic lock to the box disengage. The door swung open and the box was flooded with light, though his sleep-deprived mind struggled to make sense of it all. Jaime emerged from the bedroom where he’d readied himself. He was freshly showered and had donned a clean pair of sweatpants and a hoodie, and all the makeup was washed from his face. As he neared the box, Jaime squatted down and opened the door the rest of the way.

“Your first shift at Lockr is over. Congratulations,” he said, dryly.

Alex crawled out of the box and spit out the gag and loosened the handcuffs, both of which had come unlocked. Next, he unlatched the chastity cage and slipped it off of his genitals, tucking his sore, shriveled penis back into his panties; the plug was absolute agony to remove, but he managed to do so without making any noise and felt a great sense of relief when it finally came out. Alex wordlessly handed both the cage and plug over to Jaime, who wrapped them in a towel and held them by his side.

“I know you’re exhausted. The bathroom's the first door to the right of the kitchen. Take another shower and throw the lingerie in the hamper, if you don’t mind. Your clothes have been washed and are there for you,” instructed Jaime.

Lacking the energy to question or protest, Alex did as he was told, stumbling across the parlor and entering the same tiny, unadorned bathroom. After peeling the soiled lingerie from his body, Alex hopped into the shower. The water was lukewarm this time, but he couldn’t deny that it felt amazing to wash the grime from his body. As Alex lathered up his chest, images from the night's activities flashed inside his mind's eye: licking Michael’s cum from April’s pussy, the odd feeling of Bertolt’s cock in his mouth, the moment that Yuki first entered him. He felt a deep wave of shame as he realized that he’d gone along with barely any protest, doing anything and everything that was asked of him. He’d humiliated himself, willingly. He’d cum, harder than he’d ever cum with a woman. He’d allowed Xi to treat him like a piece of meat, and April had let it happen.

“Let’s not fool yourself: April had made sure it happened,” thought Alex to himself.

He grabbed the bar of soap and a washcloth and began to scrub away at his body, doing his best to wash away the shame. He scrubbed and scrubbed his hairless body until he glowed a light pink and couldn’t take it any longer. Eventually, the hot water began to run out and Alex gave up on trying to feel clean. He got out, dried off, and put back on the clothes he’d arrived in. They felt heavy and restrictive. When Alex returned to the parlor, he was met by April lounging in one of the overstuffed leather chairs and playing with her phone.

Now that his adrenaline was down, he could barely look April in the eye. He feared that every interaction between them would be tainted by what he’d done, that his actions had caused the rift between them to grow so massive that she’d not want anything to do with him at all. However, to Alex’s great surprise, once she noticed him emerge she stood with a beaming smile on her face and greeted him kindly before walking across the room and wrapping him up in a giant bear hug.

“Alex, you did it! Thank you so much, you’ve no idea how much this means to me. You did absolutely wonderfully, like I knew you would,” she said.

At first Alex was stiff, not wanting to return the hug. She was really the first person in his life to show him any physical affection, and when their relationship began to deteriorate it was the first thing she snatched away from him. And now it was back. As she continued hugging him, he felt his heart melt in real time, even though he knew he shouldn’t let it. To feel affection from his wife again, after years of coldness made it all worth it. All the confusion, all the humiliation, all the pain was washed away instantly with the unmistakable knowledge that he had once again made April happy.

“Are you okay to drive?” asked April, and Alex said that he was, that the pills she had given him had worn off.

“Here,” said April, reaching into a purse and producing a tan bottle of prescription pills and a stout bottle of water, “have another. It won't kick in until we get back home and it will help you sleep tonight. You’ve been through quite an ordeal this evening.”

Alex took them without thinking, washing them down and also finishing the small bottle of water in three giant gulps. Neither of them talked much on the ride back home. April sat in the passenger seat this time, playing a quiet indie rock mix over Spotify as the two drove back down into San Rafael. Much to Alex’s delight, halfway through the silent ride back she’d taken his hand in hers. As the music played, the lights of the town came closer and closer. For Alex, it was bliss, the first time he’d been even a little content for as long as he could remember. By the time they’d made it back home the pill had begun to kick in and it took Alex all of his energy and focus simply to get undressed. After slipping into a t-shirt and a pair of athletic shorts, Alex grabbed a blanket and pillow and headed toward the living room to fall asleep on the couch, his nightly routine for the past year, but on the way down he ran into April on the stairs, who stopped him.

“You don't have to do that tonight, you know,” she told him, her voice gentle.

Alex stopped in his tracks, unable to hold back his smile. She went upstairs in front of him and when he’d finally made it up into the master bedroom, April was already under the comforter. Alex wordlessly crawled into bed next to her, and took the liberty to cuddle his head into her shoulder.

“Thank you for giving me another chance,” he muttered, feeling the drug induced sleep quickly taking hold of him.

“I knew you would do right by me Alex. I know that wasn’t easy tonight, but I do want you in my life. We can make this work,” she intoned.

But Alex already lost consciousness.

-

When he awoke around noon the next day, Alex felt as if he hadn’t slept at all. He noticed that the bed next to him was cold and that April was gone. Memories from the previous night immediately flooded his mind, causing him to try to shake them from his head as he stumbled into the bathroom. On the counter, he saw a note alongside five pills and a cup of water.

Dear Alex,

I had to be out early because of a meeting at work and didn't want to wake you. You had such an eventful night and I'm sure you needed the sleep. Don’t think too much about everything. Try to put it out of your mind. There's some salad in the fridge, and I left you something to take the edge off. I did the math and with the tip they left (minus expenses), you made over five-hundred dollars last night. You'll have your debt to me paid off in no time, I just know it. BTW, you should schedule yourself a shift for today. Four hours, maybe? I took the liberty of putting the app on your phone last night. You should already be logged in and hopefully the app is pretty easy to navigate. I should be back before nightfall to help you get ready, so don’t stress about that. Looking forward to seeing you <3.

Love,

April

Alex lingered on the closing: Love, April. Just to see those words written down and reified, it meant the world to him. He took the note and folded it up carefully before sticking it in his sock drawer. He took the pills she had left for him one at a time before heading down to the kitchen to prepare himself breakfast. For breakfast, he ate a bagged salad and half an avocado. Next, he did half an hour of yoga and then hopped in the shower. Despite his best efforts the night before, he could still feel some lube on the skin around his hips. As he scrubbed at it some more, he tried to keep his thoughts on April and not think too hard about what he’d done the night before.

When he felt he couldn’t possibly get any cleaner, he got out of the shower and noticed a warm numbness taking over his body, likely from the pills that April had left for him. He took a seat on the couch and opened his phone, noticing the Lockr icon front and center. He opened it and saw that he’d already been assigned a username and logged in by April. He navigated to a calendar tab and scheduled himself a block of time from 11 p.m to 3 a.m. As his situation became clear the day before, he had hoped that his actions and his submission would be enough to satisfy April, but the note this morning made it clear that she expected the six thousand dollars in full.

It was only fair, after all. April was speaking to him again, and that fact should be enough for him. It would be enough for him. Putting down the phone, he flipped on the television, the blue light illuminating his face as he scanned through the channels. He tried immersing himself in a trashy daytime talk show, but it was tedious and despite his best efforts, his mind started to drift to the previous night’s debaucheries.

The shocking image of April getting fucked, which had served as the night’s catalyst. Her squeals of pleasure. The smell of sex that pervaded the room and the sour taste of Michael’s cum mixed with her juices. Who was this Michael anyway? Had he suggested that he be used as one of the test subjects?

“No, that’s not right. He’s just along for the ride. The more I think about it, the more I’m convinced this is all April’s idea,” Alex realized. “Hopefully I can ask her about it later.”

Michael was no mastermind, merely a lucky business partner with a big cock and a bigger bank account. That explains Michael, but who was Jaime? When Alex considered it, he realized Jaime sort of reminded him of himself when he was a little younger. Part of him wished that all of this had happened years ago, if only so that he wouldn’t have had to deal with the pain of April’s disappointment.

The pain of Xi breaking him in was nothing compared to the disappointment he had to see in April’s eyes over the past year. At least that particular pain had dissipated. And he couldn’t deny there was an excitement that came along with everything. The more he thought about it the more he began to realize that while his actions didn't bring him joy, and as much as they filled him with shame, the excitement was undeniable. Excitement alongside an obscene, excess of pleasure which he had so rarely tasted. That and April's affection made all it worth it. They could have flayed the skin off his feet; as long as it brought a smile to April’s face, he would have consented. As he sat with his thoughts, the fatigue, drug induced and otherwise, began to set in. After a few minutes, he was unable to keep his eyes open.

“Wake up, Alex. I'm back, sweetie.”

Alex sat up with a jolt. April was strolling about the room, gathering the throw pillows from off the floor and stacking them on an armchair. Alex looked groggily out the window and saw that the sun had already set. He was shocked when he realized how long he’d slept. Rubbing his eyes, he saw April dressed in a navy blue pantsuit, listening to her heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she walked about the room.

“I have some more work for you tonight. Before your real shift starts,” she told him as a matter of fact.

“Oh?” Alex replied, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

“Yes, there's some testing that has to be done, and I need a guinea pig. It'll just be you and me, and there's three hundred bucks in it for you. It'll be a bit like old times. What do you say?”

“I wanted to do some Yoga before my shift. I can’t let myself get out of shape. Am I going to have time to get a session in?” asked Alex, suddenly remembering the plans he’d had before his shift.

“That’s not gonna work for tonight. We’re on a bit of a schedule. Anyways, wouldn’t you rather spend the time with me?”

The thought of spending the entire evening with April was enough for him to agree, despite the misgivings he had at missing one of his precious yoga sessions.

“Perfect,” replied April. “Let me grab something real quick to eat, get out of this monkey suit, and we can get started. What do you say?”

Alex smiled at her and rose from the couch, telling April that he would brush his teeth and get ready. He left his wife alone in her preparations, drinking some water himself and stretching out his body which ached from the night before, especially now that the pills April had given him had worn off. After a few minutes, April called out to him from the upstairs bathroom that Project Wonder was clean and sitting on the bed alongside a bottle of lube and an outfit, and that he should make himself prepared.

Alex felt his heart sink. In the rush of contentment that had overtaken him when he realized he’d be spending the night with April, he forgot about the physical toll. He dreaded putting that giant steel plug back in his ass. He was so sore that could feel the ache in his backside when he walked, and he knew that getting the plug in was going to be absolute agony. But because the request came from April, he didn't linger for too long or voice any of his objections. He simply walked up the stairs and into the bedroom.

Project Wonder sat menacingly atop a clean towel, meticulously folded in half and placed directly in the center of the bed next to a pair of black lace panties and a sheer black nightie. In front of everything sat the leather collar inlaid with the diamond that used to sit on April’s finger. Staring at his bonds, he slipped out of his clothing. He climbed on the bed and slipped his genitals through the ring of the cage before flipping open the latch and sliding his penis in the metal cylinder. The skin around his shaved scrotum was a little bruised, but the cage still fit perfectly. Dreading the next task, he smeared an excessive amount of lube onto the plug and rolled onto his side. The steel was cold against his smooth hole, and he clenched his jaw as he began sliding the plug inside.

The deeper he went with it, the more his ass ached. After five minutes of trying unsuccessfully to go deeper, he remembered Jaime’s words to him from the prior night.

“You’ve got to relax even though you’re overstimulated right now. Take a few breaths and focus on how good I can make you feel right now.”

So Alex tried to relax, breathing long and deep breaths as he inched the plug deeper and deeper into himself until his sore ass stretched to its limit. Just when he thought it couldn’t stretch any further the plug slid all the way in causing Alex to yelp at the overwhelming sensation. Now that the two parts of Project Wonder were in place, the magnetic ends merged together and the device locked with a quiet but audible click. Without having to test it, Alex knew he was locked in place. He let out a sigh and shifted his hips around until the device settled into a nice, comfortable-ish position. Next, he took hold of the panties and slipped them on over the cage and plug. They were the right size and felt small and feminine on his body. Next, he slipped the nightie over his torso. It was breathable and light and he barely felt like he was wearing anything at all. Finally, he secured the diamond collar around his neck to complete the ensemble.

Taking another breath, he stood to the side and examined himself in the mirror. He hardly recognized himself. Though it had only been a day since his journey had begun, he could tell that something about him had changed, though he couldn’t quite put his finger on what it was. Even the way he stood was different. Not wanting to delve too deep into his own psyche, he stepped back from the mirror and flopped lazily on the bed. It was soft and airy, and felt wonderful when he closed his eyes and sank into it. After a few minutes, he’d dozed off without even realizing it.


Chapter 8

Floating on a cloud, Alex sank deeper and deeper into sleep, his mind empty and drifting aimlessly until his entire being shook with a start, sending him crashing back down into the waking world. He let out a frightful yell and shot up in the bed, only to see April standing in front of him, dressed in a set of latex lingerie he’d never seen before, holding her cell phone menacingly in her left hand, the light from its screen shining blue against her pale complexion.

“There are two settings,” explained April. “One of them is for pleasure…”

Alex watched April poke at the screen and suddenly a tiny rumble emitted from the plug inside of him. It was startling at first, and Alex hopped to his feet until April ordered him to sit back down on the bed. He did as was told, crossing his legs as the egg rumbled inside of him. After about fifteen seconds, he felt the tingle of arousal building within him, his tiny cock swelling and pressing against the cold, steel cage. April noticed his response, and just as Alex was beginning to enjoy himself, fiddled with the phone until the plug ceased vibrating.

“That was one of the lower settings. We’ll work up to a higher setting later, if you’re good. But if you’re bad…”

She began typing on the phone again until Alex was met with a subtle crackling, electric sensation stemming from every portion of the device that made contact with his skin. He writhed his hips back and forth in a vain attempt to escape, but it was no use. Again he bit his bottom lip. The low voltage electricity coursed through both the cage and the steel plug deep inside of his ass. April laughed again, touching the screen of her cell phone until the unpleasant sensation disappeared. Alex breathed a sigh of relief and collapsed back into the pillow top mattress.

“Again,” explained April, “that was the lowest setting. Now we're going to play a little game. If you're good, it's pleasure. You're bad, well, like I said, that was the lowest setting. To start off, we're going to take a few pictures. Michael is working on your profile for the website, and we need some pictures to entice potential customers. So why don't you get on your hands and knees at the end of the bed, ass facing me. Come on, chop-chop!”

Alex started to roll off of the bed when suddenly a violent surge of electricity shot through his body. He let out a startled yelp and grabbed at the metal cage only to have his hand burn with a jolt of electricity. A few seconds later, it was over. The two looked at one another and Alex noticed a sadistic glint in the back of April’s eyes telling him that he’d fucked up.

“When I tell you to do something you do it quickly, do you understand? That last one was a three out of ten, by the way.”

Before April could finish her sentence, Alex rushed to the edge of the bed and got on all fours, sticking his ass out in April’s direction and arching his back.

“Now that's a good little whore,” cooed April.

Alex felt the plug begin vibrating gently, accompanied by a quick rush of inadvertent pleasure. As Alex posed and tried to keep himself from twitching around, April opened the camera app on her cell phone and began snapping pictures: close ups, full body shots from every angle, leaving the vibrations on the whole time. Alex fought to keep his body from shaking as he got used to the sensation which was overwhelming at first but was now starting to feel pleasurable. By the time April had snapped the last photo, his cock was purple and swollen and squeezing hard against the chastity device, a glistening drop of pre-cum dripping down from the end of the cylinder.

“Now stand!” barked April, and Alex immediately did as he was told.

He looked nervously at the lens of the camera before becoming self conscious and gazing away. He felt his skin flush with embarrassment as April continued taking pictures, ordering him to turn around, to spread his legs, and finally to spread his cheeks. She moved in close with her camera until it was only a few inches away from the plug. Alex’s blood was hot and rushing throughout his whole body. Despite the glint of embarrassment, he felt incredibly aroused, not only from his submissive position but also because it was the longest that April had interacted with him in months.  

After the final closeups were taken, April turned off the vibrations and told Alex to get back on the bed. Alex complied with her command, though inside he felt a mix of fear and excitement as he wondered what would happen next. He sat on the edge of the mattress, looking on as April left the room and returned carrying a notebook as well as a tripod with a small digital camera attached to it. She quickly set up the tripod in front of Alex and took up a position behind the camera, opening the notebook and thumbing through a few pages before getting started.

“What do the vibrations feel like?” she asked, looking directly into his eyes. “Do the vibrations feel good?”

“Yes... It feels really nice,” muttered Alex, overcome with a sudden urge of frustration and wishing that April would switch to vibrations back on.

Suddenly, Alex fell to his knees as a huge jolt of electricity shot through his body. He fought the urge to try and pull off the cage, knowing it would be useless. He winced and writhed in pain, unable to escape from the tortured sensations that rocked the most sensitive parts of his body. Just when he thought he wouldn't be able to bear it any longer, the pain subsided, April having shut off the electricity on the device.

“Alex, I'm not asking you these questions for fun. As odd as it might seem this is serious market research. There are literally tens if not hundreds of millions of dollars on the line here. So sit up straight, look at the camera, and don't mumble when you talk. Give as much detail as possible. Let’s start over: what do the vibrations feel like? Do the vibrations feel good?”

Alex sat up straight, touched his shoulder blades together, looked directly at the camera and said “I didn't know what to make of it at first, but after about ten or fifteen seconds, the vibrations felt really good. After five minutes, it felt heavenly. So good that when you shut it off, I was very frustrated and wanted it to go on longer.”

Alex felt himself tense up, surprised with himself that he’d let out that final bit of information.

“Where was most of the pleasure stemming from,” asked April. “From the plug or from the vibrations of the cage?”

“Definitely the plug,” answered Alex, truthfully. “Once I started getting hard, however, once my cock was pressing against the inside of the chastity device, the cage’s vibrations felt really good too. But still, it was the plug vibrating against my… my… prostate that felt the best.”

“If we put you in a smaller chastity device, do you think you would be able to cum from the plug alone?”

“I... I don't know.”

April’s eyes narrowed, followed by a quick very intense burst of electricity that shot through Alex’s body.

“Yes or no,” she demanded, and Alex reluctantly admitted that he thought he might be able to cum like that.

April gestured as if she was going to turn the electricity back on, causing Alex to recoil, but in the end she didn’t end up shocking him.

“Don't fucking lie to me Alex, and don't hold anything back. I can tell when you're lying to me, even about something stupid like that.”

“Yes, dear,” he replied, sheepishly.

“Now, how did you feel about your initiation the other night? The entire process, from when I had you get undressed in the kitchen to when Jaime took you out of the box. Did you enjoy yourself?”

“It was okay, I guess. I did it for you.”

Another agonizing shock rocked the most sensitive areas of Alex’s body. He immediately knew that she’d jacked up the voltage and would do anything not to get shocked like that again.

“Please!” hollered Alex, writhing around on his back.

“What's the fuck did I just say? Don't tell me what you think I want to hear. Tell me exactly how you feel. And don't leave anything out. We're only at six out of ten right now, and trust me Alex, you don’t want to find out what ten feels like.”

Knowing it was only just above half-power terrified Alex, so he began spilling his guts, speaking before the words hit the filter of his superego.

“When you brought me into the kitchen and I saw Michael having his way with you.... it was horrible. I’ve never felt so bad in my life. I'm still not really sure why I didn't walk out right then. Actually, no. Scratch that. I knew it was my fault that it was happening, and I can’t imagine a life without you. That’s why I let it happen. That’s why I stayed.”

He took a long pause as his breathing quickened. He tried desperately to keep his cool, but he felt his voice thickening with emotion as he continued.

“When he finished inside of you and you called me over, well, I felt sick. I thought I was going to puke when you asked me to do what you asked me to do. But I couldn’t say no, I couldn’t lose you, so I just closed my eyes and pretended that it was mine. You’ve had me do that on more than one occasion, so I just thought of that.”

April didn’t react other than to scribble in her notebook.

“On a scale of one to ten, with one being absolutely no pleasure at all and ten being more pleasure than you've ever experienced in your entire lifetime, how much pleasure did you derive from the ‘clean-up scene,’ let’s call it. Before you answer, let me remind you that I’ve got my finger on the button, and I always know when you’re lying.”

Alex stared down at his toes, still painted pink and brilliant before muttering “five,” his face flushing with humiliation. April smiled and then flicked at her phone, turning on the vibrations. Alex let out a little moan, finding himself pleased beyond all measure that she’d turned the vibrations back on. Without turning off the vibrations, April continued her line of questioning.

“On a scale of one to ten, how likely would you be to repeat the scenario if the opportunity presented itself? Let one be ‘never in a million years,’ and ten be ‘you would jump at the opportunity.’”

Alex answered “seven,” his voice quivering as he began to feel the seed of an orgasm growing inside of him.

“Very good,” mused April, marking in her notebook and then shutting the vibrations off, much to Alex's disappointment.

“Tell me about Jaime. On a scale of one to five, how satisfied were you with his performance?”

“Three,” answered Alex.

“Why three?”

“I think Jaime did a good job in getting me ready, but he wasn't very friendly.”

April furrowed her brow and switched the plug to an almost imperceptible, low vibration setting.

“Go on,” urged April.

“After the, uh, ‘clean-up scene,’ I felt sexually excited. Part of me felt sexually excited. Well, part of me felt very excited and another part of me felt very, very low. It sounds kind of silly, but Jaime really could have been nicer in that moment and that's why he gets a three. He was nice to me when Xi was being rough, but still… A three.”

April scribbled down a couple notes and then continued: “On a scale of one to ten, how comfortable is the chastity device? Answer whatever first comes into your head.”

“Four,” he replied, without hesitation.

“And how comfortable was the glass box that you waited in so patiently?”

“Eight.”

“On a scale of one to five, how would you rate the investors? As clients for your services? Would you see them again?”

“I would give them all fives, I guess,” said Alex. “Except Xi. Xi gets a one. Scratch that, a two.”

“Very interesting,'' replied April, scribbling in the notebook once again before shutting off the vibrations and looking Alex directly in his eyes.

Alex braced himself for another shock, but much to his relief it never came. Instead, April sat the clipboard down and beckoned him to come over. Alex stood from the bed and inched towards April before falling to his knees in front of her when she gestured for him to do so.

“Did you enjoy getting fucked like that? Don't answer with a number, just tell me how you feel about it.”

“April, I’m not lying right now when I say I don’t know how I felt about it, whether I liked it or not. If you'd have asked me to walk out into traffic, I would have done it, no questions asked. Hear me out! Part of it sickens me, part of it excites me. Part of it was traumatic, both emotionally and physically, but it was also the most pleasure I'd ever experienced in my life. I'm sorry I can't answer more clearly, it’s all just so confusing.”

Alex braced for a shock that never came and April nodded her head, taking a drink of water from a bottle that had been left out on the bedside table. She offered some to Alex, who took it wordlessly and drank deeply. Thinking back on it in such detail had caused his mouth to go dry. When he was done he handed the bottle back to April who resumed her line of questioning.

“On a scale of one to ten, knowing it's the best way for you to make money,” she said, narrowing her eyes as if to remind him what he still owed, “how likely are you to make use of Lockr again?”

“Nine,” he answered, sure in the moment that he would be a slave to April's company and her devices for the foreseeable future.

“How likely would you be to recommend Lockr to a friend?”

“One,” he answered.

April glared at him but didn’t do anything beyond that before continuing.

“One last question, and this is off the record. Would you have done all of this if I'd only asked politely?”

“Yes,” he answered, unhesitatingly. “Like I said, I’d do anything for you.”

April drew her breath in and turned away from Alex's gaze. After a moment's hesitation she sat her clipboard down and walked over to the camera and shut it off. She smiled as if she were back to her normal, enigmatic self.

“You did very well, Alex,” she mused, smiling at Alex and causing a wave of warmth to wash over his body.

“Thank you,” he muttered, fighting back against the emotion that had been building and threatened to overwhelm him.

“You know this well, but I like when you do as I say. It makes me happy knowing I've got you on the right track. It also makes me wet knowing that I can make you squirm with the click of a button.”

As soon as she said those words, she flicked on the vibrating egg and Alex felt his heart begin to race. It excited him, knowing that he was turning April on, even if it came at the expense of his own comfort. Alex squeezed his thighs together and sat back, watching April slip a hand down into her latex panties.

“You've been really good since we started our new covenant, and I think you might be deserving of a reward. How does a seven out of ten sound?”

She picked her cell phone back up and suddenly Alex’s body began to twitch, overwhelmed with the vibration that erupted inside of him. April told him to lay on his back on the bed as she slid her wet panties down to the floor. Alex obeyed, discarding the pillows to the before laying down in the middle of the mattress. April then jumped onto the bed, straddling Alex’s face and looking down at him, holding her sex mere centimeters away from his mouth. Alex inhaled, taking in her moist, musty scent, wanting with every fiber of his being to put his mouth against it, but knowing that he must wait. Alex watched her reach back and jiggle the chastity cage, the warmth of her hand on his restricted, aching cock through the steel cage so enticing that he couldn’t help but let out a moan.

“Oh Alex, you never were much good with this thing. But there are lots of ways that you can help get me off,” she teased, running her fingers along his swollen scrotum and bringing her dewy labia as close as it could get to Alex’s nose without touching it.

Alex breathed in deeply, inhaling her sweet scent and it was as intoxicating to him as any drug. Without warning, April let go of his cage and plopped herself down on Alex’s face. His entire world went black, smothered with the weight of April’s body.

“Stick your tongue out,” she ordered, positioning her clit near Alex’s mouth.

He did as he was told, simultaneously sticking out his tongue and struggling to catch a breath. April was already soaking wet and tasted like heaven, despite the fact that she hadn’t showered since the night before last. Alex didn’t care; he simply lay there motionless with his tongue lolling out of his mouth as April rocked her hips slowly and sensually back and forth, and back and forth.

“Your cock may be useless, but a wet tongue is a wet tongue,” she teased, pressing her clit down even more firmly and squeezing her thighs together.

Alex took it for as long as he could, but the more entranced April became, the more weight she sat with and the more weight she sat with the less oxygen Alex had available. His chest tightened as he struggled for whatever air he could get, and after a few minutes, a sense of panic began creeping into his awareness. Just when he thought he couldn’t take it any longer, he tapped on April’s thigh. Mercifully, she lifted herself off of him and Alex loudly gasped for breath.

“So is that how it’s gonna be?” asked April, reaching for her cellphone and shutting off the vibrations.

“No… no…” Alex begged between gasps.

But it was too late. His muscles seized and back arched as a powerful jolt of electricity shot through his body. He opened his mouth and let out a cry for a split second, only for it to be muffled by April’s wet sex as she sat herself back down.

“I like that. You screaming into my cunt,” mused April, before switching the electricity off and switching it back to the vibrations.

Alex felt delirious as the ripping pain switched back to the heavenly vibrations, his senses now having a hard time differentiating between the two. Mercifully, April had shifted back a few inches leaving room for his nose to take in air. Alex stuck his tongue back out without having to be told, and April resumed her grinding. Alex’s whole face was slippery with her juices, and he could feel that her clit was swollen and stiff. He took this small moment of respite to savor the vibrations, his loins now confused jumble of pain and pleasure. He knew that his cock was swollen to its limit, trying as hard as it could to slip the inescapable steel cage, but in the moment he couldn’t differentiate one part of his body from another. It was all just a glowing ball of fire that threatened to burst at any moment.

As if psychically, April noticed his momentary bliss and lifted herself up and spun her body around so that she was now facing towards his feet. She squatted down and brought her asshole a few millimeters from his mouth.

“Give it a kiss,” she ordered, and Alex happily did so.

She gave an evil laugh before bringing her clit back to Alex’s tongue and sitting back down, clit on his tongue and her firm and voluptuous ass smothering the rest of his face. April started grinding herself on him again, the full weight of her body pressing against Alex’s face. This time, however, when he struggled to find air there was no respite to be found. He struggled, desperate to crane his neck to the side to find some air, but April’s thighs were too strong to budge.

“You said earlier that you’d die for me, Alex. Were you lying?” she asked, switching the vibrations to an even higher setting.

Alex was delirious, thrashing around under April’s weight as he fought for even a sip of breath, his orgasm all the while building. He heard April moaning in ecstasy and felt her body shaking wildly on top of him as he inhaled a bit of her juices into his lungs, only to immediately lose the path out from under her. A minute passed as April’s orgasm continued to rock through her body. Alex flailed his arms wildly as the panic began to set in. Slowly but surely, everything began to fade to black.

“Is this really it? Is this all there is?” thought Alex to himself as the last bits of consciousness slipped away.


Chapter 9

Until all came roaring back. The first thing Alex noticed was a ringing in his ears and the sweet taste of fresh air, followed by the most powerful onslaught of pleasure he’d even borne witness to. The egg was vibrating inside of him at full capacity and triggered his orgasm as soon as he emerged from the depths of unconsciousness. He gasped for air as his legs and arms and torso thrashed wildly atop the bed, rope after rope of white hot cum shooting from his caged cock all over in every direction.

“Cum for me, slut! Yes! Yes!” squealed April with glee, rushing to her feet and snatching the camera from the tripod.

Within moments the waves of excess pleasure quickly turned to discomfort as all of his pent up sexual energy had finally left his body.

“Please…” cried Alex, as he pawed at Project Wonder in an impotent attempt to remove the device.

“You want me to turn it off? I thought you liked the vibrations?” cackled April.

“Yes!” yelled Alex, his voice reaching a shrill peak.

“Yes, you like the vibrations?”

“I did, but. No! Please turn it off! Please! Please! Please!”

April waited a long second, and then another, before finally pressing a button on her cell phone and shutting off the vibrating egg. Alex immediately collapsed into the bed. He stared at the ceiling as the last few twitches of sexual stimulation coursed through his body. Without warning, his eyes began filling up with tears. He choked back a sob before everything became too overwhelming and he started sobbing.

“Oh, none of that,” urged April, a smidge of uneasiness creeping into her voice.

She grabbed a towel off the TV stand and began wiping down the mess between her legs before pulling her panties back up and sitting next to Alex. She began wiping the cum from his belly, his chest, and nightie, commenting about how much of it there was, dabbling off every last drop from his body as Alex continued sobbing, completely overwhelmed by the experience he’d just gone through.

“There, there. No need to cry,” she said, her voice quiet and soothing, lying down next to him and wrapping her arms around his chest.

Alex tried to respond but he couldn’t manage more than a few garbled "sorries" between his sobs.

“I might have pushed you a little too far this time, huh?” asked April, squeezing him closer.

Alex responded by nodding his head vigorously.

“But it was powerful. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you cum that hard. And I’ve seen you cum quite a bit!” she laughed.

Alex chuckled despite himself, though the tears continued to flow.

“I know it’s been a lot for you to handle these past couple of days, but I want you to trust me. I’m doing this to help you, to help us. I know what you need, even if you don’t. It might be hard, but I promise you, it’s for the best. Do you understand?”

Alex nodded his head as he began getting his emotions under control.

“I’m not sure it does, but it will someday. Regardless, I learned something today from you Alex. You know what that is?” asked April.

“What?” he replied.

“My wish is your command. You would die for me. Despite all the shit you’ve done to me, you’re committed to loving me. I know that now, and I didn’t before. You’re committed to my happiness. Even if you fuck up a lot, tonight you’ve proven it to me. Now why don’t you go hop in the shower. You’ve still got a big night ahead of you, remember? You can take the collar off, but just so that you can shower. If you’re not in the shower, I want you to wear it at all times, is that understood? And don’t worry about showering with Project Wonder; despite the battery, it’s fully waterproof,” she explained, rolling onto her back and picking up the TV remote.

Alex spent his time in the shower regaining his bearings and mulling over what April had told him. He emerged feeling better than he had in months, as if the cry and April’s accurate assessment of his situation had cleansed the built up grime from his spirit. He was ready to die for her, and despite everything, he trusted her enough to not let that happen. Once he’d toweled off and emerged from the shower, he saw April sitting on the bed in a pair of yoga pants and a t-shirt, a small set of makeup brushes and palettes arrayed in front of her.

“Alex,” she said, her voice deadpan.

“Yes?” he answered, growing concerned.

“Why are you wearing your towel like that?”

Alex took a quick glance down at the towel wrapped around his hips, confused as to what he was doing wrong.

“We’re doing things differently now, remember? That means both big things and little things. So why don’t you pull that towel up so that it’s covering your chest, OK? Like I do. And what did I say about the collar? Put it on immediately.”

Alex didn’t protest, undoing the towel and then wrapping it just below his armpits before fetching the diamond collar and fastening it around his neck. April nodded in approval and then gestured for Alex to lay down on the bed next to her.

“Last night was a trial run, but tonight we’ve got to get you all dolled up for public consumption,” she said.

Alex did as he was told and April straddled his chest, picking up a sponge and a tube of primer.

“Relax,” she said. “I’m going to have you looking beautiful in no time. But before we start, you need to take your medicine.”

April handed Alex a handful of pills and the last of the bottle of water, both of which he downed without question. The next half an hour was spent in silence, save for the murmuring of a Netflix documentary in the background as April methodically applied a full face on Alex. After she’d applied the final setting spray, April climbed off of Alex’s chest and instructed him to go look at himself in the mirror.

What he saw left him awestruck. While he’d always had somewhat of a feminine appearance, he could hardly believe he was the person looking back at him in the mirror. The contours and lipstick and cut-crease around his eyes left him looking dazzling, and he had to fight the urge not to touch his face.

“I did a great job, if I do say so myself,” mused April, standing behind him and looking at her handiwork in the mirror. “Now it’s time to get you dressed. Wait just a second while I get something picked out for you.”

April entered their walk-in closet, leaving Alex alone to admire the makeup job in the mirror. A couple minutes later, she emerged with a handful of hangers laden with clothes.

“You’re lucky you can fit into most of my outfits, Alex. Now put this on, and then this, and then this,” she said, handing him a few of the hangers before pulling out her cell phone and suddenly becoming distracted.

Alex took the hangers and saw that one contained a full set of lingerie, another a dress, and another a fur coat, none of which Alex had seen April wear in years. Sitting on the bed, he slipped on a set of sheer black stockings and a matching garter belt before spending a few minutes adjusting the straps and fitting everything into place. He next slipped a tiny black lace thong over everything, and though he struggled to fit his caged genitals in the front, there was just enough fabric to make it work.

Next he tried to put on the bra April had handed him, but had to take it off and adjust the straps to get it to fit. The band fit after that, but unsurprisingly the cups were too big and flapped uselessly in front of his flat chest. Not knowing what else to do, he continued getting prepared, slipping the dress on over the lingerie. It was black and tight and form-fitting and barely long enough to cover his ass. It had mesh sides and tiny straps and when it was all adjusted, Alex had to admit that it looked stunning on him. Finally, he put on the fur coat and it was warm and felt soft and cozy against his skin. Alex was admiring himself in the mirror when he saw April walking up behind him.

“One last thing. Actually, two. Wait, four!” she said, setting down a pair of high heels on the bed before opening the front of his coat and stuffing two silicone inserts into his bra.

Alex adjusted the inserts before sitting down and stepping into the high heels. Once again, he looked in the mirror and could barely recognize the person staring back at him.

“You're practically a different person now,” mused April, and Alex couldn’t help but agree. “Now, are you ready to go out there and earn me back my money? Good pussy is worth its weight in gold, Alex, and you’re going to make us even richer!”

Alex nodded his head and asked whether he’d be driving to the same mansion as the night before.

“Oh, you’re not going to the same place. It’s not like we can run a brothel in a fancy neighborhood in Marin county. Not yet, anyway. We’ve got our headquarters over in Richmond. It’s private, in a safe area. You might be a little too relaxed from your medicine, so an Uber will take you there no problem,” she said, right before her attention was taken away again by her phone.

“Richmond?” asked Alex.

“Yes, now why don’t you go wait outside and I’ll call the Uber. My treat this time. Now give me a kiss on the cheek and tell me that you’re going to be a good little slut at work tonight.”

Not knowing what else to do, Alex leaned in towards April and kissed her on the cheek before stating aloud “I’m going to be a good little slut at work tonight,” though saying it like that made him feel foolish.

“One last thing,” explained April, handing Alex a small black clutch purse. “There’s fresh lipstick in there just in case. You haven’t got any pockets, so you can keep your phone in there as well. Now shoo! I’ve got things to do.”

Alex took the clutch and left their bedroom. He tip-toed down the stairs at a snail’s pace, still barely able to balance while wearing high heels. Once he was out on his porch, he only had to wait for a few minutes until the Uber arrived. He walked down his driveway towards the waiting Toyota Prius, unsteady as a newborn baby deer. When he got in, he couldn’t help but laugh when he realized that the thing he was most nervous about was the Uber ride over. He was dressed for one thing and one thing only, and when Alex climbed into the backseat, he could tell from the smirk on the middle-aged driver’s face that he knew exactly what Alex’s plans were that evening.

“Hi,” muttered Alex, trying to make his voice sound more feminine than it was.

“Hello. We’re heading to Richmond… 963 Hensley Street?” asked the driver, eyeing Alex through the rearview mirror.

Alex squinted his eyes, the sharp smell of air freshener stinging his nostrils.

“Yes, sir,” he replied, thankful that the heavy makeup hid what were surely flushed cheeks.

The driver, a plump, middle-aged man with a thick middle eastern accent, fiddled with the cell phone mounted on his dash and started at a brisk pace toward the 101 freeway. The first five minutes were spent in what Alex felt was an excruciating silence. He squirmed in the backseat, trying not to make eye contact with the driver through the rearview mirror and absentmindedly hiking his dress down before crossing his legs. As the car fought through traffic, the silence became too much for Alex to bear, so he said the first thing that came into his mind.

“How long have you been an Uber driver?” he asked, staring out the window at the passing scenery.

“A little less than two years,” the man answered plainly.

“Oh, nice. How do you like it?”

“It’s great. I like being my own boss,” he replied, as if on autopilot.

Alex nodded and then looked back out the window. A few awkward moments passed before the driver signaled, careened across the 101, and took the exit to cross the Richmond bridge across the San Francisco bay.

Going over the bridge, Alex could see the lights of San Francisco in the distance, a sight that always had calmed him ever since he was a child. He took in the view, trying not to think about what was in store for him that night, lest he get too nervous and ask the driver to turn around. A few minutes later, they were off the bridge and driving around the Point Richmond neighborhood. After a few turns the car pulled up in front of a nondescript apartment complex. They waited for half a minute with the car idling until a young woman in a silver, sequined dress emerged from one of the ground floor apartments and hopped into the back seat next to Alex.

“Hello, Alex. Didn’t expect to see you again,” said Jaime, buckling himself in and shooting a wry smile, his voice feminine and completely indistinguishable from that of a biological woman.

“Hi...” Alex muttered in response, not expecting his co-worker to look as beautiful as he did.

The Prius’ gasoline engine engaged and the Uber continued on its way to their destination.

“You two look like you’ve got a fun night ahead of you,” observed the driver, the implication clear in his voice.

“Oh you bet!” smiled Jaime, his sultry tone matching his energy.

“What have you got planned? A hot date? Girls night out on the town?” he asked, checking his sideview mirrors before merging back on the highway.

“Oh, we’re not really the dating type,” answered Jaime without missing a beat. “We’ve on our way to work.”

“Work? Dressed like that? Where do you work?”

Jaime opened up her clutch purse and pulled out a business card, holding it above the driver’s shoulder, who snatched it and held it in front of his face so as to not take his eyes off the road.

“Have you ever heard of Lockr?” Jaime asked.

“Never,” he replied, setting the card in his center console.

“Well, it’s a little bit like Uber, but for girls like us. Girls who like to party. What’s your name, by the way?”

“Ahmed,” he replied.

“Can I tell you a secret, Ahmed?”

“Of course.”

“Alex and I, well, we’re nymphomaniacs. It’s kind of a prerequisite for the job. Do you know what a nymphomaniac is?”

Alex saw Ahmed’s eyes go wide and his cheeks flush before he swallowed and answered that he knew what a nymphomaniac is.

“Well, Lockr is kind of like Uber, but for nymphomaniacs. We arrive at a designated place, get ourselves all locked up like little slave girls, and then all men like you have to do is download the app and then pay a moderate fee to set us free. After that, we’ll do anything you want. Anything,” said Jaime, whispering the last word as he brushed his fingers on Ahmed’s shoulder.

“Mashallah! Those tech people think of everything,” he replied, chuckling to himself.

Alex felt himself blushing underneath the makeup, shocked at how audacious Jaime was acting.

“It’s a new service and it’s one-hundred percent legal. Just like your Uber isn’t an illegal taxi, Lockr skirts around certain prohibitions set up around our profession. That means there’s no need for you to worry about cops or criminals. All you have to do is submit a clean bill of health and you’re free to use our services. There’s even a promo code printed on the card I gave you.”

Ahmed picked the card back up and began reading aloud.

“Use promo code ‘Lockr69’ for one free cage unlock,” he read, cackling. “I’m not quite sure how this stuff works, but it sounds really wild!”

“So does this mean you’re gonna visit me later on? There’s a spot over in Pinole that will get your test done in under an hour and the address is printed on the card.”

“We’ll see, we’ll see,” he responded, smiling and muttering to himself. “Regardless of if I use your services, you are both very beautiful and I’m sure you’ll be blessed with a lot of business tonight.”

Alex had been so engrossed with the conversation that he'd hardly noticed that the Uber had stopped in front of a warehouse, presumably his workplace for the evening. Alex and Jaime said their goodbyes to Ahmed and walked out into the evening. They approached the door to the warehouse, which was guarded by a tall, burly man with an Eastern European look about him. He was dressed in a security guard’s outfit, with sunglasses covering his eyes, even though night had already fallen. The guard nodded to Jaime and then to Alex, wordlessly opening the door for them.

“That’s Ecu,” explained Jaime as the pair crossed the threshold. “He doesn't say much, nor does he indulge in our services. But if one of the clients gives you any trouble, he’ll be the one to come running. Word is he was in a Serbian paramilitary gang and got his tongue cut out by a Croatian terrorist, but who knows. Maybe he's just shy.”

Alex followed Jaime down a moodily lit hallway, newly renovated in an industrial chic style with unfinished bricks making up the walls and an exposed air duct running down the center of the ceiling. Yellow, incandescent bulbs burned in simple sconces set above every door that lined the hallway. Jaime walked quickly and Alex struggled to keep up, still not used to walking in his high heels. They passed ten doors on either side, each one marked with a hand-painted number that increased by a factor of two. Jaime disappeared around the corner at the end of the hall and Alex picked up his pace to almost a jog so as to not fall behind. The hallway around the corner was narrower by a foot and darker, with red inlaid ceiling lights replacing the ductwork and incandescent bulbs from before. The doors were even more tightly packed and Alex continued chasing Jaime down the hallway which seemed to go on forever. After a minute or two he stopped counting the doors and the red lights became fewer and fewer, the renovation apparently having been abandoned on the far end of the building. His feet had begun to hurt and he was about to call out when the silhouette of Jaime finally came back into focus. The young man waited impatiently at the very end of the hall, arms crossed and weight shifting impatiently from one foot to the other.

“This is your room for the night,” he stated, taking out his phone and instructing Alex to do the same. “The room you get is going to change every night, but you’ll be able to see which one it is on your app. Look - right there.”

Alex fumbled his phone out of his clutch, and opened the Lockr app April had installed on it. After a brief loading screen, there was a popup that asked him to agree to the Terms of Service. Alex wanted to read them, but when he saw Jaime looking so impatient in front of him he decided to just skip through and agree to everything. There was another brief loading screen after which the app went fullscreen and displayed on his phone in bold text “Please proceed to room 184.”

“But how am I supposed to know which…”

Jaime tapped impatiently at the side of the door onto which a small “184” had been scratched into the paint.

“They’re not finished renovating yet, obviously. Ecu will show the customers how to get here, but you shouldn’t be bugging him with that sort of stuff. It’s not his job,” explained Jaime, looking over his shoulder back from the direction they’d come.

“How do I get in?” asked Alex.

“Hold the phone up to the door’s lock. Please hurry, I’ve got to get to my room before my shift starts. Your phone will provide you with the rest of the instructions.”

Alex did as he was told, and the heavy deadbolt turned over with a resounding thunk. Jaime gestured at him to enter. Alex crossed the threshold and gazed around the dim, windowless room. It still smelled of fresh paint - a smokey cinnabar which covered all four walls and the ceiling. A bare, queen-sized mattress sat pushed against the far corner, next to which sat a heavily lacquered foot locker, locked with a steel lock reminiscent of the device which sat between Alex’s legs. Most striking, however, was what lay in the middle of the room.

It was another clear plexiglass box, about six feet by four feet by four feet, its front panel hinged and hanging open. The bottom of the box was lined with the same sort of embroidered cushions as before: pink, velvet, and welcoming. On top of the cushions sat a pair of handcuffs and a ball gag. Alex walked in a slow circle around the new box, his heels clacking against the floor. He ran his fingers along the top glass and found it cold to the touch. It was the first time Alex had got a good look at his prison from the outside and he found it otherworldly, like something out of a sci-fi movie. Despite its singular appearance, he felt drawn inside, knowing that all of his previous decisions had led him to this juncture, somehow certain that he was destined to enter the box.

He felt a tiny vibration emanate from Project Wonder, as well as his phone. He looked to see the screen was still unlocked, and the app was still open and displayed the following message: “Enter the box. Affix the gag in your mouth. Secure your hands in front of your body.”


Chapter 10

Reading those words filled his body with an unmistakable spike of adrenaline. He wished more than anything that April was there with him. He longed for her to coach him, scowl at him and make sure he got through these difficult moments. But she was gone, so he summoned all the courage he had left, got on his hands and knees and crawled inside the box. Once he was in, the front panel closed behind him. The glass immediately tinted, and the sound of a turning electronic lock filled his ears. He pushed the gag and handcuffs up against the side panel and stretched himself out with his hands at his sides, noticing the box was just long enough to let him do so. Suddenly, he felt the Project Wonder vibrate again. He looked back at the screen of his phone and looked at the screen: “Affix gag in mouth. Secure hands in front of body.”

He sat the phone back down, figuring there was plenty of time to get that done, and in the meantime, getting his anxiety under control was the main thing he needed to focus on at the moment. After a few seconds, his phone began ringing despite the fact that he had it on silent, a habit he’d never got out of after his days as a student. He picked it up to turn off the ringer, but he was locked out of the phone now, unable to exit the app and unable to turn off the screen, which now read “Affix gag. Secure hands.”

Not knowing what else to do, he picked up the gag. It felt heavy in his hands, sturdy and well engineered. He opened his mouth to put it inside when suddenly he felt a brief burst of electricity erupt from Project Wonder. In his fright, he dropped the gag and realized that the app had triggered the electronic shock mechanism inside of his chastity device. Panic building in his chest, he picked the gag back up and shoved it inside of his mouth and adjusted with the locking mechanism until it was snug and secure against the back of his neck. As soon as the lock engaged, the ringing stopped and the phone now read “Please secure your hands in front of your body.”

Terrified of getting shocked again, Alex hurriedly put on the handcuffs which, when attached, were not as uncomfortable as he might have imagined. As soon as the handcuffs locked in place, a pleasant chime played from the speakers of his cell phone and his chastity device vibrated. Alex cooed and his eyes rolled back into his head as he was unable to deny the pleasure he felt. He picked his phone up with both of his hands and saw that the screen now read “Searching for a client…”

Alex laid on his back and rested his handcuffed hands against his chest. He closed his eyes, taking a deep breath and savoring the moment’s peace. The glass box was cool and quiet and felt like a cocoon. The gag was uncomfortable, but not as bad as the previous evening, and the cuffs and chastity cage merely added to his strangely calming imprisonment. After a few minutes his heart rate had come back down to normal. He felt his body sink into the velvet cushions. The relaxation was downright intoxicating and after a few more minutes he felt himself drifting off to sleep.

Alex awoke to his phone chiming softly and Project Wonder vibrating ever so gently. He fought the initial urge to sit up lest he hit his head, and then picked up his phone which read “Client incoming: 6 minutes.” 

When he remembered why he was there in the first place and what was going to be expected of him, the anxiety once again welled inside of him. What if this next client was hideous? What if he smelled? He didn’t want to let April down, but everything just felt so different without her there and he wasn’t sure if he’d be able to go through with it this time. He rolled onto his side and stared at his phone as the timer ticked down:

“Client incoming: 4 minutes.”

“Client incoming: 3 minutes.”

“2 minutes.”

“1 minute.”

“Satisfy the client.”

As soon as the message appeared on his phone, he heard the room’s deadbolt clack open and watched as a man strolled inside. He was white, in his early forties, dressed in slacks, a button-up shirt and a tie. He was clean shaven and wore sunglasses and a brandless baseball cap. Alex thought the man looked wholly unremarkable, and knew even after studying him that he wouldn’t be able to recognize him in a lineup the next day.

The man fiddled with his phone and suddenly the tint lifted from the box. The client smiled and waved at Alex, who instinctively waved back, lifting his cuffed hands off his chest and wiggling his fingers. The man pressed at his cell phone again, cursed to himself, and then pressed on it some more. The sound of the electronic lock disengaging filled the glass box, and the door creaked ajar.

The man approached and swung open the door to the enclosure. Alex started scooting his body towards the exit until he felt two strong hands around his ankles right before everything slid out from under him as he was pulled unceremoniously out onto the floor. Alex yelped and crawled onto his knees, which felt uncomfortable against the hardwood floor.

“Wow, this is so fucking hot,” the man said, hunching down to examine Alex.

Alex didn’t know how to respond to that with a gag in his mouth, so he just sat there hunched on his knees, heart pounding in his ears, waiting for the client to make his next move.

“You’re really a sissy?” the man asked, getting on the floor himself and starting to hike up Alex’s dress.

Alex was taken aback by what he said, the words sounding so harsh and accusatory, so much so that he instinctually recoiled from his touch. But his bonds were too restrictive and the man was easily able to pull his skirt up, exposing the chastity cage unmistakable under his mesh panties.

“Wow,” he said, gently squeezing at Alex’s bulge. “I don’t even think I’d be able to tell if we were out in public.”

“Is that what I am? Is that what April’s turning me into?”

The stranger climbed to his feet and unbuckled his pants, pulling out a semi-erect cock, long and thick and uncircumcised. He began stroking it, looking at Alex like a piece of meat before fiddling with his phone and then announcing, “Let’s see what that mouth can do.”

Alex heard the electronic lock on the gag disengage and felt the pressure from its strap loosen. He spit out the gag and it fell to the floor with a string of slobber attached to it. He swallowed the excess spit but before he could say anything else, he felt the man rubbing the tip of his cock against his face. Not knowing how else to react, Alex opened his mouth in response and the man immediately stuffed his prick inside. The client’s cock was warm and circumcised and tasted of sweat and precum. It grew quickly in Alex’s mouth as he sucked, and after a minute it was hard as a rock.

“That’s a good girl,” the man growled, putting his hands on the back of Alex’s head and rocking his hips back and forth.

Alex’s knees already ached. Unable as he was to steady himself with his handcuffed hands, his bony knees took the brunt of his weight, but he didn’t dare complain, taking the man’s cock deeper and deeper into his mouth until it began opening his throat, whereby Alex suppressed a gag and kept sucking.

The man moaned loudly before unsheathing his cock from Alex’s throat and jerking himself off, moving his hairy balls in front of Alex’s mouth and instructing him to lick, which Alex did without hesitation. Suddenly, the man jerked his cock even more vigorously as he grabbed Alex’s hair with his offhand, positioning Alex’s face directly in front of his cock.

“You want this cum?” he growled.

Still shocked and disoriented, Alex didn’t respond and before he could react, the man let out a grunt and a thick rope of hot cum shot out onto Alex’s face. Alex flinched, but didn’t turn away, letting another rope soak him, and then a few more drops for good measure. He found the sensation shocking - the stranger’s seed was warmer and slimier than he had imagined it would be, and though none had got into his mouth, after a moment a drop slid down into his eye, stinging and momentarily blinding him.

By the time Alex had rubbed his eye and recovered his bearings, he saw the client had put his cock away and was once again wordlessly fiddling with his phone. The man’s demeanor changed drastically after his release and Alex could tell he was ready to leave. After a few seconds the man said to Alex: “It says to make sure you check your phone.”

Alex, cum still splattered all over his face, wordlessly crawled back to the box to recover his phone, which displayed the message: “Get cleaned up.”

Alex heard the footlocker chime a few feet away from him, so he climbed to his feet and walked over to it. His thighs had just begun cramping up and just standing felt heavenly. He opened the lid of the heavy foot locker to see an array of wet wipes, cheap drugstore makeup palettes, lubricant, and clean towels. He picked up one of the towels and gently wiped off his face, doing his best not to disturb his makeup. Once he was done, he felt a little better, though he was still squinting to see out his left eye. To his surprise, the man was still there, walking around the room and examining the box.

When he saw that Alex was in a less discombobulated state, he turned to him and said, “You did a really great job.”

“T-t-thanks…” Alex replied, meekly.

“This service is really crazy. Lockr. The things they think of right? How long have you been working for them?” he asked, his tone becoming conversational.

“Uh… this is my second night, I guess,” he replied, taking the opportunity to sit down on the mattress.

“Wow, you must love it. Probably a lot safer than being out on the streets. No nasty pimps to deal with, no cops forcing you into free tricks. And I saw that guy out front - nobody’s gonna mess with you when he’s around!” the man observed.

“Yeah, it’s great,” replied Alex, not knowing what else to say.

“It’s a shame you can’t pick who you get matched up with, or else I’d for sure come back and see you.”

“Well, maybe you’ll get lucky,” responded Alex.

After those words were said, Alex felt Project Wonder emit a gentle vibration. He rushed to retrieve his phone which read: “Insert gag and return to the box.”

“Well, my time’s up. Hopefully I’ll get to see you again. I’ll, uh, tip you on the app,” remarked the stranger as he made his exit.

The door to the room closed behind him and the lock turned shut with an audible clunk. Alex’s phone chimed again and he hurriedly grabbed the gag from the floor and reinserted it into his mouth without bothering to wipe it down, letting the magnetic locking mechanism engage as he did so. It took longer than he’d expected due to his bound hands and when his cell phone chimed again he hurried himself back into the box, not wanting to risk another electric shock. Once he was settled down, his phone chimed again and on the screen was the text, “Rate your interaction with the client” followed by five blank stars. Not knowing what else to do, Alex rated the man five stars and the phone’s message once again switched to “Searching for a client…”

Alex laid back on the soft velvet cushions, fighting the urge to rub his eyes and realizing his whole body was trembling owing to the rush of adrenaline from his previous encounter. He found himself thinking about the client, wondering where he’d heard about the app when he felt his chastity device rumble and his cell phone chime.

“Client incoming: 6 minutes.”

The next man was all but indistinguishable from the first: white, middle-aged, of average height and weight and wearing khakis, a blue polo shirt and boat shoes. This time, the man unlocked Alex’s gag and handcuffs before he opened the door to the glass box, letting Alex crawl out on his own.

“So you’re Alex. Wow, you look absolutely stunning,” he mused as Alex climbed to his feet. “Why don’t you slip out of that dress and let me get a good look at your body. Take off your bra too but leave on your panties and stockings.”

Alex felt his heart pounding in his chest as he pulled the slinky dress over his shoulders, turning around as he slipped out of his bra off so the client didn’t get a look at his falsies. Turning back to face him, Alex stood there fidgeting for a moment before doing a slow spin in space when the man urged him to do so. Once Alex had turned back around, the client stepped close to him and grabbed Alex’s waist, bringing him closer and sniffing his hair.

“Oh my God,” he growled. “You smell absolutely amazing. It's getting hard. Feel me.”

The man guided Alex’s hands down to the front of his pants. Alex gave the bulge a squeeze and couldn’t help but feel satisfied when the man let out a deep exhale. Despite himself, Alex could feel the pressure and heat of sexual energy building within his chastity cage for the first time since April had forced him to cum earlier in the evening. He rubbed at the front of the client's slacks with even more enthusiasm until he was sure the man was fully erect.

“Let’s move over to the bed,” the man suggested, taking Alex by the hand and leading him over to the mattress sitting in the corner of the dimly lit room.

The client undressed completely and laid down on the bed, his stout, circumcised cock pointing toward the ceiling. He looked Alex directly in the eyes and gestured down towards his member, wordlessly communicating his order. Alex didn’t hesitate, getting on the mattress and positioning himself between the client’s legs before bringing his lips close to the stranger’s cock. His scent was musty but not entirely unpleasant and Alex put his mouth on it without being prompted to do so. The client let loose a moan as Alex sucked, running his tongue around the base of the glans, copying a technique that April used to use on him. When he realized what he was doing, a small pang of regret took over him, though it only lasted a moment, dispelled when the client moaned again and he felt the cock twitch inside of his mouth.

“That feels so fucking good baby,” he urged and Alex kept sucking, picking up the pace ever so slightly.

The client arched his back as Alex took the stranger’s cock deep inside of his throat. He gagged but didn’t pull back, spraying a mist of spit against the man’s pelvis before finally letting off and sucking on the tip once again.

“I’m gonna cum inside your mouth, you little nympho. I’m gonna cum inside your mouth and you’re gonna kiss me afterwards, OK?” he announced.

Alex’s heart began pounding at the suggestion, and he nodded his head and said “mmm-hmm,” continuing to suck, taking him deep inside his throat one last time before putting the head in his mouth, taking hold of the shaft, and milking it with both his hands. The man’s body began quivering and then thrashing until he let loose a banshee-like scream as a powerful, viscous load shot into Alex’s gob. The cum was warm and thick and filled up Alex’s whole mouth, but that didn’t stop him from sucking until the client literally pushed him off, collapsing onto the bed in a heap of heavy breaths.

His mouth filled to the brim with cum, Alex crawled onto the man’s bare chest. The pair kissed, Alex spitting the sticky load into the client’s mouth, grinning in surprise as the man received it with gusto. He took Alex in his arms, warm skin pressing against warm skin, moist with a thin sheen of sweat. He kissed Alex again, spitting the cum back into his mouth, not caring that a spoonful had dripped onto the bare mattress.

“Let’s see you swallow that, baby,” the client urged.

Alex gritted his teeth and then swallowed, the load slithering down his throat in a way that almost felt satisfying. Once he was done, he giggled and opened his mouth wide to show to the client, who beamed back and said to Alex, “Where have you been all my life?”

Alex giggled and then rolled off his body, taking the same towel he’d used earlier from off the ground, finding an unsoiled end and wiping the excess cum from his lips. Out of the corner of his eyes he could see the client climb back to his feet, a smile as big as a mountain plastered over his face. Alex’s cock was absolutely aching with pressure, and he realized a thin stream of pre-cum was dripping down from the tip of the chastity cage. He used the towel to wipe it off and realized that he was desperate for a release. He considered asking the client for help but felt a sting of shyness overcome him when he opened his mouth. Instead, Alex took a deep, frustrated breath and started picking his clothes up from off the floor. He dressed next to the client, who had by now regained his bearings and was fiddling with his phone.

“You’re a real gem, you know that? Is there any way I can just pick you the next time I use the app?”

“Thank you. But I’m sorry, it doesn’t really work that way. It’s just sort of random, but I think the algorithm might try to pair you with people they think you’ll like. It’s weird like that, I don’t really get how it works,” Alex mused, almost to himself.

“That’s a bummer,” he replied, before an awkward pause caught in the air.

“It is.”

“So, how long have you been working for Lockr? Do you like it?”

“This is only my second day, but I’m liking it alright so far,” replied Alex absentmindedly as he finished getting dressed.

“Well, Alex, I have to go, but I’m gonna leave you a good tip and hopefully our paths will cross again soon,” he said, putting his phone back in his pocket and heading back towards the door.

“Bye,” said Alex.

“Bye.”

Once again, Alex was alone in the dim room. He heard his phone chiming and knew that it was time for him to get back in the box. Once he had replaced the gag and the handcuffs and was lying on the velvet cushions, his phone chimed and Project Wonder rumbled. This time the vibrations were more powerful than before, causing Alex to let out a moan of pleasure, loud and unabashed. After so much pent up tension, the stimulation was heavenly, so delightful that he could barely manage picking up his phone. When he did, the screen read “Client #337 has tipped you 40 dollars.” Alex felt his heart warm as he laid back, letting the physical pleasure of the vibrating plug wash over him, joyous knowing that just one encounter had netted him an extra forty dollars. Suddenly, the vibrations began ramping up and Alex bit his lower lip, squirming around as he felt an orgasm beginning to build deep within him.

But before it could come to fruition, the vibrations stopped and the message on his phone once again read “Searching for clients…”


Chapter 11

Alex collapsed into the cushions, clawing desperately at Project Wonder. There was something about being in chastity that made an unfulfilled orgasm feel even more painful. He wanted to cum more than he’d known was possible and he found himself praying that the next client would deign to undo his cage. He realized, however, that he was powerless to do anything about his frustration. He could only remind himself that this was what April wanted and hope that everything he was going through, the trials, frustrations, and humiliations, as well as the obscene pleasures, would somehow be worth it in the end. What that end entailed, only April knew, but those thoughts were enough to quell the worst of Alex’s discontentment.

Much to his frustration, it was right in that moment where there was a lull in business. Alex couldn’t say how much time had passed before the next alert popped up on his phone: “Client incoming: 25 minutes.” He cursed out loud realizing how much longer he’d have to wait before realizing how hard it had been to keep track of time since he’d arrived at the warehouse turned e-brothel. Wanting something other than his sexual frustration to occupy his mind, Alex picked up his phone and tried to get the Lockr app to minimize, swiping up and down, hitting each square inch of the screen, even holding down the power button on his phone, before realizing the app had completely taken over and there was nothing he could do to get it to minimize. He couldn’t even see the clock to know how long it had been since he’d arrived. So he watched as the minutes ticked down slowly as he stared at the screen, each one seeming to last an eternity.

“Client incoming: 24 minutes.”

“Client incoming: 23 minutes.”

“Client incoming: 22 minutes.”

“22 minutes.”

“21 minutes.”

“20”

“19”

“18”

Alex stared at the screen in a trance, his mind empty, paying no heed to his surroundings or to his predicament. He’d even managed to forget about April, about the debt he owed. And what a debt it was.

“You owe for the flesh.”

“And for the spirit.”

He closed his eyes and shook his head only to look at the screen and see “Client incoming: 2 minutes.”

“I must have spaced out,” he thought to himself.

“Satisfy the client.”

Suddenly, the door to the room unlocked and swung open, and the tint on the box lifted. Alex looked up to see a tall, dark-skinned man strut into the room. He wore a baseball cap and sunglasses and his face was covered by a black surgical mask. He crept around the perimeter of the room, walking two slow, deliberate circles around the glass box. Alex craned his neck around, watching the stranger make his circles until the man stopped alongside the long end of the box. He tapped at his phone with his thumbs, but this time instead of the door to the box opening, Alex’s nether regions were hit with a mild shock. Fear started coursing through his veins, as he hadn’t considered the possibility that clients would be able to take control of the electric shocks.

“Hike your dress up,” the man commanded in a booming voice, though it was barely audible on Alex’s side of the plexiglass.

The fear caused Alex to hesitate, and then all of the sudden he was hit by another shock, this time more powerful and enough to cause him to flail his arms and slam his elbow against the plexiglass wall, which hurt worse than the shock.

“I said hike it up!” the man barked, and this time Alex obeyed, exposing himself as he cowered in the corner of his prison.

“Now spread your legs,” boomed the man, and Alex spread his legs.

Transferring the phone to his left hand, the stranger used his right to hike down his sweatpants and boxer shorts. He pulled out his cock, dark, massive, uncircumcised and already fully erect. He started jerking himself and Alex felt Project Wonder turn white-hot as the electricity began to flow through it. He squealed in pain, thrashing to and fro as the shock continued. Once it stopped, Alex looked at the client, tall and imposing, his cock thick and glistening in the room's red lights. For the first time since April had brought him to the mansion, he felt genuine fear for his safety.

He wanted to cry out, to spit out the gag, but Alex knew he was powerless to do so. The man inched closer until he was standing over the glass box, rubbing his hand up and down his wet, dripping cock.

“Turn over. Let me see your ass or I’ll shock you again,” he barked, slapping his cock against the top of the glass so hard it sounded like thunder from Alex’s position.

Alex didn’t hesitate, turning over, hiking up his dress, and sticking his ass in the air.

“Face down!” the man barked, sending another painful shock through Alex’s being.

Alex didn’t know what else to do but to obey, so once the pain had passed he pressed his chest and face against the cool velvet.

“Wiggle it. Just like that! Yeah, that’s a good whore…” the man mused.

Alex braced himself for another shock which never came. He laid in that position wiggling his ass for five minutes and then another five. Suddenly, a beeping sound emitted from the chastity device and Alex heard the lock unclasp.

“Take it off and show it to me. The gag too. I want to get a good look at it. I dare not let you out of the box, but I must see the devices,” he growled, his words rapid and clicky.

Alex spit out the gag and then undid the latch to the chastity cage, removing Project Wonder from his limp penis, still soaked with precum from the encounters with the previous clients. Ten minutes ago, Alex would have done anything to be freed from his chastity, but now an unbridled fear had taken up the position in the forefront of his mind. Taking the steel plug out of his ass was even more of a challenge; he was forced to lie on his side and breathe heavily to ease it out while the new client waited impatiently. When it finally popped out, his ass felt loose and warm - a not altogether unpleasant sensation despite the circumstances.

He clicked the two parts of Project Wonder back together and held it up near the glass wall. The mysterious client squatted down, pressing his hands against the box and eyeing it with the utmost curiosity, instructing Alex to turn it this way and that, muttering to himself the entire time. Next, he asked to examine the gag, and Alex complied, holding it in front of his body as the man looked on. After a few minutes, the stranger seemed to have satiated his curiosity and climbed back to his feet.

“Do you know Jaime Capri?” he asked Alex, taking out his cell phone and furiously typing into it.

“I don’t know,” replied Alex, adding, “does she work for Lockr?”

“Pfft! She!” spat the man, shoving his phone back in his pocket.

“You got paired with her before?” said Alex, trying his best not to set this man off, though he felt far less vulnerable now that he was free of the chastity device.

“Nothing of the sort! I was in on the ground floor! I’ve known Jaime for a year now! I know Michael! Bertolt! April! The whole bloody lot!” he spit, his voice full of disgust.

“Wait,” stammered Alex. “How?”

“That’s none of your goddamn business!” snapped the man, before narrowing his eyes and staring curiously at Alex. “Unless…”

He did another circle around the cage, his anger seeming to suddenly dissipate, before plopping down on the mattress and bursting out laughing. He laughed and laughed and Alex became more uncomfortable the longer it went on. He considered yelling for help, but was worried as it was his first proper day and he knew that April would find out. After a few minutes, the man calmed down and sat down on the mattress.

“Alex. Alex. Alex. It says on the app that your name is Alex. You’re the Alex. April’s husband! I can’t believe she went and did it. It was something she talked about every once in a while, but I never thought she’d actually go through with it. She even made you a little diamond collar out of her wedding ring, just like she said she would. This is rich!”

Alex was overcome with a sudden sense of self consciousness, a hint of awareness poking through his drug soaked brain reminding him that this wasn’t just some twisted sex game. For a moment he remembered his life before the depression, before he’d incurred April’s wrath. He remembered his childhood, college, the stories that he’d written. For a moment he remembered his dreams, his ambitions, and his self worth. But only for a moment.

“Well, if you’re April’s husband then I’ve got to fuck you. There’s no way around it. To be honest I just wanted to come and check everything out, shoot my load on the floor maybe, but there’s no way that I’m gonna pass up a chance like this,” the man explained, taking his phone back out and popping the door open. “So why don’t you crawl over to the bed and get on all fours. Let’s see if you’re the sort of man April said you were.”

Alex froze, trying to hold on to that momentary sense of self he’d managed to conjure a few moments earlier only to realized it was gone, replaced by the voice of April barking in his ear letting him know that he was nothing without her, that without this work, he would be out on his own, something he knew was a one way ticket to his demise. As he crawled out of the box, April’s voice popped back in his head:

“You know it’s not just that, Alex. You know what you are. Justify it to yourself however you want, but you know you want his cock inside you. You know that it’s going to feel *so* fucking good. To lie there and just let him do whatever he wants to you until you cum again, and again, and again until you collapse on the mattress, your head empty, a blissful little puddle of goo. So stop lying to yourself Alex, let him have his way with you. Let him fuck you like a whore.”

Ignoring the shameful refrain, Alex crawled onto the mattress, past the fully naked client. Alex stuck his ass in the air, arching his back and staring at the cinnabar-hued wall in front of him. He felt something warm and wet and slimy against his hole and he couldn’t tell if it was the client’s tongue or maybe some lube, but he didn’t care. He simply closed his eyes and quieted his mind and took in the sensations. When the tip of the man’s cock entered him, he was relaxed and ready, letting out a high pitched cry of uninhibited pleasure.

“Take that cock, April’s husband…” groaned the man, sliding himself an inch deeper into Alex's ass.

Alex breathed in and out, slow and deliberate as his ass stretched and stretched. He looked back over his shoulder, gazing at the client’s masculine, muscular body, feeling submissive and tiny and under his complete control. Without warning, the client shoved himself deeper, slapping Alex hard on his ass cheek causing Alex to let out another inadvertent cry.

“That’s a good bitch,” moaned the client, reaching around and taking Alex’s cock and balls firmly in his strong, calloused hand.

Alex’s arms gave out from under him when the man squeezed, the mix of pain and excess pleasure almost too much to bear. His rock-hard cock felt tiny in the man’s hand and twitched like mad as the man started rocking his hips back and forth and back and forth. After half a dozen pumps the man’s hips were slapping against Alex’s round and firm ass cheeks, the sound echoing through the room as he was lost in a haze of obscene delight.

Alex closed his eyes, ass in the air, chest pressed against the mattress, letting out a high pitched, feminine squeak every time the man thrust himself inside his ass. Everything was so overwhelming and so excessive that in that moment, all of Alex’s worries about his future, his worries about April were nothing but a distant memory. He was lost in a bacchanalian whirl, unable to distinguish his own body from the outside world. It was undeniable: he loved being a vessel for others' pleasure. To Alex, there was nothing else like it.

Suddenly the stranger withdrew his cock, grabbed Alex by his hips, and flipped him onto his back. Alex flopped down like a ragdoll, spreading his leg and breathing heavily as the client shoved his cock back inside. Alex’s vision was filled with stars as the man’s veiny cock ran over and against his prostate. The client proceeded to grab Alex’s legs, sit back on his haunches and start jack-hammering Alex’s hole, hard and methodically. The young man felt his body shaking violently against his will as an ethereal glow began building in his body.

He made no attempt to stop it, letting the man pound away at his ass as the glow built and built until it was white hot, and Alex was screaming and cursing and writhing. A stream of white hot semen shot like a firehose out of Alex’s cock, covering his chest and his face as the orgasm overcame him. The man pounded away at him throughout the orgasm, his cock violating Alex’s vice-tight hole until Alex felt the man twitching and twitching inside of him, his insides warming with the man’s seed.

And just like that, it was over. The client withdrew himself and Alex fell to the mattress, shaking and shuddering for another two minutes as the orgasm continued to echo through his being. Alex looked on as the man stood up, his massive cock still hard, a drop of semen still visible at the end of his black meat. The man wiped himself off with the soiled towel still crumpled messily on the ground, not bothering to offer it to Alex. A moment later he knelt down next to the mattress.    

“Here,” uttered the client, handing Alex the chastity device without deigning to make eye contact with him, “put this back on. And the gag. I want to get out of here.”

Alex barely knew where he was, but nevertheless began the process of reattaching the device, made all but impossible by his still swollen cock. Somehow, however, he managed to get the cage locked over his cock. His hands still shaking violently, he took the plug and slid it into his wet, cum filled ass. It slid in easily, despite his hole feeling sore and used and after a bit of finessing, the two halves of the device clicked together with an audible sound letting him know the device was in place. He looked up to see the client, now fully clothed, impatiently offering him the gag. Alex took it silently, putting the ball into his mouth and fastening the strap behind his neck, his body still absolutely drenched in cum. He began crawling back into the glass box when the client motioned for him to stop.

“Wait,” he said, taking his phone and fiddling with it. “There are some things I need to tell you. I’ve added a few minutes onto our time here. Make yourself comfortable,” he said, adding “well, as comfortable as you can manage given your circumstances.”

The man gestured towards the mattress and Alex flopped down, his exhausted body happy for the respite. He eyed the stranger, whose demeanor had changed completely since they’d fucked. Alex recognized it immediately as post-orgasmic regret. Regardless, he was happy that the aggressive streak he’d displayed earlier was nowhere to be seen ,and for some reason felt comfortable letting his guard down for a moment while the man spoke.

“It wasn’t supposed to be like this,” he began. “I grew up around this. Sex work. My mother was a working girl and this… ever since I was a kid, this was the water I swam in. Now I’m not telling you this as some sort of sob story. It's just so you know where I’m coming from: why I’ve had the ideas I’ve had, and why I’ve done the things I’ve done. You see, at its core, once you’ve removed the pimps, the streets, and the crime from all this, prostitution is a trade like any other. It has its benefits, its risks, and its rewards. I recognized that from a young age. But the question remains: how do you separate the two, the trade and the crime, given the illegal nature of it all? It’s easier said than done, right? When there’s money being made there’s always going to be vultures, whether you’re building cars, writing software, or selling pussy. I used to believe it was impossible to avoid, but then…”

The man stood up and began meandering back and forth, looking off into the distance as if he was deep in thought before he began talking again.

“What if it was all legal? Not like Amsterdam. No, I’ve been to Amsterdam before. It’s better than being out on the streets in Oakland, but it’s still a cesspool. It had to be legit and the people who did the work had to be their own bosses! But how do you guarantee that? We needed a technological solution! Working girls would rent out a room and prescreened clients would use an app to pay and simply unlock the doors. No money would change hands; all the commerce would be done in the digital space. There would be professional security, trustworthy men who were paid well, at the beck and call of the girls. All the clients would be screened for diseases, and we’d run a background check to make sure there weren’t any violent felons coming through the doors. It would be a win-win: more money for everyone involved, and finally a safer working environment for the girls. But now look at it! It’s been fucked up and perverted. They’re going to lure people in, get them accustomed to the humiliation, and once they’re good and stuck, they’ll lower your wages until you’re barely scraping by, until folks are no better off than they were on the streets. Fuck! It was a great fucking idea and they fucked it up!”

Alex listened intently as he watched the man becoming more and more agitated. Part of him wanted to summon security, but another part of him desperately wanted to hear the rest of the story, to find out how he knew April and Jaime and the rest of the investors. So he tried to stay calm and let the man continue telling his story.

“I thought I was gonna save people. I had a little money saved up but not enough to start a venture like this on my own. I did, however, know a shit ton of people who work in tech. Shit, they made up most of my customers! So I started putting out feelers with some people I thought were more or less trustworthy. A few favors here, a few calls there and I had a meeting with McMullen Technologies. I see you recognize the name! Your wife sits on the board there. A bunch of scum of the earth motherfuckers, I tell you what. I grew up around pimps, addicts, gangbangers, and I’ve never in my life met a more vile and detestable group of people than I met at McMullen. I doubt that surprises you. Look at you right now. You were sick and couldn’t work and were therefore worthless in your wife’s eyes. I got to know her pretty well over the past year, you know that? Shit, I might even know her better than you do now. Business trumps everything, even family - that’s the way those people think. And money trumps all!

You might think you being here is a way for her to fulfill her little kinks - yes, I heard all about those - and that might have something to do with it, but it’s not the main reason. Truth is, you’re worth more to her feminized. Lemme ask you something: has she started feeding you estrogen yet?”

It took Alex a few minutes for reality to set in. When it finally came to him he realized he wasn’t sure how to answer his question. He’d been taking random handfuls of pills from her for days now without asking what they were. Some were definitely drugs: percocets, maybe valium, but others he couldn’t identify and at the time he’d dared not ask. The client saw Alex’s hesitation and smiled ruefully when he realized his interlocutor didn’t know the answer to his question.

“You might wanna check in with her about that. If I squint hard enough, I can see that your titties are already starting to come in. Pretty soon your cock will stop working and after that she’s gonna put you under the knife. Snip, snip.”

Alex’s heart well and truly sank as his brain misfired, a futile attempt at processing everything he’d been told, but before he could finish his thought the client continued his monologue.

“But what do I know? Maybe deep down it’s what you want, or maybe it's what you need, even if you don’t know it yet. Maybe that’s why you’ve been depressed and all it would take is the keen eye of your scheming wife to see through your defense mechanisms and put you in an uncomfortable situation for your own benefit. Maybe this is her way of helping you, in her own sick and fucked up way. But probably not. She’s probably just using you. Adieu, Alex. Get the fuck back in the box. I’ve said what I needed to say.”

Alex sat in a stunned silence until the man walked over and tapped on the top of the box, still sitting ominously in the middle of the floor, its front door peeking open as if it were inviting Alex back in. He felt Project Wonder buzz and heard his phone ringing unattended, knowing without looking that it displayed the command “Return to the box.” Wordlessly, he crawled across the floor and slunk back inside. By the time he’d got himself situated, he heard the heavy door to his room slam shut, leaving him alone with his worries and his fears.

He fidgeted about, trying to get comfortable and absentmindedly groping at his chest, wondering to himself if he really was already starting to grow breasts. He knew in his gut that every last word the client had said was true, from being the founder of the company to knowing about April’s plans and her intention to coerce him into this situation. And while he didn’t want to admit it, Alex knew the man was also right about the hormones and what the future likely held in store for him. He closed his eyes and tried to process the information, replaying the man’s monologue in his head. He realized he was exhausted and began nodding off.

“Or is that just the drugs talking?” he thought to himself.

He tried to fight it at first, but soon the pull became too powerful for him to resist and he drifted off into the nothingness of sleep.


Chapter 12

Alex awoke to the gentle sway of his body being carried down the corridor. He opened his sleep-crusted eyes and realized he was in the arms of Ecu, the security guard he’d seen at the entrance of the facility. Much to his relief, he realized that he was no longer bound by the chastity device. He felt a sudden surge of embarrassment but was too exhausted to ask to be set down. Beside him walked Jaime, looking no worse for wear, a wry grin plastered over his lips.

“Looks who’s awake,” he mused without breaking his stride.

“What happened?” groaned Alex, trying to catch one of the numbers painted on the doors that passed by him.

“You fell asleep is what happened. But don’t worry, you didn’t miss any clients, and all three gave you five stars out of five. One even gave you a tip!” replied Jaime.

Alex groped absentmindedly at his chest, remembering the last client he’d seen before succumbing to exhaustion.

“There was a man. The last client. He said he knew you,” recalled Alex, doing his best to recover his bearings.

“I’m sure he did. I’ve seen quite a few clients here and try my best to be memorable.”

“No. Not from here. He said he was a founder. Of Lockr. He said this whole thing was his idea. He said he knew you, wanted to know if I knew you too.”

“Lots of people say lots of crazy things,” observed Jaime. “What was his name?”

“His name?” repeated Alex, before realizing he hadn’t the faintest idea.

“Yes. You know, those things we call each other to get one another’s attention.”

“I… I don’t remember.  But he said this whole thing was his idea, that he knew you and April and Michael.”

“Look, as far as I know, this whole thing was your wife’s idea. I have no clue what you’re going on about,” replied Jaime, with a tone of finality to his voice.

Before Alex had time to reply, he was hit with a cool blast of morning air as Jaime swung open the door to the facility and the security guard walked out into the open. Dawn had yet to break and the city was still quiet, though the drone of a street sweeper could be heard from a few blocks over. A large black SUV sat idling at the curb, its tailpipe emitting a large cloud of condensation into the air.

Ecu let Alex’s legs gently drop to the ground and Alex attempted to stand. His whole body felt wobbly, like he’d just ran a marathon and he was thankful for the support that Ecu continued to provide. After a few seconds, however, Alex was standing comfortably on the high heels and he felt confident enough to follow Jaime into the back of the SUV. The driver greeted the pair politely and pulled away onto the surface streets without confirming the destination address.

“April wanted me to give you this,” interjected Jaime, handing Alex an envelope with his name written on the front of it.

Alex accepted it and ripped it open to find a letter written in April’s hand along with a debit card with Alex’s name on it.

Dear Alex,

I hope you had a pleasure-filled first shift at Lockr :). I trust that you made me proud and did everything the clients asked of you and more. I’m writing to let you know that I caught a flight to Qatar and am going to be incommunicado for the next few days. We’re close to striking a big deal with the House of Thani. They want to premiere Lockr at the World Cup, and I can’t have any distractions while we finalize the details.

That being said, I want you to use this trip as an opportunity for you to show me that you can follow my instructions and show up for your shifts without me there holding your hand. I took the liberty of scheduling you another two nights’ shifts. After that, you should take a few days off. All the money you’ve made will be deposited into a bank account that I’ve opened for you. It’s going to be up to you to show up on time, and to arrange transportation and so forth. I’ve also left you your medications in a pill container on my vanity, and I expect you to take them correctly.

You’ve been doing so much better lately, Alex, and I think I can trust you not to fuck this up. If you can pass this test for me, then you can consider your “probation” over. You’ll get to stay in my life and we can work everything else out on an ad-hoc basis. I want to believe in you, I really do. Use this trip to show me that you love me, that you can be responsible, and that you’re worthy of my trust.

Best Regards,

April

Alex squeezed the sides of the paper in frustration as he finished reading the letter. There was so much he had to ask her about and now, of all times, she decided to take a business trip.

“What did it say?” asked Jaime, craning his neck over to try and get a peak.

Alex noticed and just handed the crumpled piece of paper over to let Jaime read it.

“I don’t know why you’re so upset,” he observed. “It seems like you’re almost out of the doghouse.”

“I want to ask her about what the last client said. I need to know!” grumbled Alex, his voice growling with agitation.

“About what? Why do you care who founded Lockr so much? Why does it matter to you at all?”

“It doesn’t matter to me! It’s not that at all!” Alex burst out, his voice shaky and full of impotent frustration.

The driver peered back at them through the rearview mirror but didn’t comment.

“What is it then?” replied Jaime in a calm voice as he put his hand on Alex’s knee.

“I think April’s been giving me female hormones. In fact, I’m sure of it. The guy said that was her plan all along, that she’s going to feed me hormones and then have me get surgeries, that she wants to turn me into a woman! My body is all I have, Jaime!”

Alex took a pause and let out a deep breath. Once he’d said it out loud, he knew at the bottom of his heart that it was true, and he could immediately sense that Jaime knew it was the truth as well.

“Alex,” began Jaime, lowering his voice and speaking at a slow, deliberate pace, “I know that’s got to be a lot to process, but before you go flying off the handlebars and doing something you might regret, have you considered that it might not be the worst thing in the world for you?”

Alex huffed and pulled his leg away from Jaime’s hand, repeating, “My body is all I have.”

“Look, I don’t really care one way or the other, but you should just hear me out for a second. OK? How have these last few years gone for you? Have you been happy lately? Have you been flourishing? Thriving? Be honest with me.”

“No, these last few years have been awful…” admitted Alex.

“How about before that? Let me ask you something else, Alex. When was the last time you were truly happy?”

Alex sat in silence for a good solid minute before answering.

“I dunno. Probably when I met April. You know, at the beginning of our relationship.”

“And before that? Were you happy then?”

“No,” Alex replied, unhesitatingly.

“Alex, we live in a society where a person’s worth and therefore a person’s happiness is determined by how well they can succeed economically. Are you a provider? Do you have some sort of skill that people will pay money for?”

“No.”

“Can you code an elegant program? Can you fix a broken bone? Can you argue a case in court or build a wall out of bricks?”

“No…”

“Economically, what do you bring to the table? Be honest.”

Alex sat in silence, a very real sense of shame sinking into his pores.

“Nothing, Alex. In terms of earnings potential, you bring nothing to the table. In our society, in the good ol’ United States of America, that’s the only thing that matters. Earnings potential determines someone’s worth as a person. I’m not here to say whether that’s how things ought to be, but that’s the reality of the culture that you and I are living in.

Now, you might not have any marketable skills, Alex, but do you know what you’ve got going for you? I’ll tell you what. You’re cute. Cute as all hell. Dress you up in some make-up and a cute little outfit and you’re absolutely to die for. Not in a classic, like Marlon Brando way, but in a soft, feminine one. Fifty years ago this would have meant nothing, but things are different now,” explained Jaime.

Alex stared ahead, making brief eye contact with the driver through the rearview mirror before the man’s eyes skirted quickly back to the road.

“That, my friend, means you have earning potential. An innate earning potential. It means you are worth something as a human being. I don’t know what the fuck else April sees in you, but you were lucky enough to not be born ugly, and that means you’ll never go hungry. So, if I may be so bold: shut the fuck up, take your pills, and do whatever April asks of you. She’s got money, and that means she knows what she’s doing, far better than you do, at least.”

Alex slunk into his seat as the SUV rolled down the deserted freeway. The pair spent the rest of the ride in silence, until the sun poked out over the horizon and they finally pulled up to April and Alex’s Marin County home. The driver got out to open Alex’s door, but Alex had already exited when Jaime yelled to him “remember what we talked about Alex!”

Even after scrubbing the makeup from his face and taking a boiling hot shower, Alex emerged feeling even worse than before. He laid in bed, naked under the covers, eyeing the weekly pill organizer sitting on April’s vanity. Each section was filled to the brim with the mess of pills he was expected to take. As he stared at the organizer, he felt the exhaustion begin to consume him, but before it could overtake him, he rolled out of bed and dragged himself to the vanity. Pouring out the next day's pills from the container, he picked up one at random and typed its description into Google. Once finished, he took another and did the same thing, and then another until he’d finally finished and there was a note on his phone that listed every discovery he had made.

8 mg Estradiol

100 mg Spironolactone

2 mg Xanax

10 mg Percocet

10 mg Cialis

50 mg Zinc Sulfate

He stared at the list, the last client’s words running through his head like a melody.

“If I squint hard enough, I can see that your titties are already starting to come in. Pretty soon your cock will stop working and after that she’s gonna put you under the knife. Snip, snip.”

My body is all I have,” he said to himself, tears welling up in his eyes.

For the first time since he’d started his relationship with April, he felt betrayed. It was a bitter feeling, a feeling that hadn’t emerged when he’d found out she’d been fucking Michael, nor when she’d threatened to divorce him and put him out on the streets, not even when she’d signed him up for Lockr. He wasn’t sure why it was, but there was something about this in particular that elicited an ugly burning deep within the pit of his stomach. Nevermind that he’d taken the pills without question, there was something about messing with his fundamental body chemistry that crossed an invisible line he hadn’t known even existed.

He laid back in bed and closed his eyes wishing that April was there, not so much so that he could tell her how betrayed he felt, but rather so that she could tell him how much he was overreacting, about how this was for his own good. He thought back to what Jaime had told him and tried to take it to heart, but it wasn’t the same - Jaime hadn’t the power over him that April did.

Not knowing what else to do, he slept, waking early in the evening still carrying the burden of April’s betrayal. He crawled out of bed onto the yoga mat, but couldn’t manage anything more than laying in child’s pose for a few minutes. Abandoning his mat, he decided to re-examine the pills, still strewn across April’s vanity from the night before. Despite the powerful feelings that coursed through him, there was no question of mustering the courage to not take the cocktail. So he downed them, one by one, washing them down with a cold Gatorade from the fridge.

Half an hour later, his burden did seem to lighten and April’s actions started feeling less horrid than before. He reckoned that maybe Jaime was right and when he checked his bank account and saw it had over a thousand dollars in it for the first time in years, he all but forgot about the client and his accusations, the hormones and the potential surgeries. Before he got dressed, Alex paused in front of the mirror, imagining himself with wider hips and a small pair of perky B-cups. It’s not something he believed he’d ever envisioned for himself before, but he figured that there were worse things to be in this world than a woman. He would have April in his life and he would have money in his pocket.

Tugging at the diamond collar still nestled around his neck, he thought to himself, “If I have to be a whore, I’m going to be the best whore there is.”

Per April’s instructions, he scheduled himself an Uber into town to get his makeup done and another one after that back to the warehouse in Richmond. It was a stress free makeup appointment, Alex being too numb at this point to even register embarrassment. He’d dressed in a black tube dress pulled over a black latex bikini, an outfit that April had put together and left for him in the closet. But when the Uber pulled up to the warehouse, Alex stripped out of the dress and discarded it on the ground, overcome with an urge to throw caution to the wind.

“If I’m gonna be a slut, then who cares if I have clothes on or not. Everyone’s gonna see me naked anyway, so why even bother.”

Ecu started wide-eyed at Alex as he strutted up the steps wearing nothing but a shiny bikini. Despite his shocked expression, the man remained silent, opening the door for Alex and leading him down the long, confusing hallway back to the same room he’d occupied the night before. The heavy door once again locked behind Alex and his phone came under control of the Lockr app. The room was much the same as before: the bare mattress, the footlocker, and the clear glass box, on top of which sat Project Wonder, a gag, and a pair of handcuffs.

“Enter the box. Affix gag in your mouth. Secure your hands in front of your body.”

“Affix gag in mouth. Secure hands in front of body.”

“Affix gag. Secure hands.”

Once again, Alex found himself caged, plugged, and bound, laying on the same velvet cushions and staring with an empty head at a cell phone screen that read “Searching for clients.”

To his surprise, the first man to come in was Ahmed, the Uber driver who’d driven Jaime and him the previous night. He unlocked the glass box and the gag and gestured for Alex to sit next to him on the mattress. He smelled of soap and a freshly smoked cigar but seemed a little nervous, asking Alex if they could go and get Jaime and turn their encounter into a three-way. Alex responded that he didn’t think it was possible and the man looked a little disappointed for a moment, but still put his hand on the inside of Alex’s thigh and bade him open his legs.

“I’ve never been with a ladyboy before. I’m a little nervous.” he admitted.

“That’s OK… daddy,” mumbled Alex, the word catching in his throat as he ran his fingers gently over the man’s crotch. “I promise I’ll make it an experience you’ll never forget.”

The man scooted his hips forward and Alex undid his zipper, exposing a quickly hardening, uncircumcised cock. It was fairly short but thick as a can of coke and Alex admitted he’d never seen anything like it before, before telling Ahmed, “I can’t wait to see how it feels in my mouth.” 

Alex had to open his jaw as wide as he could just for it to barely fit inside. The man didn’t seem to care, however, and moaned incessantly as Alex bobbed his head up and down the thick and stubby shaft. Frustrated with how it was proceeding, Alex took the Ahmed’s cock out of his mouth before grabbing a towel and draping it over the top of the glass box. Alex laid atop the box with his head hanging off the side, beckoning the man to come over and stick his cock inside his throat.

Ahmed approached almost giddily, smiling like a schoolboy as he stepped out of his slacks and brought his cock to Alex’s mouth. He slid it in, timidly at first, until Alex reached back and grabbed his hips, urging him to force it deeper inside of his throat. When the man finally did so, Alex gagged audibly, the chode stretching his throat to the limit as the man’s fat belly weighed heavily atop his chin and chest. When Ahmed finally unsheathed himself, Alex's blood was up and he could feel his own cock pressing desperately against the chastity cage.

“Again,” he managed to urge after taking a few breaths and opening his mouth back up.

This time Ahmed went straight in, and Alex arched his back and boomed a wet and rough gagging trumpet, not even trying to suppress the reflex, spraying spit and snot and pre-cum all over the man’s hips and his own face. Ahmed didn’t relent, rocking his hips back and forth, in and out of Alex’s aching throat until Alex was struggling for breath, kicking his legs and pushing back against the man’s powerful hips. Mercifully, the man finally unsheathed himself and began stroking his own wet cock as Alex tried to regain his bearing. When he finally did, he saw the speed of Ahmed's masturbation was at a fever pitch.

“No, you have to fuck me!” whined Alex, desperately wanting to feel the man’s cock inside of him - desperate to feel anything.


Chapter 13

But it was too late. The man groaned as rope after rope of white-hot cum spurted across Alex’s face, covering his lips and nose and eyes. Alex used his bare hands to smear the man’s seed from off his face and angrily flicked it to the floor, before climbing to his feet and using the towel to wipe off the remnants.

“I’m sorry. I can’t. I’m married,” confessed the man, who was already pulling his pants back up.

Alex didn’t reply, merely huffed and pawed at the cage underneath his bikini bottoms before searching for the gag and handcuffs. By the time Alex was bound back up and back inside the box, Ahmed was halfway out the door and said to Alex “You were right though - this was an experience I’ll never forget. I’ll… I’ll tip you on the app.”

He closed the door behind him and Alex adjusted himself on the pillowtop mattress until he was comfortable enough, trying to ignore the pressure in his crotch and waiting for another client to appear. Ten minutes later, both Project Wonder and his phone began vibrating.

“Client Incoming: Five Minutes.”

Anxious for release, Alex climbed to his hands and knees and moved towards the locked entrance to his box, adjusting his hair and his bikini so as to look more appealing to the client. A few minutes later, a tall, skinny African-American man strolled slowly into the room. He was dressed in a long black t-shirt and baggy jeans, and wore a square set of wire-framed glasses. He stood wordlessly in front of the box before lifting the tint and then eyeing Alex up and down like a piece of meat. Alex watched the man lick his lips, his expression lustful and greedy. The client's eyes narrowed as he fiddled with the phone, and a few seconds later, Alex felt the lock on his gag disengage, followed quickly by the door popping open. Alex, his hands still bound, pushed the door the rest of the way open with the crown of his head and emerged from the cell.

“On your feet, skinny little thing,” the man urged, helping him up by his shoulders.

Alex felt light headed for a moment and leaned into the man, inhaling a whiff of fresh sweat and cheap cologne. For some reason unbeknownst to him, Alex’s cock twitched and swelled inside its cage.

“Damn, girl. I can tell they got you on that good stuff,” observed the man, gently squeezing Alex’s cheek with his strong hand, before stroking Alex’s lips with a long, gruff finger.

Alex let the man proceed, his breath quickening as the butterflies began to build inside his stomach. He slackened his jaw as the man inserted one finger inside of his mouth, followed by another, before wrapping his lips around them and letting the man move them slowly in and out, and in and out. The man’s fingers were calloused and salty and tasted faintly of tobacco, but for some reason Alex cock felt as hard as a diamond pressing painfully against its metal prison.

“You’re gonna be my girlfriend for the next hour, aren’t you?” asked the man, his lips centimeters away from Alex’s ear.

“Mmm-hmm,” cooed Alex, shivers running down his spine as he let the client stick his fingers deeper and deeper inside of his mouth until they were nearing the entrance of his throat.

“That’s what a wanna hear,” replied the man before finally sticking his two fingers past the barrier of his throat, causing tears to well up in Alex’s eyes as he suppressed his gag reflex.

When the man spread his fingers, Alex couldn’t hold back, retching audibly as two heavy tears fell from his eyes and down his cheeks.

“And that’s what I wanna see,” whispered the man, withdrawing his fingers before taking Alex’s earlobe in his mouth, licking and sucking and nibbling at it until Alex felt like he was going to cum.

The client moved his mouth millimeters away from Alex’s before kissing him deeply. Alex returned the wet kiss, sticking his tongue all the way out and rubbing his crotch against the man’s leg like a dog in heat. The man soon broke the kiss and eased Alex down onto his knees before grabbing him by the back of the head and pressing Alex’s face against his crotch. Alex could feel the heat and hardness of the client’s massive cock against his cheek. Without being prompted, Alex undid the man’s belt with a sense of urgency, unzipping his fly and freeing his cock from the man’s boxers. It was long and thick as any Alex had ever seen, and it was already almost funny erect. It bent to one side but Alex didn’t care about that, swiftly taking its head into his mouth and savoring its warmth and salty flavor.

“Good girl. Suck on that thing,” urged the client, and Alex started sucking, bobbing his head up and down the man’s sizable cock and letting the drool run down in thick strands onto the floor.

Unsurprisingly, the client wanted to go deeper and Alex relaxed his throat and let him proceed, taking a huge breath before letting the man’s thick cock deep inside of him. Alex was surprised at how quickly he’d learned to suppress his gag reflex; sucking cock was becoming second nature to him and after a few seconds his nose was pressed up against the man’s taut belly, taking all nine inches down his throat. After a brief moment, the man withdrew his shaft and Alex took in another big breath before impaling himself once again on the man’s cock, taking it in and out and in and out of his throat until a thick foam of bubbling spit had built up around the base of the man’s massive member.

Alex felt the client’s cock getting harder and harder, feeling a thrill as he listened to his moans - he knew that he had the client in the palm of his hand, that the man’s orgasm and thus the man himself was completely under Alex’s control now - it was a feeling that Alex had never experienced before and it made him feel a rush of energy, a power that he’d never known he’d possessed. Knowing that he wanted to get fucked, he slowed down his pace, still not taking him out of his mouth but backing down and easing the client away from the verge of orgasm. Once client wasn’t in danger of nutting prematurely, Alex took his mouth off the man’s cock and began slowly stroking him with both hands, staring at the man, batting his eyes and moaning in a soft and sultry voice, “Will you fuck me now? Please? I need to feel you inside me. Please?”

The man rushed to fetch his phone from his pocket, pressing on his screen until Alex heard the now-familiar unlocking sound and felt the lock of his Project Wonder release. He quickly freed himself, a thick strand of pre-cum stretching from the tip of his cock as he removed the cage and the plug and set the apparatus on top of his box. He was shocked at how easily the plug had come out, his ass already becoming accustomed to its fit.

He grabbed the client by his cock and led him over to the mattress, inviting him to lay down, an offer which the client eagerly accepted. Alex grabbed the bottle of lube from the footlocker and spread it over the entrance to his eager hole before squirting some in the palm of his hand and rubbing it all over the client’s still stiff cock.

Wordlessly, Alex climbed on the bed and straddled the man, pressing the greasy tip of the client’s thick cock against his hole. Sitting down, Alex let the first inch of the man’s massive member slide inside of him, moaning sensually as a wave of pleasure shot through his body. He closed his eyes, sitting down a little farther with each sway of his hips until he’d fully impaled himself and his tight little butt cheeks sat flush against the client’s hips. Despite the size, there wasn’t even an ounce of pain that accompanied penetration. His body was hot and dripping to the brim with a lustful energy as he rocked himself back and forth, letting the man's cock rub up inside of him against all the sensitive parts he’d barely recognized he possessed. It was as if something had unlocked inside of him, releasing something that he’d never even known had existed.

“Oh my God!” groaned the client, arching his back and grasping the side of the mattress.

Alex kept riding, sliding his hips back and forth and then bouncing up and down, sliding all nine inches of the client’s cock in and out of his receptive hole. Alex let loose a feminine squeal as he continued to ride, the seed of an orgasm building within his loins. Opening his eyes for a moment he looked down at his cock to see that it was achingly hard and that a pool of precum had formed on the man’s belly. It was clear and enticing, and Alex scooped some of it up, tasted it, and used it as lube to stroke his own cock, closing his eyes and riding and stroking and riding and stroking as the seed of the orgasm continued to blossom inside of him.

The client cried out again and Alex felt the man’s cock pulsing inside of him, twitching once, and then again. Alex sped up the pace of his riding and let go of his cock, the stimulation too much to handle, frantically bouncing up and down and back and forth until he himself was moaning and squeaking and cursing, the orgasm within his loins finally coming to fruition. Finally, the client’s cock began twitching uncontrollably inside him, squirting fountains of cum and warming his insides. Alex finally let loose, howling a high pitched scream as he sat down as hard as he could on man’s cock, his entire body shaking and spasming as cum shot in the air and the most otherworldly pleasure exploded throughout his entire being.

The man grabbed Alex roughly by the hips and jammed himself even deeper as the orgasm continued passing, Alex now doubled over against the man’s chest, shaking violently as if he were having a seizure. Finally, the sensations were too much to take and Alex hopped off the man’s cock, collapsing onto the hardwood floor, naked, twitching, cum leaking from his body, forming two separate pools on the floor. He closed his eyes as a serene sense of bliss passed over him. A moment passed. Another. And then it was gone.

Alex looked up to see the client grabbing a towel from the footlocker to clean himself up, the man’s cock still hard and dripping with cum.

“God damn, girl! God damn!” was all the client could manage as he winced, wiping the filth from his still sensitive cock.

Alex couldn’t help but laugh, propping himself up his elbow and reaching out for the unsullied end of the towel, which the client handed over happily.

“I ain’t been fucked like that in ages!” he declared, laughing and gathering his clothes from off the floor. “You gotta give me your number, cause there’s no way that’s the last time I’m getting fucked like that. We won’t have to go through any of this shit here. Just name your price.”

Alex was a little taken aback, his brain assessing the situation as he struggled to clean himself off with his shaking hands. This was the first time a client had ever asked for his number. He was sure it was against the Lockr terms of service, and he was also aware that April would skin his hide if he’d ever found out about it.

“But she started me on hormones without even telling me about it. Maybe it’s only fair that I go see this guy again. Make a little extra money on the side and pay off my debt even quicker. It’s not like she could object to that. I’m just being a good businessperson: maximizing my earning potential. And it’s not like she’ll ever have to know. We’ll be even. Well, maybe not even, but I’ll be that much closer towards paying back my debt and I can stop being mad about her not telling me about the hormones,” thought Alex to himself.

“Sure,” said Alex, smiling shyly and telling the client his number.

The man introduced himself as Franklin Phillips and put Alex’s number in his phone, promising that he would tip him on the app and text him later that night. Alex, his legs still wobbly, walked across the floor and gave him a kiss on the check.

“That’s probably the best fuck I’ve ever had in my life,” confessed Alex, his cheeks turning bright red at the admission.

Franklin said that he agreed, but that their time was running out and that Alex should get back into the chastity device and get back inside of the box. Alex said that he understood and grabbed the chastity device off the top of the box. Still in the post-orgasmic state, sliding the plug back in almost made Alex lose his balance, but after a few minutes he was handcuffed, had Project Wonder back on, the gag back in, and was secure inside the box. Franklin said his goodbyes as the box sealed itself back shut, and true to Franklin’s word there was soon after an alert that read “Client #572 has tipped you 100 dollars.”

A deep sense of fear overcame Alex as he realized what was in store for him. Alex’s body, his cock, balls, and well-used asshole were wholly unprepared for the onslaught of vibrations that accompanied the tip. He let out a squeal as the sensations overtook him, thrashing around like an imprisoned beast, his arms and legs flailing and slamming against the side of the box. The vibrations went on and on as Alex let out squeal after ineffectual squeal, helplessly riding out the brutal vibrations tormenting his bruised and spongy flesh. Just when he thought that he would go insane, the vibrations ramped up for a moment, and then finally ceased.

Alex laid on his side, staring at his cell phone and letting his gaze fall in and out of focus.

“Giving in will get me money. Giving in will give me self-worth. I will give in even though April betrayed me. I will give it my all and finesse the clients, try to make them fall in love with me. I make a beautiful girl, a beautiful woman. And I have it in me to be a whore.”

“Searching for a client…”

He read the screen over and over until he’d memorized every last pixel. He would have appreciated being able to scroll on his phone, or listen to music or a podcast, but he was on the clock and the app was in control. So he laid there, and waited.

It had been half an hour since Franklin had left. Or maybe it had been two hours, Alex had a hard time keeping track of time when he was in the box. He was dastardly exhausted and the more time that passed, the more he dreaded the next client. The gag was wet and uncomfortable and the cuffs chafed at his wrists. He told himself that after a few more shifts he’d start getting used to these things, but that was little comfort in the moment.

He waited and tried to keep his mind off April and what she and Michael would get up to during their “business trip” to Qatar. He waited and tried to forget about how he’d let himself go during his last encounter, forget how he’d thrown caution to the wind and let his beastly instincts take control of him. He waited and tried to forget about the drugs flowing through his system, the valium and estrogen and cialis and god knows what else. He closed his eyes and desperately tried to get comfortable, finally ending up on his back with his knees bent and wrists positioned down between his knees. Just as he began slipping out of consciousness, he was jolted awake by a cool breeze of fresh air as the door to his box popped open. Alex looked up only to see Jaime standing impatiently in the doorway.

“Shift’s over. Time for you to go back home,” he announced, yawning.

“Wait, what?” replied Alex, spitting out the gag from his mouth.

“Did I stutter or something? Your shift’s over. I’ve called an Uber for the both of us. It’s time to go home,” replied Jaime, ever impatient.

“But I just got here.”

“Uh, sweetheart, it’s been six hours. Some nights are a little slow, that's just the nature of the beast.”

Alex propped himself up on his elbow, trying desperately to regain his bearing. He’d seen two clients: the Uber driver from the day before and the black gentleman who had fucked him into a stupor.

“There’s no way that took six hours,” he said, so unnerved he could feel his hands begin to shake.

“Well, it did. Alex, please for the love of God get ready so we don’t keep the driver waiting. We can talk about it on the ride back.”

Not knowing what else to do, Alex scooted himself out from his box and began disassembling the technology attached to his body. When he was free of his cage, plug, and cuffs, he rose unsteadily to his feet, brushing his hair from his face and adjusting his small penis inside his bikini bottoms. For a moment, Jaime shot him a concerned look before exiting the room and beckoning Alex to follow.

It was the same driver who’d taken them home the day before, and he didn’t so much as bat an eye at Alex’s lack of clothing. The inside of the black SUV was dark and the seats felt soft and exquisitely comfortable. Alex sank back, savoring the singular feeling of bare skin against soft leather. Before he could drift off to sleep, however, Jaime interjected.

“Alex! Don’t fall asleep on me. I can tell you’re awake, so sit up and listen. I’m warning you right now: I know what you did. I know. Now the temptation’s always there, but you’re an independent contractor for Lockr now, not some two-bit street walker. There are certain ways you have to conduct yourself. Certain things you can’t do.”

“What are you talking about?” replied Alex, who noticed Jaime looked a little agitated and realized it was one of the first times he’d seen him show anything other than nihilistic apathy since the first time the two had crossed paths.

“I hope you’re not planning on seeing that customer outside of work hours,” spat Jaime, a hint of venom evident in his tone.

“How do you know about that?” asked Alex, taken aback both by the fact he knew about the encounter, and that he seemed to care at all.

“It doesn’t matter how I know, Alex. If you meet up with a client outside of work and he pays you, that’s illegal. Worse than that, it’s a violation of the terms of service and is liable to get you dropped from Lockr entirely. Fired, Alex! You’d be out on the street, barely a penny or a skill to your name, plus a criminal record attached to it. And then what?”

“Then what?” replied Alex. “Why do you even care? This is insane! Why don’t you mind your own business and let me do what I’m gonna do. It’s not like I chose to be here, to sign on with Lockr.”

“But you did choose to be here, Alex. You did. You could have backed out at any point along the way, but you chose not to. You chose to go down the rabbit hole and now you’re in it. Follow the rules or be prepared to deal with the consequences. And if you end up doing something stupid, don’t say that I didn’t warn you.”

Alex rolled his eyes, crossed his arms and sat back down into the seat, fuming silently to himself. When the car finally arrived at his house, he exited without a word and stumbled unsteadily up his driveway through the front door, not caring if any of his neighbors saw him. Once inside, he kicked off his high heels and tore off his useless bikini before stumbling into bed, not bothering to shower, eat, or drink.


Chapter 14

Alex awoke a few hours later from a dreamless sleep, feeling parched and with a sickness roiling in his gut. Wearing nothing but the diamond collar April had given him, he winced at the pain in his temples as he stumbled to the kitchen for a glass of water, which he drank eagerly. After struggling back up the stairs, he found himself back in bed, but the midday sun poking through the blinds and lighting up the bedroom made it impossible for him to fall back asleep. Desperate to quell his discomfort, he went over to April’s nightstand and downed the handful of pills set aside for him. The bitter tablets lodged in his throat and he immediately regretted not taking them one at a time. However, after a few minutes and with the help of more water, he finally got them all the way down. As he grabbed his phone to set an alarm, he saw there was a text message waiting for him.

“hey beautiful, this is franklin from last night. i can’t stop thinking about you and the way you made me feel. i need to see you again.”

Alex’s heart pounded in his chest as memories of the previous evening came rushing back. For a moment, the thought of his wanton behavior caused his skin to prickle in embarrassment, but Alex did his best to put that out of his head, reminding himself that throwing caution to the wind had earned him a hundred dollar tip. Summoning up all the courage he had, he wrote Franklin a reply.

“Hey sexy, so glad that you texted. I might be able to free up some time for you. It just depends on how much you want to see me.”

Alex hit send without giving himself a chance to think about what he was doing and what risks he was taking. Franklin started writing back immediately, texting “well shit girl, why don’t we meet up tomorrow night. i’ll take you out somewhere fancy and then we can head back to my place and have some fun.”

The thought of going out as a woman was too terrifying to even contemplate. Truth be told, he didn’t have many friends to run into, but what if one of his old coworkers recognized him? What would he say then? Just contemplating the situation made him want to block Franklin’s number, but instead he tried redirecting the man’s energies.

“Let’s just go back to your place and fuck,” wrote Alex, testing the waters.

“naw bby, someone as cute as you deserves to be wined and dined. a goddess shouldn’t just be trickin’ like that. we’ll go somewhere quiet, somewhere hella low key. it’ll be great, i promise.”

Alex was at an impasse, unsure of how he should answer. He knew that if he accepted the offer he would be cheating. Even though April had crossed that line long ago, he knew she would still be furious if she found out. As if Franklin was reading his mind, another message popped up on his cell phone screen.

“if you got another man, don’t even trip. he ain’t gotta find out. we’ll both keep it hush hush. and if it’s money ur worried about, i’ll make it worth your time, i promise. i’ll treat you nice and give you even more $$$ than i put into that app the other day.”

Alex struggled to come up with a valid excuse for declining the invitation, other than the fact that April would be angry with him. In the end, however, he couldn't think of one. As April had stated, their relationship as it had existed had come to an end. He didn’t really have to schedule a shift at Lockr if he didn’t want to, and if Franklin was telling the truth, accepting the invitation would allow Alex to repay her even faster. It was a mutually beneficial situation, and just like April never told him about Michael, she didn’t have to know about this either. So, Alex’s hands shaking in nervous excitement, he texted back.

“OK. Let’s do it :).”

The two exchanged messages, and after some negotiations, agreed that they’d meet in San Francisco. Not wanting to give Franklin his home address, Alex said he would call his own Uber. Franklin agreed and gave him the address to an Italian restaurant in Ingleside near the City College, a quiet place well outside of most folk’s purview. Feeling the pills kicking in and not wanting to sleep through the day, Alex got into the shower, scrubbing himself clean before shaving his body from head to toe.

When he finished, he covered himself in a fragrant Chanel lotion, one of April’s coveted favorites, and he felt soft and fresh and smelled of lilac and vanilla. Digging through the closet, he chose the most conservative of the outfits that April had put together for him: a silver, fringe-trimmed cami dress that sparkled in the light and made him look like a young woman ready for a night out on the town, rather than a night out on the corner. Underneath, he wore a comfortable set of April’s bikini-cut panties and a snug bralette instead of the impossibly small thongs and uncomfortable padded bras he was accustomed to.

After putting a little product in his hair and picking out a pair of matching high heels, he grabbed April’s peacoat and called an Uber to take him to get his makeup done at a studio in San Francisco’s Marina District. Once the makeup job was done, he realized he still had an hour to waste until he’d have to head to Ingleside, so he strolled to a secluded coffee shop across the street, ordered an oat milk latte and took a seat at the bar facing out the front window.

Alex sat and people watched from his comfortable vantage point, savoring the nutty coffee and basking in his reprieve from Lockr, April, and everything else that had turned his life so upside down for the past few days. Though he knew the feeling was partially chemically induced, he felt an undeniable sense of contentment he hadn’t felt for as long as he could remember. And aside from the odd glance, Alex felt like he blended in seamlessly, just another girl going about her business, getting some caffeine before a night out on the town.

After finishing his coffee, Alex sat for a few more silent minutes until realizing the time had come to meet up with Franklin. With great hesitation, he left the coffee shop and summoned another Uber to take him to the restaurant. His stomach fluttered along the way and it felt more nerve-wracking than his first night at Lockr. He knew meeting up with someone for dinner should be far less nerve-racking than everything he’d just been through, but for some reason he couldn’t shake the feeling. As the Uber pulled up to the restaurant, he was overcome with the sudden urge to abandon his date and have the driver take him across the bridge over to Lockr. But he was already there and the thought of a night with Franklin was too enticing to pass up. With a deep breath, Alex stepped out of the car and made his way through the cool night air into the inviting warmth of the restaurant.

The dining room was small and loud, every table filled with a group of merrymakers, save for a table for two in the corner where Franklin sat by himself. He beamed a radiant smile when Alex approached, standing and pulling out the chair for him. Alex sat, noticing to himself that Franklin looked good, much more respectable than the previous night, wearing a fresh pair of jeans, black as midnight, and a Ralph Lauren polo shirt that clung to his muscles. A bottle of wine sat uncorked on the table, and Franklin poured glasses for both of them before raising his own for a toast.

“May we get what we want, but never what we deserve,” he said, before clinking his glass against Alex’s.

Alex smiled and took a sip of the mauve liquid. It tasted absolutely exquisite, of pepper, black cherries, and leather. Alex said as much and Franklin replied that it was a Pinot Noir from some small winery in the backwoods of an unheard of place in Northern California, and that a bottle could usually be had for twenty dollars. Alex looked back at him wide-eyed.

“Twenty dollars? You’ve got to be kidding me! My wi… well, someone I know is a wine snob and I’ve had the best there is. I’m not an expert, but this tastes even better than a hundred dollar bottle.”

Franklin simply smiled and took another sip, letting a silence hang over the table before finally opening his mouth and saying, “To be real, I’m a little surprised you didn’t flake out on me. Kinda thought I might be having this bottle to myself.”

“The thought did cross my mind,” replied Alex.

“What made you show up?”

“I guess I felt like I didn’t have anything to lose, so why not?”

“Your man treating you so bad you feel like you ain’t got nothing to lose?” asked Franklin, cocking his head as he looked over the menu in front of him.

“That’s part of it,” answered Alex, feeling his face flush as he thought about April.

Another silence hung over the table as Alex grabbed the menu and read the first thing that came into his vision. Once again, the silence was broken by Franklin.

“Got you trickin’ out in Richmond? Smackin’ you around a bit if you don’t?”

Alex took a sharp inhale and kept reading the dishes to himself, wishing Franklin would stop with his line of questioning.

“Look,” the man said, “you ain’t gotta tell me if you don’t want to. I’m just the type who likes skipping the small talk and going straight to the big talk, know what I mean? And remember where we met. We ain’t gotta front. We both probably all kinds of fucked up. I ain’t here to judge, just curious, that’s all.”

Franklin flagged down a waiter and ordered an appetizer of bruschetta while Alex mulled on what he’d said. Once the waiter had left, he opened his mouth and started talking.

“It’s not my man. It’s my wife,” admitted Alex, before taking a big swig of wine.

Franklin’s eyes went wide and he put down his glass on the table.

“Your wife? OK. I was not expecting that one. Does she know about all this?”

“This,” replied Alex, raising the wine glass in the air and examining its color through the warm ceiling lights, “was all her idea.”

Alex spent the next forty-five minutes explaining the situation, starting with the pair meeting at the University of Michigan and ending with the events of the previous night. Franklin looked on enraptured, pausing only to order the two of them entrees and to periodically sip at his wine. By the time their meal had arrived, Alex had finished telling his story, and the middle-aged man was sitting there open-mouthed, hardly believing what he’d just heard.

“That’s some of the craziest shit I ever heard,” he finally managed, looking down and starting to cut at his baked ziti.

“It’s the truth. I’ve got no reason to lie to you,” Alex replied, looking down at the eggplant parmesan sitting on the table and suddenly realizing he was famished.

“I got a knack for knowing when folks are lying to me, and you ain’t lying. Lemme ask you a question, am I the first person you’ve told about all this?”

Alex nodded his head yes before taking a bite of food and finding it absolutely delectable, realizing that it was the first proper meal he’d sat down to in over a week. He took another bite before realizing he was holding back tears after putting his situation out there in the open. It was as if saying everything out loud had made it all the more real, and for a moment it felt like it was all too much to handle. Wanting nothing more than to deflect the attention off of himself, he posed his own question to Franklin, focusing every effort of his willpower on keeping his composure.

“I’ve told you about myself, now you tell me about you. How’d you end up at Lockr last night? What made you want to invite me out tonight?”

Franklin laughed a hearty laugh, dabbing at the corners of his mouth with a napkin before throwing it down on his lap.

“Baby, I ain’t got nothing that’s gonna match your story! I went to Lockr because I got an ad on my phone and I was horny! I called you up because you done fucked my brains out last night and I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I guess the only really interesting thing about me is that I’m a chaser. You know, a dude who likes to go after trans girls. Some of y’all trans girls hate chasers, but I just don’t get it. Some brothers like a girl with a big ass. Others like a girl with big tits or tattoos. I just happen to dig girls with a little something extra between their legs. Given your circumstances, I half reckoned you were mixed up with a pimp and if I treated you like a human being, then maybe you’d let me hit for free,” he admitted.

Alex couldn’t help but smile, telling him “well, you were half right if you look at it a certain way.”

“I guess so,” he answered, refilling both of their glasses.

By the time the meal had ended, they’d both cleared their plates and polished off the entire bottle of wine. When Alex stood to leave, he realized that the alcohol had been a bit too much for his system alongside the pills, having to grab hold of the table to avoid falling over. Fortunately, Franklin was there to catch him and Alex was able to walk out with his help into the cool night, none the worse for wear. An Uber was waiting for them and the pair climbed into the back and started the trip down 19th Avenue towards Franklin’s apartment in the Richmond District. The driver’s radio droned on in the background and Alex rested his head against Alex’s shoulder, exhausted from the food and alcohol and drugs in his system, as well as the emotional toll of the past few days and the disclosure of it all to this man he’d just met.

“Is that what this is?,” thought Alex to himself. “A date? Did I just go out on a date with someone other than April, and a man at that? As a woman? Jesus, I never thought that would ever happen - April would kill me if she found out. Isn’t it strange that she doesn’t give a fuck if I’m fucking half the 49ers but I know for sure that she’d lose her shit about this if she ever caught wind? I wonder why? What goes on in her head? Is it because she doesn’t want people treating me well? I like how Franklin treated me - like a human being, just like he’d said. Oh well, that’s how life is sometimes. Some people aren’t meant to be treated well. Some people aren’t meant to be happy. People like me. Might as well enjoy it while it lasts because tomorrow it’s back to work at Lockr. I’ve gotta pay April her money back. Six thousand dollars. That’s more money than I make in three months. But I’m working now. I’ve gotta work. A person’s worth as a human being is determined by how much money they can make, remember? That’s the whole point of this country. That’s the whole point…”

Alex awoke on a soft couch, wrapped in a warm blanket with a TV quietly droning on in the background. He sprung up only for his vision to spin, forcing him to lay back down on the couch and recover his bearings.

“You alright? Returned to the land of the living?” came a voice, soft and baritone and full of concern and good humor.

“Franklin?” asked Alex, sitting up this time much more slowly.

“The one and only.”

“What happened?”

“You had too much to drink. Shouldn’t have let you do that, I apologize. Pills got you fucked up and a little alcohol doesn’t always mix right if you ain’t used to it,” he answered.

A wave of concern crept over Alex as he pulled the blanket off to see that he wasn’t wearing his dress anymore, only an oversized sweater over his bra and panties.

“Did we…? Did you…?” asked Alex, trying not to sound as concerned as he felt.


Chapter 15

“Naw baby, nothing like that. Not my style. Your dress looked expensive, and I knew you’d be more comfortable sleeping like that. I figured you wouldn’t mind considering what we did yesterday,” he answered, and Alex could sense the truth in his tone.

“No, I don’t mind. Not at all. Thank you,” replied Alex, feeling his cheeks burn red for reasons beyond his comprehension. “How long was I out?”

“A couple of hours at least. You doing alright? I was a little worried but didn’t want to wake you up. Need some water or anything?”

Alex thought about it and realized he was absolutely parched and answered, “Actually, some water would be great.”

Franklin smiled and stood from his recliner and disappeared down a dimly lit hallway. Taking advantage of the brief moment to himself, Alex sat up and surveyed Franklin’s apartment. It looked like typical, upper-class San Francisco digs: polished hardwood floors covered in thick Persian rugs, floor to ceiling windows covered with luxurious blackout curtains, and a marble statue sitting in the corner among other various paintings and framed art photographs hanging on the wall. Alex recognized one of the photographs. It was a Barbara Krueger print, a black and white portrait of a woman overlaid with a bold caption that read “Your body is a battleground.”

Alex slowly righted himself, sitting cross legged on the couch and pulling the soft blanket up to his chin. A moment later, Franklin returned with a mason jar filled with water and ice, so cold that condensation had already formed on its outside. Alex took the jar and drank, the cool water feeling like a godsend as he downed almost half of it in one go. He thanked Franklin and handed it back to him, and Franklin sat back down in his recliner, sliding down and making himself comfortable.

“Your apartment is beautiful,” commented Alex.

“Thanks. Had someone do it up for me, ya know, but I think he did a good job. Beats the hell out of the place I grew up,” he answered.

“Where did you grow up?”

“Oh shit, you really wanna know? Across the bridge, over in San Leandro. Lived with my grandma. Uncle owned a big cleaning business that I worked for most of my life. When he kicked the bucket, well, the cheap bastard had saved almost everything! I’d been working twenty years for fifteen bucks an hour thinking he was just barely keeping the lights on. Thought I was gonna have a heart attack when I saw the will!” he laughed.

“Do you still own the business?” asked Alex.

“Hell naw. I’ve cleaned enough toilets for five lifetimes. Sold that bitch off, bought myself this condo and an Aston Martin, invested the rest. Mostly real estate. Ain’t gotta worry about money ever again,” he explained.

“That’s crazy,” mused Alex.

“You damn right it’s crazy. Some days I feel like the luckiest son of a bitch alive.”

Alex laid back down on the couch, thinking to himself that he’d give just about anything to be in Franklin’s position, not having to worry about money and a sneaking thought crept into his mind, a thought that he knew he had to voice aloud.

“April has enough money to do that. To sell everything off and just do whatever she wants,” mused Alex.

“Shit, I’ve known people like her. Never with that much money, but people with that same mindset. She’s gonna work until she’s dead, fucking over everyone she meets if it makes her a few bucks.”

“You’re not wrong. That’s how she does business. And the thing is, part of it I admire. Her single-mindedness. Her unshakable confidence. But it does make her hard to be around,” admitted Alex.

“Alex,” began Franklin, “I grew up around a lot of old-school Black Panthers. Now, I know white folks find them scary, but they’re not like the media or whoever would make you think. They were intellectuals, they read Marx and Angela Davis, shit I could never read myself, but I learned all the lessons secondhand.

People like your wife are sick with the disease of capitalism. To people like her, the only thing that matters is profit. Everything else they sacrifice to the God of money: family, friends, happiness. Not only that, for people like her, the only good in this world is making money. She’d burn down every forest, poison every lake, drown every puppy if that would make her stocks go up. And the crazy thing is she’d feel in the depths of her soul that she was doing the right thing. Making money is a religion to people like her, and nothing can justify atrocities like religion.

And you, you are a sinner. You seem like a real sweetheart, but if what you said is right, you’re shit at making money. Now, I personally couldn’t give a shit less about that, but to your wife? You’re a heretic, you’re Judas Iscariot reincarnated. She went ahead and married Beelzebub and she’d do anything to save you, to turn you into someone who can make money, up to and including pimping you out. And you know what? You shouldn’t even be mad at her for what she’s done. In her own sick way she’s trying to help, and you’ve been around these folks for so long and are just beaten down hard enough to go along with it.”

He wasn’t sure if it was the hormones floating around in his bloodstream, or if Franklin had really hit on some deep and undeniable insight about April and the nature of their relationship, but Alex could feel the tears well up in his eyes as waves of unchecked emotion swelled deep within.

“You’re probably right,” whispered Alex.

“I’m definitely right. And you don’t deserve to be treated like shit! I’d wager that you’ve been depressed for most of your life, that you’ve got tons of shit you’ve got to unpack and deal with. Lemme ask you a question: why do you think your wife is giving you hormones? I can see on the Lockr app that there are male prostitutes on there. I’m sure you would have done just fine, but why do you think your wife put you on hormones and made you live like this?”

“I dunno. Probably because women make more money on the app. That’s what the other founder told me, at least.”

“I bet that had something to do with it, but I’d also bet that April knows things about you that you ain’t even privy to. Like the fact you’d probably be better off as a woman,” explained Franklin.

“Ha!” laughed Alex, bitterly. “I’m not so sure about that one.”

“I dunno how to explain this one to you, but most dudes wouldn’t go along with what she’s done to you. Like, every dude I’ve ever met. Doesn’t matter how depressed or fucked up they were feeling, dressing up like a girl and fucking other dudes would be a hard no. Like a hard, hard no, you know what I’m saying? So why do you think you went along with it?”

Alex brushed his bangs out of his eyes and racked his brain for an answer but couldn’t come up with anything that might satisfy Franklin, so he remained silent.

“Lemme ask you another question: how do you feel right now? Just in your body. Bra on, panties on, legs shaved, nails painted. My big-ass sweater on you, all comfortably warm in a blanket? Take a second before you answer.”

Alex closed his eyes, cocking his head as he slowed his breathing and came into awareness of his body. He felt soft and tiny, and with all of the outside stimulus and the stress of his existence temporarily muted, he realized that he felt comfortable, and he felt right. He opened his eyes and looked at Franklin, knowing that he didn’t have to vocalize what was going on his head for Franklin to know that he was right on the money.

“Your wife ain’t stupid. Even though she’s crazy as hell, even though she’s damaged beyond all repair, in her own sick way she really does want what’s best for you. Denial ain’t just a river in Africa, as they say. Regardless, you got some decisions to make Alex, some hard-ass fucking decisions that are going to change the course of your life,” warned Franklin.

“I don’t know what to do, what to think,” cried Alex.

“No shit. That’s why you’re in this situation to begin with. If I were you, I’d take some time to think before you make any drastic decisions. And let them be your decisions, not anyone else's. You said your wife ain’t gonna be home for a few more days, you should take that time to take a good hard look at your shitty situation. And get off those percocets. How long has she had you on that shit anyways?”

“I’m not sure, just a few days I think.”

“Stop taking that shit immediately. It’ll kill you faster than anything else.”

“OK.”

Alex sat back up, his head swimming once again. He knew Franklin was probably right: about April, about his gender, everything. It was as if he’d never seen clearly before and Franklin set a pair of glasses on his face, letting everything come clearly into focus.

“Franklin, can I ask you a question,” asked Alex.

“Sure.”

“Why are you helping me?”

Franklin let out a whooping laugh, before kicking up the foot rest on his recliner and saying, “you got that good pussy, Alex. And your wife’s right about one thing: good pussy’s worth its weight in gold.”

Alex grinned to himself, knowing that Franklin’s answer only held a portion of the truth, but trusting that the rest of his motives were more wholesome than nefarious.

“You’ve been so kind to me. I’ve never been…”

Alex felt tears welling up in his eyes and it took all of his willpower to hold them back and say, “Can I, you know, do anything for you right now? I know you didn’t take me out to a fancy dinner just to bring me back to your place and talk. I’m happy to do whatever you want, to…”

“Let’s make a deal, alright?” interrupted Franklin. “If in a few days you decide that what I had to say was worthwhile, shoot me a text and let me know. Then you can pay me back, no money, no coercion, just the two of us fucking each other’s brains out.”

Alex blushed and gave Franklin a smile, telling him he’d be sure to text back.

“And if I’m being completely honest,” added Franklin, “I jacked off in the bathroom when you were asleep. Couldn’t help myself. You were looking fine as fuck all night and I didn’t want to do anything to you that I’d regret later.”

“You are quite the gentleman,” remarked Alex, grinning.

“You know it. Now lemme call you an Uber home. The sun’s about to come up and you should be alone with your thoughts for a bit.”

Alex’s ride showed up ten minutes later and Franklin said goodbye with a hug. On the way out, Alex promised he would text him back, regardless of what he decided and thanked him once again for his care and hospitality. He’d let Alex go home with his sweater and had given him a pair of basketball shorts that just barely fit on him when the drawstring was pulled all the way taut. The ride back across the Golden Gate bridge was quiet and Alex spent it ruminating on the things Franklin had told him. He showered when he got home and hid the hoodie and shorts in a seldom used cabinet in the upstairs guest bedroom.

He fell asleep briefly, dreaming that he was being driven around San Francisco by April, sitting in the passenger seat dressed in the silver dress as she berated him and told him she wished that the two had never met. He awoke shaken, overwhelmed with a deep sense of guilt that he’d met up with Franklin, but soon enough the feelings passed and he was back to thinking on Franklin’s advice. He grabbed a bottle of orange juice from the fridge, though he was still feeling full from the night before. An alarm went off early in the evening, letting him know it was time for his medicine.

He poured the day’s cocktail out on April’s nightstand, separating the pills into two separate piles. One pile contained the hormones, the other contained everything else. He’d already defied April once and now the time had come to go it again, but this time he wavered.

“If April found out I went with Franklin, I could still say that it was for the money, that he was offering me a huge payout and that I just wanted to pay her back as quickly as possible. She wouldn’t be happy about it, but knowing her I’m sure she would let it slide. I was making money. Not taking the pills though? What excuse could I offer? Franklin might have been right about April and he might be right about me, but what am I supposed to do? Never see April again? Just let her go? After all, she knows me better than anyone else. Hell, she knew about my womanly side, something I didn’t even know about myself. That’s so weird to think about. Am I really a girl? Am I trans? I’m so alone. She’s been all I’ve known since I left home, all that I can remember. Even though our relationship changed, she’s still letting me be a part of her life. Of their life, her and Michael…”

Alex took both handfuls of pills and washed them down with the remaining orange juice. As usual, they stuck in his throat and he bounced up and down to try and get them the rest of the way down. Forty minutes later, he was on the Lockr app, scheduling himself a shift for the night, overcome with a familiar numbness that was starting to feel like an old friend. He went into the closet and picked out a frilly red skirt and matching top when his phone suddenly began to ring. It was April.

“Hello?”

“Hello, Alex.”

“It’s… good to hear from you? I was just picking out my outfit for…”

“I know you didn’t show up for a shift last night. Jaime called me this morning,” said April, her voice curt and icy.

“Yeah, sorry about that. I was feeling tired and…”

“I also know that you were out in the city. What were you doing last night, Alex?”

Alex felt his heart pounding rapidly and his skin starting to prickle as his sweat glands activated.

“I was…” his voice was shaky and he had to pause to regain his bearings. “I met up with…”

“Shut up. It doesn’t matter where you were or what you were doing. You owe me six thousand dollars and you weren’t out working.”

“But I was! I…”

“I told you, Alex. I told you in my letter that I was giving you a chance to prove to me you could be responsible and again you went and fucked it up. You really are a fuck up, you know that? I’ve given you chance after chance and every time you’ve disappointed me. All you had to do was schedule yourself an Uber, work your short little shifts, and take your medicine. It was dog-shit easy, and you couldn’t even get that right.”

Alex felt his skin burning bright red as April chastised him. On one hand, he knew that she was right. All he had to do was schedule an Uber and work his shifts at Lockr; it was on him for failing to do so. But he also remembered how kind Franklin had been to him, all the insight he’d had and all the things he’d had to say about April. In that moment, he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that Franklin was right about everything, and immediately regretted taking the night’s pills and scheduling another shift for himself. His skin burned red, but not with embarrassment, not with shame, but with rage. Rage at how he’d been treated, rage at everything that he’d put up with for these past few years, rage that he’d gone along with it and that it had taken another person, a stranger, to point out the injustices he’d suffered all along. He opened his mouth to tell April this, but before he could get anything out he heard the front door open, followed by a ruckus downstairs.

“I didn’t want to do this,” said April in his ear, “but I’ve been in contact with a judge. It’s clear as day that you’re unable to take care of yourself, so I’ve had a judge place you in a conservatorship.”

“A what!?” yelled Alex, wrapping a towel around his waist so that he could see what was going on downstairs.

“A conservatorship. You know, like Britney Spears. You refuse to work and you’re addicted to drugs, valium and percocet. At least that’s what the drug test says. It’s for your own good, Alex. This way we can get you working and we can get you the help you need. I’ve also scheduled you to meet with a surgeon. Since I control your medical decisions now, we can expedite the gender confirmation surgery. Top and bottom, like you’ve always wanted.”


Chapter 16

Alex let his phone drop unceremoniously to the floor and scrambled for some clothing, running into the spare bedroom one door over and throwing on Franklin’s hoodie and shorts. He rushed out into the upstairs hallway and looked down into the foyer only to see Jaime texting on his phone and Ecu surveying his surroundings like a guard dog. In an instant, he was spotted.

“I just saw him. He’s upstairs,” yelled Jaime, pointing.

Alex watched as the pair rushed up the stairs, and Alex, not knowing what else to do, ran back into his bedroom, locking the door behind him. He paced around the room, searching frantically for anything he could use as a weapon but after a moment realized that it would be futile, that he was no match against the gargantuan Serbian bodyguard even if he were armed. The next second, he heard the door to the bedroom jiggle, followed by a knock.

“We know you’re in there, Alex. There’s nothing you can do. Let’s make it easy for everyone, OK. Let us in and we can get you dressed and get you to your shift. I’ll even do your makeup. Just don’t make it hard for us,” said Jaime, followed by another shake of the doorknob.

Desperate to get out, Alex opened up the window opposite his and April’s bed. Fighting off a panic, he popped the screen out and climbed out onto a small overhang. The roofing tiles were cold and scratchy on Alex’s bare feet and the intoxication made him feel like he was ten times higher up than he was. He heard a horrible crash and looked back in the window to see that Ecu had kicked down the bedroom door.

“He went out the window!” shouted Jaime.

Alex climbed up from the overhang to the roof before crouching down and walking as quickly and carefully as he could to the other side, without a plan, without a hope. He looked desperately for something to climb down, but the gutters were made of cheap aluminum, barely attached to the house and he knew the lattice lining the north of the house was too brittle to bear his weight. Alex wrung his hands in fear as he watched Ecu hoisted Jaime up onto the roof. He was about to give up, when a crazy thought overtook him.

“If I got a running start and jumped, maybe I could make it into the pool.”

Alex took a deep breath, building up the courage to attempt the jump when Jaime yelled, “Don’t do it, Alex! Let’s talk. It doesn’t have to be like this.”

Alex hesitated, turning his head to see that Jaime had stopped a good fifteen feet shy of him.

“What is there to talk about?” Alex yelled back, the heights and adrenaline and night air making his head spin.

“There’s no getting out of this. The fucking state of California has you under a conservatorship now. April has some powerful friends, more powerful than you could even imagine. You can’t fight the state, so come down and we can talk this out,” urged Jaime, his voice strangely calm.

“Jaime,” answered Alex, “I’m done with Lockr. Hell, I think I’m done with April. This is all just too much for me. I never agreed to this, to hormones and surgeries. I don’t know if that’s what I want. You go ahead and tell April that I’m finished, that we’re finished. I can’t do it anymore, it’s just too much!”

“Don’t you see, it doesn’t matter what you want. You agreed to this! April gave you plenty of chances to back down but you insisted on seeing how deep the rabbit hole goes. Your future is already written, and trust me, you’re going to be better off for it. You’re going to be a productive member of society. Before April set you up at Lockr, you hadn’t made any money since…”

The mention of money made Alex see red. Without a second thought, he burst into a sprint, taking five or six steps before reaching the edge of the roof and leaping into the abyss. At that point, whether he made it into the pool didn’t matter to him. The night before he’d had a taste of freedom, from April, from Lockr, and most importantly from all the expectations that had been thrust upon him without his consent. He’d made the mistake of turning away from freedom once, but now that it seemed like that choice had been taken from him, he knew he’d do anything to achieve it.

The water was ice cold and shot into his sinuses, shocking him to his senses. When Alex popped up above the water to gasp for air, he was joyous. Joyous that he’d made the jump and joyous that he hadn’t landed in the shallow end of the pool. He swam to the edge and climbed out, hiking up the soaking wet gym shorts that were now barely hanging on his waist. He looked up to see Jaime and Ecu on the roof of his house before breaking out into a run. He heard Jaime yell something, but he didn’t hear what it was, nor did he care. He ran down the driveway, oblivious to the cold and to the hard ground below his bare feet, wanting nothing more than to escape from his pursuers, to sneak away into the woods and somehow make it to the city and find Franklin. He was only a few yards away from the surface street when he saw April standing in his way.

“Hello Alex,” she said, raising her arm straight out in front of her.

Two taser probes shot into Alex’s skin and thirty-thousand volts coursed through his body. Every one of his muscles seized up and he fell unceremoniously to the concrete. It was unlike anything he’d ever felt; the electrified cage was nothing in comparison. After a few seconds, the electricity stopped and despite his better judgment, Alex crawled to his hands and knees, determined to make another run for it. This time the shock was more earth shattering and he felt as if he might have a moment’s time. Despite his pain, despite his desperation, Alex stood again, took another step, and was met with another shock.

Alex crashed back down to the ground, thrashing this way and that, unable to control his body until the electricity finally ceased. He rolled onto his back and stared up at the stars. He was freezing cold and his body screamed at him in pain, but despite it all, he summoned every last ounce of his strength and climbed back onto his hands and knees.

“Stop it, Alex. It’s over,” urged April, her voice cold as ever. “This is all for your own good, don’t you see? Get in the car and we can take you to Lockr. We’ll get you cleaned up and ready for a shift.”

Alex managed to balance on his feet, took one step, and then another before collapsing one final time.

“You poor thing,” commented April, walking over and extracting the taser spurs from out of his skin.

Alex closed his eyes and heard two pairs of approaching footsteps, followed by the muffled sounds of Jaime’s and April’s voices. He felt a small prick in the muscle of his left shoulder, and then everything went black.


Chapter 17

“He’s pretty fucked up.”

“He’ll be fine.”

“I’m sure he will be, but I don’t think anyone’s gonna pay to have him in the state he’s in.”

“We could maybe do a ‘free-use’ sort of thing? Tie his ankles to his wrists, and then tie him to the bed. Put a gag in his mouth, throw a leather hood over his face, and no one will be any the wiser.”

“I don’t know Ms. April. That sounds pretty dark, even for you.”

“OK, so he’s not any good to anyone right now. I’m just trying to spitball. Wait, it looks like he might be coming too. I don’t want to deal with him right now. Give him another injection and we’ll figure something out.”

“That might not be a good idea, he’s already…”

“I’m not asking for your opinion. Do it.”

“Yes, mistress.”

…

…

…

“The bruises are almost gone. I think maybe it’s time to wake him up and have a talk with him.”

“Not yet. I still haven’t decided what to do.”

“Did Dr. Morris get back to you yet?”

“Yes, and he said he’d do the procedures if we gave him a lifetime pass to Lockr. Greedy little bastard, but I think we can get more out of him. Give me some time.”

“What about the other guy, the guy with the warehouse space over in Oakland.”

“I’m in talks with him too. Like I said, I haven’t decided.”

“Is he really worth all this trouble?”

“I don’t know. We’ve been together a long time, Michael. I can’t just kick him to the curb. The little bastard can’t even take care of himself.”

“That’s why you should…”

“Don’t tell me what to do! This is my decision to make, not yours!”

“Well hurry up! Having him drugged up like this is a liability and I don’t want your personal affairs getting in the way of business.”

“Give me 12 hours. I’ll have a decision by then. Shit! He’s starting to rouse again. Go get Jaime and tell him to get another dose ready.”

…

…

…

Alex achieved consciousness slowly, as if waking up from a dream late on a Sunday morning. Light poked hesitantly through into his eyes, shaded light as if encased in a pair of dark sunglasses. A gag was stuffed in his bone-dry mouth and his head pounded as he tried to sit up, only to lose the strength hallway through. The diamond collar was missing from around his neck, a set of handcuffs were secured around his wrists, and cheap, scratchy lingerie covered the most sensitive areas of his body.

“Surgery! They said some doctor was going to cut me up!”

In a panic, he reached for his chest. His budding breasts were sore but untouched by any knife. Holding his breath, he reached between his legs and realized he was still intact, though once again imprisoned by the high-tech chastity device that has played such a huge role in his life these past few days. As his head continued to clear, he realized he was back at Lockr, scheduled for another shift. He groped around the box for his phone, finding it wedged between the cushions and the glass wall of his cell. Its screen was unresponsive, black save for a message in its middle.

“Searching for a client…”

Alex knew he’d been defeated. What did he expect, trying to defy April? He was under a conservatorship, drawn up by some judge she’d paid off. Any good will she’d shown towards him would have disappeared. He knew he was on his own now, merely another entry in the left side of her ledger. Resigned to his fate, Alex felt the tears welling up in his eyes, but before he could dwell on his situation, he was shocked out of his fugue by the sudden vibration of the cage and the plug strapped to his body. He looked down at his phone to see the following:

“Client incoming: 1 minute.”

He buried his face in the cushions and began to weep, hoping that maybe the client wouldn’t want him if he was crying, though he knew given the folks that came to Lockr, there wasn’t much hope in that. He heard the lock to his room turn, and then felt the gag unlock and loosen, followed by a cool breeze of fresh air as the door to his box swung open. He opened his eyes expecting the worst, only to come face to face with Franklin Philips.

“Holy shit, Alex. Are you OK?” he asked, looking more than a little shaken.

Alex backed away, fully in a state of shock. He spit out his gag and tried to moisten up his mouth before asking, “what are you doing here?”

“It’s gonna be OK, Alex. You’re gonna be fine. Here, get out of the box and we’ll get you taken care of.”

Alex hesitated, thinking it was some sort of trap, but once he recognized the look of earnest concern on Franklin’s face, he began to calm down a bit. He inched out of the box and tried to stand, but hadn’t the strength to do so. Suddenly, the earth fell out from under him as Franklin picked him up in his powerful arms and moved him onto the bed.

“You must be freezing,” he commented, stripping out of his hoodie and slipping it over Alex’s torso.

Franklin spent the next few minutes helping Alex from his bonds, undoing the handcuffs and releasing the chastity cage and slowly removing the plug. Once Alex was free, Franklin put a hand on his cheek and looked him directly in the eyes and said, “let’s get out of here before your wife changes her mind.”

“What do you mean? I…” stammered Alex.

“You wanna get out of this place right now, don’t you?”

Alex nodded his head earnestly.

“Then we’ve got to move. Can you walk?”

Alex said he wasn’t sure before slowly climbing to his feet, taking one step and then another, his legs all the while feeling like jelly.

“I think I can make it. Just stay close to me,” Alex requested.

Franklin said he would do just that before putting the pieces of the chastity device back together, closing the handcuffs, and tossing both back in the box before closing its door. The pair moved slowly out into the dark and narrow hallway, the muffled sounds of sex coming from every other room. They turned a corner and then another until the double door that served as an entrance appeared in the distance. It had taken all of Alex’s strength to get him this far down, and at this point he leaned with all his weight against Franklin, determined to exit the facility under his own power. Just as they were reaching the exit, however, the door nearest the pair opened and Jaime emerged to block their way.

“So she decided to let you go,” he spat, a look of pure disgust written all over his face.

Jaime’s face was heavy with makeup and the smell of cheap perfume wafted from off his body, causing Alex’s head to swim. He wore nothing more than a pair of high heels, a red bra, heavily padded, and a red g-string through which Alex could see the chastity device, Project Wonder.

Alex remained silent, still confused and unsure of what’s going on.

“Arrangements have been made,” answered Franklin, taking a step towards the door only to have Jaime step directly in front of him.

“You’re making a huge mistake, Alex. Relying on a stranger’s charity? How long do you think that’s gonna last, huh? A couple of months, maybe? Pretty soon he’s gonna get sick of you and make up some sort of excuse to get rid of you. I’ve seen it dozens of times. Hell, it’s happened to me. Do you really think you’re that special? Best case scenario, he keeps you until your looks start to fade. And then what? Well, if it were up to me I’d tell you to kick rocks, to go take a walk to the Golden Gate bridge and jump off into the ocean. But unfortunately, it’s not up to me. It’s up to April, and she wanted me to give you this.”

Jaime reached into his bra, pulled out a small envelope, and shoved it in Alex’s hands before doing an about face, returning to his room, and closing the door behind him.

“Come on, let’s get going,” urged Franklin, stopping Alex from opening the note and walking him towards the exit door.

Ecu looked on silently as the pair walked out of the warehouse and got into Franklin’s green Aston Martin, his face as unreadable as ever as Franklin peeled out and started speeding down the sidestreet back toward the freeway.

“Franklin?” asked Alex.

“Yes?”

“What happened? The last thing I remember, I was at my house, on my driveway rather. Running from Jaime and Ecu. Seeing April. Getting tased…”

Alex’s body started shaking as he recalled the incident. He closed his eyes and laid back in the plush leather seat, waiting for Franklin's answer.

“I ain’t sure of the details, but I’ll try and explain. After you took off from my place the other day, I waited. I waited and I waited and I waited, but no call, no text. I thought that maybe you’d ghosted me, that you decided I wasn’t worth the trouble, but I had a gut feeling that something had gone wrong. So I called up one of my homies, crooked cop turned private investigator, to find out what was going on with you. Turns out you were holed up in some house up in the hills in Mill Valley. Without your phone - incommunicado. Feeling a bit ballsy, I got in contact with April, your wife.”

Alex went wide eyed, his mouth suddenly going dry.

“You talked with April?” he asked.

“Yeah, of course I did. How else do you think I got you out?”

“No, I know. It’s fine. I’m sorry. I’m still confused. Go on.”

“I told her straight up what had happened between the two of us, that I’d offered you some money for a date, but you were in a bit too much of a state that night and you’d sort of spilled your guts to me about all the shit that had happened to you. She seemed more surprised than angry, to be honest…”

…

“I’m sorry if he gave you any trouble. Truth is, he’s in need of some help. As you noticed yourself, he’s got a bit of a drug problem and, worse than that, he absolutely refuses to work. We’ve all been so worried about Alex that I ended up going to a judge and got him placed under a conservatorship. He’s really not in any state to be making his own decisions. This way, we can get him working again, get him off the dope and give him some sort of direction in life. I’m sure you can understand where I’m coming from.”

“He wasn’t any trouble. The exact opposite. I ain’t gonna lie to you, April, I’ve got a bit of a soft spot for the kid. He’s got his problems, but nothing that I can’t handle. Now lemme ask you a question: since you started him at Lockr, has his state got better or worse?”

“Worse. That part I don’t understand - he’s working, he’s making his own money, and he’s still as miserable as ever. I’ve got him on the path to fulfilling his deepest wishes, and still he shows me zero gratitude.”

“I ain’t surprised. This kid ain’t like you or me, April. And if you keep up like this and he’s gonna end up swinging from the end of a rope. You might think that would mean one less problem for you, but someone’s gonna find out eventually and the cops are gonna get involved. I’ve seen it happen, April. You might be new to this game, but no matter how much money you got the cops always come calling. Now you might have enough cash to buy your way out of something like that, but ask yourself, is that really a problem you want to deal with?”

“It’s not. I can see where you’re coming from…remind me of your name again?”

“Franklin.”

“I can see where you’re coming from Franklin, but Alex has got serious earning potential. You’ve seen what he looks like. He’s already making us money hand over fist, and he’s getting more and more skilled every day. If I let you have him, I’m letting go of hundreds of thousands of dollars over the next few years. Plus I’ve got him in this conservatorship, so it’s guaranteed earnings. He can’t just get up and walk out if he changes his mind.”

“So long as he doesn’t off himself, which if I were a betting man I’d put my money on happening.”

“So what do you suggest we do?”

“Name your price.”

…

“At that point, we started haggling,” explained Franklin to an awestruck Alex. “Problem was, she wasn’t all that interested in liquid capital, gotta figure she’s got enough of that. She said she needed commercial real estate for Lockr to expand, so I offered her a warehouse I owned down near the Oakland Airport.”

“For me? I’m sorry. Why on earth would you do that?” cried Alex, almost yelling.

“Don’t get those panties in a bunch, Alex. I’ve got a few reasons. First, I’ve got more than enough money, more than enough property. That warehouse is nothing more to me than a mark in one of my accountant’s spreadsheets. I ain’t ever even been there! And I like you, Alex. You’re interesting. I’ve been a bit lonely lately and I figure your company, even if it’s only for a little bit, is worth a few marks in an excel sheet.”

Alex looked at him awestruck, searching in his eyes for an ulterior motive only for Franklin to interject, “Plus you got that good pussy. Like I said, good pussy worth its weight in gold. I figure after all this you ain’t gonna be too stingy with me.”

Alex let loose a laugh and said, “Franklin, after what you’ve done for me, your wish is my command. But what about the conservatorship?”

“She’s gonna release you from it. You ain’t gotta worry. Truth is she paid off a crooked judge to get it drawn up, and any lawyer worth half a shit would be able to get you out of it. At least that’s what my lawyer told me and he’s one of the best.”

“You’re my guardian angel, Franklin,” announced Alex, feeling tears of joy well up in his eyes as he took hold of his hand, taking it up to his mouth and kissing it.

“Sheeeit, that ain’t true in the slightest. I’m just a regular dude with a bunch of money who’s too horny for his own good. Now why don’t you go ahead and read the letter April left you so we know there’s not gonna be any more surprises. She’s crafty, that one.”

Alex reached into the pocket of Franklin’s hoodie and produced the envelope Jaime had handed him. He tore it open and pulled out a handful of papers, the first a note in her handwriting.

Dear Alex,

I really was hoping it wouldn’t come to this. Not that I blame myself. I’ve given you chance after chance, every opportunity in the world. I was even going to help you transition, and yet here we are. That’s how much I cared for you. I should have known you would be ungrateful from the beginning, but that doesn’t matter now. Our marriage is officially over, as is our business partnership. Consider this your termination letter. I’ve had my lawyer draw up divorce papers which I’ve enclosed - don’t bother fighting it or trying to get any money out of me, the prenup is rock solid.

I hope one day you’ll realize everything that I’ve done for you, but I kind of doubt that’ll ever happen. Something’s wrong with you, Alex and I’m not quite sure what it is. Anyways, you’re not my problem now. Have fun with Franklin and don’t come crawling back to me when he’s done using you.

- April

Alex flipped through the divorce papers with a great sense of relief. Just one week ago, he would have found this letter devastating, but now he felt so happy he thought he might cry.

“What’d it say?” asked Franklin.

“Just that I’m a piece of shit. You know, the usual. And that she was divorcing me.”

“Congratulations, I guess,” replied Franklin.

“Thank you,” said Alex, crumpling up the papers and stuffing them back in the pocket of Franklin’s hoodie. “So what now?”

By now the pair had just reached the Golden Gate bridge and Alex looked out towards the ocean, happy to be alive for the first time in as long as he could remember.

“Now, you try and make a new start. So long as you don’t act a fool, you can stay with me as long as you’d like. I’ll help you get on your feet. I’ll take you to a doctor later today or tomorrow if you need some rest, and we can get you on some hormones so you can keep up your transition. If you want some surgeries, well, we can talk about that later. It’s up to you. Do as much or as little as you’d like. Get a job, or don’t. It don’t matter to me.”

When Franklin put it like that, it didn’t sound like too bad of a deal.

“There is one thing you’re forgetting,” added Alex.

“What’s that?”

“When we get back to your place, I’m going to take a shower and then give you the best fuck of your life.”

Franklin laughed as the two sped through the toll plaza into the city.
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    		The only thing of which one can be guilty is of having given ground relative to one's desire.
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