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What To Expect




Hi,




Thanks as always for picking up one of my books, this story marks the culmination of this series and is the hottest one in the series (in my opinion).




Inside you'll find a submissive man being prepared for his Mistress by a beautiful scandanavian photographer before going with Persephone as her date to a wedding where he 'spends time' with the other guests, leading to BDSM, bondage, plugs, reverse-strapon, SPH, panties, and imact play, all with the undercurrent of chastity and FLR.







 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke






Chapter 1: The Calm Before The Storm

The sun rose over the Hudson as I sat outside a tiny coffee place in Red Hook, sipping an iced latte while I waited for my dominatrix date, Persephone, to text me my instructions. It’s funny how excited I was for my phone to buzz. Whatever she sent would surely change the course of my entire day, if not my weekend. Persephone was beautiful and sadistic and sweet, and after a month deprived of her, I was desperate to see her again.

Across the water, Manhattan glittered in the early light. Ferries cut white lines through the river, a tugboat groaned beyond the piers, and delivery trucks rattled over the uneven streets behind me. The whole city seemed to be stretching awake under a pale blue sky.

Meanwhile, I was half mad with anticipation.

After so long denied in chastity, the thought of Persephone finally turning the key in my cage made me throb for her delicate touch, which really did not help the situation. The cage had not gotten any easier to wear even after all this time. That said, I suppose it served its purpose. Every time I shifted on the metal café chair, it reminded me exactly who I belonged to.

All I knew was that I was supposed to take the entire day off for our final date.

I had done it, and gladly.

Now I was waiting.

Waiting for Persephone to tell me exactly what to do.

Before I joined 1NITE!, I never would have thought this was my bag. I had been a normal guy once, or at least I had thought I was.

But after three dates with Persephone, I could not deny it any longer.

I craved submission.

I needed a strong, gorgeous woman to tell me what to do and when to do it. I needed the rules, the teasing, the pressure of her expectations, and the wicked little thrill of knowing she could ruin me with one kiss.

The effect it had on me was ridiculous, really.

It made me feel as though I had finally figured something out. Something big and grand and life changing.

As I waited, two absolutely gorgeous women jogged past me along the waterfront, laughing as they bounced. They wore achingly tight shorts and tiny crop tops, their bare stomachs shining with a light sheen of sweat, their ponytails bouncing as they ran.

I became very aware of my chastity cage in that moment.

More surprising was the effect their laughter had on me. That was new. But now that I thought of it, I had just spent an entire month with my hot roommate Tamara giggling every time she made me strip so I supposed a little causality was not unlikely.

Then came the text.

I nearly dropped my coffee grabbing my phone.

I want you at Razorz Salon two blocks over. I’ve made an appointment for you. Be good. She knows your safeword. xox.

I raised my eyebrows at that, but did as she said.

The walk took me away from the water and into a quieter Brooklyn side street, past a shuttered auto shop, a sleepy bodega with flowers in plastic buckets outside, and a row of old brick buildings with fire escapes zigzagging down their faces. A man in a Yankees cap was hosing down the pavement outside a deli. Somewhere nearby, someone was shouting into a phone in French. And all the while I wondered what Persephone had planned.

In the month since I had last seen Persephone, my roommate had ensured I was shaved smooth below the eyebrows every day, so I figured whatever Persephone had planned could not be much more embarrassing than that.

Of course, I was wrong.

I realized pretty quickly that Razorz was not a regular kind of salon.

There was no cheerful awning, just a narrow black entrance tucked between a tailor and a closed-up tattoo shop, with RAZORZ written in tiny silver lettering on the glass. The street around it was nondescript enough that I would have walked past it twice if Persephone had not sent the exact address.

As soon as I approached, the door opened.

I stepped inside.

It slammed shut behind me.

I shuddered.

“Creepy,” I muttered.

A narrow staircase led upward, lit by low blue bulbs tucked into the wall. The music reached me before the room did, ABBA pumping through a stereo system with bright, shameless cheer. It was such a strange contrast to the dark hallway that I almost laughed.

At the top of the stairs, the space opened into a large loft with polished hardwood floors, exposed brick walls, black-painted beams, and wide industrial windows fogged at the edges by the morning heat. Opaque glass dividers broke up the enormous room, turning it into a maze of half-seen stations and shadowy little treatment areas. I caught glimpses of salon chairs, silver trays, folded towels, wax warmers, mirrors framed by bulbs, and velvet curtains that hid whatever waited behind them.

The air smelled faintly of eucalyptus and expensive perfume.

Right across from me stood a tall, beautiful woman.

She was arranging a pile of oversized pillows in front of a dark curtain, dressed in a loose floral kimono that slipped and shifted as she moved. The silk showed flashes of a long, smooth stomach and luxuriously long legs. She had a delicate slender neck, dark smoky eyes, and blonde hair swept into a high ponytail that made her look elegant and severe at the same time. Her perky breasts pressed against the silk in a way I found incredibly distracting.

“I’ll be with you in a minute!” she called in a soft Scandinavian accent.

I nodded and shoved my hands into my pockets.

“No problem!”

She kept setting up the pillows with calm, practiced precision. Every time she bent over, the kimono shifted enough to reveal tantalizing, fleeting glimpses of her firm ass cheeks.

I bit my lip as I tried to swell uselessly inside the cage and felt the bars press into me with sharp, humiliating pressure.

“Done!” she said at last, giving a little clap before turning to me with a wry grin.

Then she looked me over.

She looked at me the way women in Persephone’s orbit always seemed to look at me now, like I had arrived already tagged, classified, and found amusing.

“You must be the stress ball Persephone keeps talking about,” she said brightly.

She crossed the room and held out her hand.

I took it, and she shook mine firmly.

She was at least a head taller than me, maybe more in her sleek heels, and she looked down at me with easy confidence.

“She did some legal work for me a few years ago and we became good friends,” she continued. “I’m Fredrika, and I believe your actual name is Brooks?”

“That’s me,” I said, blushing.

“Well, Brooks,” Fredrika said.

It became very difficult not to look at her perfect perky breasts as the kimono shifted again, revealing the soft creamy skin between them.

“What do you know about what we’re doing today?”

I gave a shaky grin and forced myself to look into her smoky eyes.

That was not much safer.

“Absolutely no idea,” I said seriously. “But if Persephone wants me here, then I’m happy to do whatever you ask me to do.”

Fredrika’s smile widened.

She stepped closer, close enough for me to catch the addictive scent of her perfume. Her fingertips traced my jaw with slow, appraising confidence. Then her thumb slipped gently into my mouth.

My breath caught.

“Oh, sweetheart,” Fredrika said softly, her accent turning the words into something almost musical. “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun together.”


Chapter 2: The Photoshoot

Fredrika bit her lip and began to pace around me.

Only then did I notice the small chain bracelet around her wrist, and the tiny key hanging from it. I wondered privately if it was my key, but quickly I decided it was safer not to ask.

“First things first,” Fredrika said, still circling me slowly. “Persephone told me your safeword, so you know you can use it to stop at any time, right?”

I nodded.

She smiled.

“Good. In that case, I’ll give you a hint about today. You are being prepared to attend a very special event, and it is my job to get you ready for it. In a sense.” Her smoky eyes moved over me with calm amusement. “Would you be happy enough with that?”

“Very much,” I said, then hesitated because I had no idea what to call her.

Fredrika took my hand and led me across the loft to a salon chair positioned in front of an ornate mirror. The chair was black leather with polished metal arms, and the mirror was framed with warm bulbs that made the whole station feel expensive and theatrical. On the counter beside it were combs, clippers, folded towels, silver scissors, small glass jars, and a straight razor laid neatly on a white cloth.

“You can call me Goddess Fredrika,” she said as she turned the chair toward the mirror. “I like the way that sounds in your little American accent. Try it now.”

“Yes, Goddess Fredrika,” I said.

She rolled her eyes, but she was smiling.

“Lovely. Now, let’s get your hair cut.”

For a moment, I assumed this was some kink term.

It was not.

She actually cut my hair.

A better cut than I had ever had, in fact. She moved around me with easy confidence, her long fingers sliding through my hair, her scissors making tiny sharp sounds near my ears. ABBA kept playing from the speakers above us, bright and cheerful, while the city moved outside the loft windows. Fredrika hummed quietly along with the music as she trimmed the sides, neatened the back, and adjusted the shape in tiny careful snips.

Then came the straight razor shave.

She wrapped a warm towel around my face first, pressing it against my cheeks and jaw with both hands. The heat made me relax despite myself. When she took it away, she brushed shaving cream over my skin and brought the razor close with a concentration that made me very aware of how still I needed to be.

All the while, I tried not to stare at her in the mirror.

That was difficult.

The tie of her kimono kept slipping lower, revealing more of her smooth stomach and the small white thong between her supple thighs whenever she shifted her stance. The silk parted every time she leaned close, and the soft creamy skin between her breasts appeared and disappeared as she worked.

Fredrika caught my eye in the mirror and winked.

“You would be crazy not to look,” she said. “Enjoy the sight of my body while you can, Brooks. Goddesses are meant to be worshipped.”

Then she went back to the shave.

I sat there burning in silence while she finished my cheeks, my jaw, and the sensitive skin of my throat with slow, careful strokes. By the time she wiped the last of the shaving cream away, my face felt cleaner than it ever had. My hair looked sharp. My skin looked smooth. I looked, if I do say so myself, very good.

Fredrika studied me from behind, then made about twenty tiny snips for micro-adjustments.

Finally, she clapped her hands.

“Okay, Brooks. You may strip now. I need to see what I am working with.”

I blushed, but did as she commanded.

I unbuttoned my shirt first, folded it, and set it on the counter beside the towels. Then I loosened my belt, opened my jeans, and pushed them down my legs. My underwear followed.

The cage was exposed.

Fredrika crouched in front of me at once, her kimono parting around her thighs as she stared directly at my caged cock.

“Hehe,” she giggled. “I do not care how many times I see one. It still cracks me up.” She leaned a little closer, her smoky eyes bright with amusement. “A chastity cage is a silly thing, really, no? A silly thing for a silly thing.”

My face went hot.

She tilted her head.

“Does it hurt?”

“It’s…” I struggled to find the words as humiliation rushed through me. “Uncomfortable.”

“And that is the joy, I imagine,” she said with a smirk.

Her eyes lifted to mine.

“Okay. Time to unlock you for the next part. But…”

She reached down and squeezed my balls tight enough that I squealed.

“If you cum from my touch,” she said calmly, still holding me, “I will spank you at least eighty times. Understand? Persephone does not give you permission to cum, and neither do I. Will you obey?”

I gulped.

“Yes, Goddess Fredrika.”

“Good boy,” she chirped.

With one hand still near my aching balls, she brought her bracelet closer with the other. The little key turned in the lock.

I was free.

Instantly, my cock got hard, twitching and eager after so long trapped in the cage.

Fredrika looked down.

Then she giggled.

“Is that it?”

I sighed.

“Yes.”

“Not very useful,” she said, smiling sweetly. “But very cute. I bet you look great in panties.”

Before I could answer, she stood and spun me around by the shoulders.

“Sit down on that chair, Brooks,” she said, pointing toward the pillows and the dark curtain waiting behind them. “We are going to have some fun.”


Chapter 3: Like No Other

Fredrika guided me toward the pillows she had arranged in front of the dark curtain.

“Go over there,” she said, pointing to the center of the setup. “Stay very still and try not to look too nervous.”

“That might be difficult,” I said.

She smiled. “Then look nervous. I kind of like that.”

The music had shifted into another song, filling the loft while Fredrika moved around one of the silver trays. The space felt warmer now that I was naked, freshly shaved, and very aware of how exposed I was beneath the wide industrial windows and glowing salon bulbs. The opaque glass dividers turned the rest of the loft into blurred shapes and half-seen stations, but it still felt as though the whole room had been designed to put me on display.

Fredrika picked up a small container, a measuring tool, and a smooth white tray.

“So,” I said carefully. “What exactly are we doing?”

She glanced back at me with a grin.

“We are taking a mould.”

I blinked.

“A mould?” I asked.

Fredrika tittered, “Of your cock, sweetheart.”

My face went instantly hot.

Fredrika laughed softly at my expression, then stepped closer. “Do not look so alarmed. It is perfectly safe. Very simple. Very professional.” Her eyes dropped. “Though in your case, also very small.”

I swallowed.

“Yes, Goddess Fredrika.”

She kissed my cheek. “That is better.”

She checked the supplies, then looked back at me. “Safeword still works. If you want to stop, you stop. If you need me to slow down, you tell me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Goddess Fredrika.”

“Good boy.”

That praise went through me immediately, which was useful because I was still newly unlocked and my cock had already started to twitch under her attention.

Fredrika noticed, of course. She seemed to notice everything.

“There we are,” she said. “Stay hard for me, Brooks. I need a good impression.”

I almost laughed from nerves, but her smoky eyes pinned me in place.

She worked carefully and efficiently, her fingers cool and precise as she positioned me and prepared the moulding material. The whole thing was far more clinical than I expected, which somehow made it more embarrassing. She was calm. I was naked. She was focused. I was trying very hard not to lose my mind.

When she was satisfied, she stepped back and checked a small timer on the counter.

“Now it sets,” she said. “And you stay hard.”

“I’ll do my best.”

“No,” Fredrika said, loosening the tie of her kimono. “You will do as you are told. I’m happy to help with that though, I don’t want to have to take a second mould.”

The silk slipped open.

My mouth went dry.

She wore the tiny white thong I had glimpsed earlier and nothing else beneath the kimono. Her breasts were small but perky, her stomach toned, her legs long and smooth. When she turned to drop the kimono over the back of a chair, I saw the firm curve of her ass and felt my cock pulse at once.

Fredrika looked over her shoulder and smiled.

“See? Not so difficult to stay hard now, is it?”

I gulped. “No, Goddess Fredrika.”

She walked back toward me slowly, letting me look. There was nothing hurried about her. She seemed completely comfortable being admired, completely aware of every reaction she was pulling out of me.

My cock strained in the mould, and the pressure made me gasp.

“Careful,” she said. “You need to keep still.”

“I’m trying,” I breathed.

“I know.” She stepped close enough that her bare thigh brushed mine. “That is what makes it fun.”

Then she eased herself onto my lap.

I froze.

Fredrika settled over me carefully, making sure not to disturb the mould, then began to move in a slow, teasing rhythm. Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders. Her pretty breasts were right in front of my face. Her long legs framed mine. The warmth of her body was close enough to make every part of me ache in the cage.

“Imagine,” she said softly, “how good it would feel if I rode you properly.”

I breathed out hard.

“Goddess Fredrika…”

“I know,” she said, almost sympathetically. “You would like that very much. You would sit here, all desperate for my cunt and so so obedient, while I used you exactly how I wanted.”

She shifted her hips just enough to make me groan.

“But I cannot,” she continued.

I looked up at her.

She smiled sweetly.

“Because it is too small.”

My whole face burned.

Fredrika laughed and rolled her hips again, slow and controlled, keeping just enough distance to make the point cruel. “Poor Brooks. So eager. So hard. So proud of doing exactly what he is told. And still not very useful.”

The words hit me hard. My body reacted before I could stop it, and the mould held me in place while she watched my embarrassment spread across my face.

“There,” she murmured. “I bet that is the look Persephone likes.”

She continued the lap dance while the timer ticked down. The music played cheerfully above us. Outside, a truck rumbled along the street. Inside, all I could focus on was Fredrika’s body, her teasing smile, the cage sitting open on the tray, and the knowledge that my key was still hanging from her bracelet.

Her hands slid up my chest, over my shoulders, and into my hair.

“You are doing very well,” she said.

“Thank you, Goddess Fredrika.”

“So polite.”

Her face came closer.

For one suspended second, I thought she was going to kiss me.

Her lips were almost on mine when the timer went off.

A bright little beep cut through the room.

Fredrika immediately sat back and clapped her hands.

“Yay,” she said brightly. “It is done.”

I let out a shaky laugh, half relieved and half frustrated beyond belief.

She climbed off my lap, all business again, and carefully removed the mould. I stared anywhere except directly at her hands while she checked the result, turning it this way and that with a satisfied expression.

“Very good,” she said. “Tiny, but clear.”

“Thanks,” I muttered. “I guess.”

She gave me a warning look.

“Thank you, Goddess Fredrika.”

“Much better.”

She pointed toward one of the opaque glass dividers. “I have a small shower through there. Go ahead and wash properly. Do not touch yourself. Do not try anything clever. Persephone would be very disappointed, and so would I.”

“Yes, Goddess Fredrika.”

The shower was tucked behind a frosted partition in a small tiled room with black fixtures, folded towels, and a shelf of expensive-looking products. I washed quickly, trying not to think about Fredrika naked in the other room, trying not to think about the mould, trying not to think about the final date waiting somewhere beyond this strange salon.

When I returned, still damp and wrapped in a towel, Fredrika was standing beside the pillows again.

She was dressed in the floral kimono once more, tied loosely at her waist. In one hand, she held up a jeweled butt plug.

The base sparkled under the salon lights.

The plug itself was an exact silicone replica of my cock.

I stared.

Fredrika’s smile widened.

“Fun, huh, Brooks?” she giggled.

My stomach dropped and heat rushed through my face all at once.

She turned it slowly so I could see every humiliating detail. “A perfect little copy. Very cute. Very personal.”

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said. “We are past being shy.”

She stepped closer and held it in front of me.

“Now be a good slut and bend over,” she said. “You are about to go fuck yourself.”

My knees nearly went weak.

Still, I obeyed.

I let the towel fall. I turned around, face burning, and bent forward in front of the pillows. My hands went down toward my ankles, my freshly shaved skin prickling in the warm air of the loft.

That was when the door opened.

I froze, bent over and completely exposed.

Footsteps crossed the hardwood floor.

Then Persephone’s voice rang out, bright and delighted.

“Oh good,” she said. “I didn’t miss it.”

I looked back over my shoulder.

Persephone stood in the entrance looking radiant, her sapphire eyes sparkling as they moved over me, Fredrika, and the humiliating little replica in Fredrika’s hand.

Her smile widened.

“I missed you Stressball.”


Chapter 4: Persephone Returns!

Persephone stood in the doorway like she had stepped out of a dream designed specifically to ruin me.

Her blonde hair was swept up into an elegant updo, a few soft strands left loose to frame her face. Dark, sultry makeup made her sapphire eyes look even more dangerous, and her full red lips were painted a deep, glossy crimson that matched the wicked little smile already forming.

She wore a phenomenal blue dress that clung to every curve like it had been poured over her body. The fabric was thin enough that I could see the clear outline of her hard nipples pressing against it, her full, heavy tits pushed together into mouth-watering cleavage.

The dress nipped in at her waist and flared over her wide breedable hips—hips that looked so grabable I had to clench my fists to stop myself from reaching for them.

The hem stopped high on her thick, smooth thighs, and her long legs gleamed all the way down to delicate strappy heels. Her toenails were painted the same elegant blue as the dress, and a thin gold anklet circled one ankle, a tiny key dangling from it like a taunt.

Fredrika let out a delighted squeal the second she saw her.

“Oh my god, baby, you look so fucking hot,” she gushed, rushing over to pull Persephone into a quick hug. “Doesn’t she, Brooks?”

I was still standing there naked, freshly shaved, with the jeweled replica of my own tiny cock currently being lubed up behind me. My real cock gave a helpless little jump at the sight of her.

“Definitely,” I said, voice hoarse.

Persephone rolled her eyes, but a faint blush colored her cheeks anyway. She looked me up and down—taking in my smooth skin, my still-hard little cock, and the way I was already starting to leak just from seeing her—and let out a soft laugh.

“You two are such flirts,” she said, shaking her head. “Come on, we have to hurry. The boat leaves in an hour.”

Fredrika’s eyes widened. “Shit. Okay, pull up a chair and we’ll get this done fast. Sit, Brooks.”

I obeyed instantly, dropping into the salon chair she pointed at. My bare ass met the cool leather.

Persephone walked over slowly, her heels clicking, and stopped right in front of me. She reached out and ran one finger along the underside of my cock, collecting the bead of precum that had already formed at the tip. She brought it to her lips and licked it off without breaking eye contact.

“I really fucking missed this,” she murmured.

My face burned but I managed to whisper. “Me too.”

Fredrika moved behind me with the jeweled plug in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other. “Legs up on the footrests, sweetheart. Spread nice and wide for me.”

I lifted my legs, hooking my heels over the metal rests so I was completely open. My small cock stood straight up, twitching in the cool air. The position made everything feel more exposed and so much more humiliating.

Persephone stayed standing between my spread thighs, watching with that sweet, cruel little smile as Fredrika drizzled more lube directly onto my hole.

The first touch of the plug made me gasp. It was thick at the head—exactly the same size and shape as my own denied cock—and the silicone was firm but yielding. Fredrika pressed it slowly against me, circling, teasing, letting the pressure build until my body started to give.

“Relax,” she cooed. “I’m sure you’ve taken bigger than this little thing plenty of times.”

Persephone laughed softly.

The plug pushed in.

I moaned as the widest part stretched me open. The sensation of my own cock shape sliding into my ass was so filthy, so perfectly humiliating, that my real cock jerked hard and another thick bead of precum spilled down the shaft. Fredrika kept the pressure steady, twisting the plug gently as she worked it deeper. Every inch made the jeweled base sparkle under the lights.

When it finally popped all the way in, the base settled flush against my skin. The plug sat heavy and full inside me, pressing right against my prostate. I could feel every tiny shift of it when I breathed.

Persephone reached down and gave the sparkling jewel a firm tap with her fingernail.

I cried out, hips twitching.

“There we go,” she said, pleased. “Now you’re properly dressed for the occasion.”

Fredrika stepped back to admire her work, tying her loose floral kimono. “He takes it so well. You were right, he really is such a good little stress ball.”

Persephone didn’t answer right away. She was staring at my cock—small, hard, leaking steadily onto my stomach. Then she reached into her small clutch and pulled out something that made my stomach drop.

It was a cage.

But not like the old one.

This one was much smaller. Bright red, glossy, and shaped like a pair of plump, slightly parted lips. A tiny vertical slit ran down the center, just big enough for the very tip of my cock to poke through if it tried to get hard. The whole thing looked like it had been designed to mock me, completely feminine, ridiculous, and comically undersized.

Persephone held it up between two fingers and grinned.

“This will fit you so much better.”


Chapter 5: A Photoshoot

They made me sit very still while Fredrika fetched an ice pack from a small fridge behind the counter.

The cold hit my cock like a shock.

“Ah,” I hissed through my teeth as she pressed the wrapped pack firmly against my shaft and balls, holding it there with one hand while she chatted with Persephone like this was the most normal thing in the world.

“God, look at it,” Fredrika said after a minute, lifting the pack for a second to inspect me. Her smoky eyes widened. “It’s actually shrinking so much more than I thought it could. Must be the smallest I’ve ever seen in person. Teeny tiny.”

My face burned so hot I thought I might combust.

I kept my eyes on the floor, but I could feel both women staring at my rapidly softening cock.

Persephone smiled, that soft, fond expression she sometimes got.

“I think it’s cute,” she said, meeting my eyes. “Besides, there are much better ways to cum than penetration. Isn’t that right, Stressball?”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered, voice cracking.

Fredrika laughed and pressed the ice pack back down harder. “You’re too sweet to him. Look how much smaller it’s gotten since we started talking, I swear its all shriveled up like it knows it doesn’t deserve to be hard.”

The cold worked fast. Within a couple of minutes my cock had shrunk down to its smallest, most useless state, soft and pink and completely vulnerable.

Fredrika finally lifted the pack away and gave my balls a light, appraising squeeze.

“Perfect,” she declared. “Now we can get that ridiculous little thing locked up so we can get to work.”

Persephone reached for the glossy red cage shaped like a pair of plump lips. She held it up again so I could see every humiliating detail—the way the silicone was molded to look like a tiny, mocking mouth, the vertical slit at the front already glistening from the lube she’d rubbed inside it.

It was a strange, dizzying feeling watching these two gorgeous women handle my cock like it was theirs to dress up however they wanted. Which, I suppose it was. I was the one choosing to let them do whatever they wanted after all.

Persephone took my soft shaft between her fingers while Fredrika steadied the cage. Together they worked the red lips over the head, stretching the silicone obscenely as they pushed it down. Even soft, it was a tight fit.

They had to squeeze and wiggle it, both of them giggling softly as my tiny cock disappeared inside the humiliating shape.

“There we go,” Persephone murmured once the base finally clicked shut behind my balls and she locked it with the key around her ankle. “All tucked away like a good little clit.”

The red lips wrapped snugly around what was left of my cock, squeezing it into an even smaller, more pathetic package. Only the very tip peeked out through the slit at the front, shiny with the lube and whatever precum had survived the ice. Every tiny movement made the cage shift and press against me in the most degrading way.

Fredrika stepped back and admired their work with a bright, delighted smile. “It actually looks really funny.I love it.”

Persephone gave the cage a gentle pat, then stood up and smoothed her blue dress. “We don’t have much time. Fredrika, you said something about photos?”

Fredrika’s eyes lit up. “Quick photoshoot. Just a few shots for your memories. Don’t worry, I’ll send you the copies later and destroy my own.”

She simply pointed toward the arrangement of pillows in front of the dark curtain.

“On your knees first, Brooks.Let’s start with something sweet.”

I crawled into position, the jeweled plug shifting inside me with every movement. My face was already on fire.

“Kiss Persephone’s toes,” Fredrika directed, camera already in her hands. “Really worship them. Get your face right down there.”

Persephone slipped off one strappy heel and extended her foot toward me. Her toenails gleamed with that elegant blue polish.

I lowered myself until my lips brushed her big toe, then pressed a slow, reverent kiss against it. The scent of her skin mixed made my caged cock twitch uselessly inside the red lips.

“Closer,” Fredrika said, snapping photos. “Get even lower. Nose to the floor if you have to. I want to see how desperate you look.”

I obeyed, pressing my face fully against the top of Persephone’s foot, kissing along her arch, then between her toes. Every kiss made the plug press deeper against my prostate. A thin string of precum leaked from the slit in the cage and dripped onto the hardwood.

“Perfect,” Fredrika praised. “Now get over her lap. Persephone, really spank him. I want visible marks. Hard enough that we can see them in the photos.”

Persephone sat on the edge of the salon chair and patted her thigh. I crawled over her lap without being told, the position forcing my plugged ass high in the air. The sheer robe had fallen open completely. My caged cock hung between her thighs, the red lips looking even more ridiculous from this angle.

The first spank landed with a sharp crack.

“Ow!” I gasped.

Persephone didn’t hold back. She spanked me hard and steady, alternating cheeks, building heat fast. Each impact made the plug shift inside me and my tiny cock bounce uselessly in its new cage. I could feel my ass turning bright red under her hand.

Fredrika circled us, camera clicking rapidly.

“Harder on the right,” she said. “I want that handprint nice and clear.”

Persephone obliged. The sound of her palm meeting my bare skin filled the loft. By the time she stopped, my ass was burning and I was panting against her thigh, a small puddle of precum on the floor beneath me.

“Beautiful,” Fredrika said. “Now make out. Brooks, stay over her lap but turn your head. Kiss her properly.”

Persephone grabbed my hair and pulled my face up to hers. Her mouth met mine in a deep, filthy kiss, tongue sliding against mine while her hand continued to squeeze and spank my sore ass. I moaned into her mouth, completely lost in the mix of pain, humiliation, and overwhelming arousal.

Fredrika kept shooting.

When Persephone finally let me go, I was dizzy.

“Solo shots now,” Fredrika said briskly. “On your back, legs spread wide. Show off everything—the cage, the plug, the whole pathetic picture.”

I rolled onto my back on the pillows, legs spread obscenely. The position left my caged cock and the sparkling jewel between my cheeks completely on display.

“Slap your balls,” Fredrika ordered. “Hard. I want to see the pain in your eyes.”

My hand shook as I reached down. The first slap made me whimper. The second was harder. Each impact sent sharp sparks of pain through my swollen balls while my tiny cock twitched inside the red lip cage.

Fredrika kept the camera clicking, capturing every flinch and desperate expression.

“Again,” she said. “Look right at the lens this time, and stick out your tongue like a whore.”

Though it was one of the most embarrassing things I’d ever done, I obeyed, eyes watering as I slapped myself again.

Persephone watched from the chair, legs crossed, looking impossibly elegant in her blue dress while I debased myself on the floor for photos.

Fredrika was just about to direct another pose when Persephone suddenly checked her watch and went rigid.

“Fredrika, we gotta run!” she said, eyes wide. “Now we really do only have ten minutes. Do you have the suit?”

Fredrika cursed under her breath. “It’s in the car downstairs in the basement. Keys are by the door, get running. I’m taking the company helicopter so I don’t need it.”

Persephone was already moving. She grabbed my wrist and gave it a sharp tug.

“Thank you,” she said quickly, leaning in to kiss Fredrika on the mouth. “I’ll see you at the reception. Right?”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Fredrika promised, already heading for the stairs. “Go!”

Persephone didn’t even let me stand properly. She dragged me toward the narrow staircase, still completely naked. Every step made the plug shift and press against my prostate. My caged cock leaked steadily, leaving shiny trails on my thighs.

The stairwell was cold. My bare feet slapped against the concrete steps but Persephone didn’t slow down. She kept a firm grip on my wrist.

By the time we reached the basement level, my ass was burning from the spanking, my balls ached from the slaps, and the tiny red cage felt tighter with every heartbeat. The parking garage was dimly lit and completely empty. Persephone’s heels clicked loudly as she led me toward a black SUV parked near the elevator.

She opened the back door and pushed me inside.

“The windows are tinted at least so get in quick,” she ordered.

Persephone reached into a garment bag on the seat and pulled out a light pink suit—tailored trousers and a matching jacket that looked expensive but not especially masculine. She also had a crisp white shirt and a pair of delicate pink panties.

“We’re changing you here,” she said, already unbuttoning the jacket. “We don’t have time to wait. I have to pick up the girls!”


Chapter 6: A Long Drive

Persephone climbed into the front seat and glanced at me in the rearview mirror. Her sapphire eyes were bright with amusement.

“Start changing,” she said, already starting the car. “The suit’s in the garment bag next to you. Pink panties first. I want you dressed before we pick anyone up.”

I fumbled with the bag, my skin was still flushed from the spanking, my ass cheeks burning every time I moved. The delicate pink panties were on top of the pile. I tried to pull them on while the car started moving, but the space was tight and the plug made every shift feel obscene. By the time I got them up my thighs and over the red cage, I was already sweating.

The panties were tiny. Soft pink lace with a little bow at the front. They stretched obscenely over the glossy red lips of the cage, doing almost nothing to hide the shape of it. A damp spot was already forming where my caged cock was leaking through the slit.

Persephone watched me in the mirror as she drove, one corner of her mouth lifted in a fond little smile. She didn’t say anything, but every time our eyes met she looked thoroughly entertained.

We pulled up outside a sleek apartment building a few minutes later. The passenger door opened and Jennifer climbed in, already laughing about something on her phone. She was in a tight black dress that hugged her tiny waist and pushed her enormous breasts up into dangerous territory. Her bright red hair was loose and wild.

She turned around in her seat almost immediately and spotted me half-dressed in the back.

“Oh my fucking god,” she said, eyes going wide with delight. “Look at you. Is that the new cage?”

My face went hot. I was still trying to button the white shirt with shaking hands while the car started moving again.

Jennifer leaned between the seats to get a better look. “It actually looks like a little pussy ate his dick. That’s incredible. Persephone, you’re evil.”

Persephone laughed softly from the driver’s seat. “He likes it.”

“I can tell,” Jennifer said, staring openly at the way the pink lace stretched over the red cage. “He’s blushing so hard his ears are pink. And look at those panties. They’re adorable. Like he’s trying to be a good girl but failing miserably.”

She reached back and hooked one finger under the waistband of the panties, pulling them down just enough to expose the cage completely.

“Jesus, it’s tiny,” she said, almost reverently. “Aw no, I had heard that you shaved a little heart right above it? That would have been so fucking cute. Who gave you permission to go completely smooth?”

My voice came out small. “Tamara.”

Jennifer grinned. “Of course she did. Well I guess that’s hot too. Not a single hair left.”

She leaned in closer, and she dragged her tongue slowly across the shaved heart above the cage. The warm, wet drag of it made my caged cock twitch violently inside the red lips.

Then she bit me.

Not hard enough to break skin, but enough to make me yelp. Her teeth closed around the sensitive skin right above my balls, then gave a little tug. The sharp sting mixed with the constant pressure of the plug in my ass and I let out a broken sound.

Jennifer pulled back, licking her lips. “You taste delicious. I love it.”

Persephone rolled her eyes in the rearview mirror, but she was still smiling. “Behave, Jennifer. We’re picking up Bella next.”

“I am behaving,” Jennifer said innocently, settling back into her seat but keeping her eyes on me. “He’s the one leaking through his pretty little cage while I’m just looking.”

I hurried to pull the pink trousers up over the panties, struggling with the zipper while the car turned onto another street. The fabric was tight. The outline of the cage was still faintly visible if the light hit it right, and every time I moved the plug pressed deeper, making it hard to think straight.

We pulled up outside another building. Bella climbed into the front passenger seat a moment later, looking effortlessly elegant in a soft yellow dress that showed off her long legs and deep olive skin. Her curly dark hair was pinned up loosely.

She turned around immediately, took one look at me, and let out a warm, delighted laugh.

“Oh, Brooks,” she said, voice soft with amusement. “You look like you’ve had quite the afternoon.”

Jennifer twisted around again. “Show her the cage. Go on. Pull your pants down a little.”

My hands shook as I obeyed, pushing the waistband of the pink trousers down just enough for Bella to see the red lip-shaped cage stretching the pink lace.

Bella’s eyebrows rose. “That is… creative.”

“It’s perfect,” Jennifer said proudly, like she’d had something to do with it. “Look how small he is inside it. And he’s completely smooth everywhere now. Persephone’s little doll.”

Bella smiled at me, warm but unmistakably teasing. “You do look very cute in pink. The panties are a nice touch. They make the cage look even more demure.”

Persephone glanced at me in the mirror again as she drove, catching my eye for a second. She looked fond. And a little smug.

I fumbled with the pink jacket, trying to get it on while the car moved through traffic. The plug kept shifting with every bump in the road, pressing right against that spot inside me that made my caged cock leak steadily into the panties. I could feel the wet spot growing.

Jennifer reached back again and gave the front of the cage a light flick through the lace.

“Still leaking,” she announced cheerfully. “Poor thing. How badly do you want to cum?”

“Very, very badly,” I admitted, voice hoarse.

“Good,” she said, and flicked it again.

Bella watched with that elegant little smile. “You’re being mean, Jennifer.”

“That’s kinda the point babes,” Jennifer replied. “He loves it. Look at how red his face is. He’s probably going to cum in that tiny cage just from us looking at him.”

Persephone finally spoke from the front seat, voice calm and affectionate. “He’s not allowed to cum tonight. Not until I say so. And I haven’t decided if he’s earned it yet.”

Both women in the front made interested sounds.

I finally managed to get the jacket on and buttoned. The outfit was complete—light pink suit, white shirt open at the collar, tiny pink panties underneath, red lip cage squeezing my cock, and the jeweled plug buried deep in my ass.

I looked ridiculous, it was so humiliating.

But that only made me harder.

Persephone pulled into a parking spot near the marina just as I finished adjusting the jacket. She turned off the engine and looked at me in the rearview mirror one last time.

“Perfect timing,” she said. “You’re done just in time.”

Jennifer clapped her hands. “Good job, Brooks.”

Bella reached back and gave my knee a gentle squeeze. “You look very pretty. Try to enjoy the night.”

Persephone opened her door and stepped out, then came around to open mine. She held out her hand. I took it, letting her help me out of the car on shaky legs. The plug shifted again as I stood, and I had to bite back a soft sound.

She looked me over from head to toe—pink suit, flushed face, the faint outline of the cage if you knew where to look—and nodded once, satisfied.

“Stay close to me tonight,” she said quietly, reaching up to straighten my collar. “And remember who you belong to.”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered.

Jennifer and Bella were already walking ahead toward the marina, laughing about something together. Persephone slipped her arm through mine like we were any normal couple.

Except I could feel the plug with every step. And the red cage. And the burning handprints still warm on my ass.

Persephone leaned in as we walked, her voice low enough that only I could hear.

“By the way,” she murmured, “If you’re very good today, I’ll let you fuck me tonight.”

She smiled and gave my arm a little squeeze.

“Come on, Stressball. Let’s go watch two sexy fucking women get married.”


Chapter 7: The Boat

The boat was nicer than I expected.

It wasn’t some massive party yacht, it was an elegant vessel with glossy wooden trim, cream cushions, and a small bar tucked beneath a navy awning. The Hudson moved dark and shining around us as we stepped onto the polished deck. Manhattan glittered in the distance, its noise softened by the water and the late afternoon light.

A pretty server in a crisp black dress greeted us with a tray of mocktails. Persephone took one without hesitation and handed it to me.

“Behave,” she said, her sapphire eyes flicking down to the front of my pink trousers for half a second.

“I’m holding a fruit drink,” I replied with a roll of my eyes. “How much trouble can I really get into?”

Jennifer, already holding a pink drink with a mint leaf, turned around and gave me a wicked little grin.

“Brooks,” she said, “you could get into trouble with a napkin.”

Bella laughed softly beside her. “She’s not wrong.”

My face warmed, but I took the drink and followed Persephone toward the railing. The jeweled plug shifted inside me with every step, and the tiny red lip-shaped cage squeezed my cock in a way that made walking feel like an act of concentration. The pink suit was fitted enough to keep me constantly aware of how I looked — and thinking about what I was hiding underneath.

Persephone slipped her arm through mine once we reached the rail. For a moment, we simply stood there like any other couple heading to a wedding.

The boat pulled away from the dock with a low rumble. A breeze moved across the deck, lifting loose strands of Persephone’s blonde hair. She looked stunning in her blue dress — the thin fabric clung to her full breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible through the material, while the dress hugged her wide hips and thick thighs before stopping high enough to show off her long, smooth legs and delicate strappy heels. The little gold anklet with my key glinted every time she shifted her weight.

Jennifer looked equally striking in a tight black dress that strained across her enormous breasts and cinched dramatically at her tiny waist. Her bright red hair tumbled wildly around her shoulders, and she kept glancing back at me with that delighted, predatory little smile.

Bella, elegant as always, wore a soft yellow dress that skimmed her athletic frame and showed off her long legs. Her curly dark hair was pinned up loosely, and she moved with that calm, graceful confidence that somehow made her teasing feel even more dangerous.

The boat was full of beautiful women — sleek lawyers in summer dresses that clung to their curves, tall women in tailored suits, couples laughing together with red lips and expensive sunglasses. I became very aware of the cage again.

Persephone noticed, of course.

“Distracted by the view?” she asked, her voice low. “Don’t lie.”

I blushed. “Maybe just a little.”

She followed my gaze toward a group of women near the bar, one of whom had her girlfriend’s hand resting possessively on her lower back.

“It is a very pretty crowd,” Persephone said.

“It really is.”

“And yet,” she continued, turning toward me, “you’re holding my hand like it's a life raft.”

I looked down. I hadn’t even realized I’d taken her hand. My fingers were laced with hers, her deep blue nails a striking contrast against my skin.

“I suppose I must have missed you,” I said quietly.

The words slipped out before I could stop them.

Persephone’s expression softened, just slightly.

“I missed you too,” she said.

I looked at her, surprised.

“What?”

She rolled her eyes, but there was warmth in it. “Don’t make me say it twice.”

“I’m not. I just… didn’t expect it.”

“You thought I spent a month torturing you from a distance and didn’t miss you at all?”

“When you put it like that, it sounds stupid.”

“It was stupid,” she said, but she was smiling now. “But I don’t like you for your startling intellect.”

A heron flew overhead, long legs trailing as it glided above the boat. Several guests looked up, including Jennifer, who actually stopped talking for a moment. Persephone tilted her face toward the sky, watching it pass.

She  leaned her shoulder against mine. That small point of contact felt heavier than it should have.

“To be honest, I think about you all the time these days, or so it seems to me at least,” she said after a moment. “At work. On planes. In hotel rooms. I’d get one of Tamara’s updates or one of your adorably sexy pathetic little pictures and the day would suddenly feel more bearable.”

“That’s romantic,” I said. “In a very strange way.”

Persephone chuckled. “We’re a bit strange though, aren’t we?”

I thought for a second. “I suppose we are.”

The boat continued up the Hudson. The mocktails were cold and sweet. Every time the boat hit a small swell, the plug pressed deeper inside me, and I had to fight to keep my expression neutral.

Persephone noticed every time. She didn’t comment, but the corner of her mouth would twitch.

By the time the boat slowed near a private dock upstate, the sun had turned the water gold.

The wedding venue waited just beyond the dock — a wide lawn leading up to a renovated barn with dark wood siding and strings of lights already glowing along the beams. White chairs were arranged in neat rows on the grass, flowers tied to the aisle seats, and a simple arch wrapped in greenery and blue hydrangeas stood at the front.

Jennifer and Bella slipped into the row ahead of us. Jennifer immediately leaned over to whisper something that made Bella cover her mouth to hide her laughter. Persephone gave them both a warning look, which only made Jennifer grin wider.

Then the ceremony began.

The first bride walked down the aisle in a fitted ivory dress that hugged her curves beautifully. She looked nervous and radiant at the same time, clutching her bouquet tightly as she smiled at the guests.

Waiting at the arch was the second bride. She was tall and striking in a tailored white suit, her dark hair slicked back. She stood with calm, dominant posture until she saw her fiancée walking toward her. Then her composure cracked. Her eyes softened, and she reached out before the other woman had even reached her.

Persephone kept hold of my hand as we watched them marry. Her thumb moved slowly over my knuckles during the vows. When the taller bride pulled her wife in for a fierce, joyful kiss, the whole lawn erupted in cheers. Jennifer whistled loudly. Bella clapped beside her. Persephone smiled — not her usual wicked smile, but something quieter and warmer.

As the brides walked back down the aisle hand in hand, laughing through happy tears, Persephone leaned toward me.

“Nice, wasn’t it?” she said softly.

“Yeah,” I answered. “It really was.”

She looked at me for a moment, then leaned in and kissed my cheek. Her lips lingered just long enough to make my chest tighten.

“Come on, Stressball,” she said. “Let’s go be social.”

I followed her toward the barn, filled with anticipation for how this crazy day was going to pan out.


Chapter 8: A Beautiful Day

The reception was held inside the renovated barn, where strings of warm lights hung from the wooden beams and long tables were dressed in white linen and blue flowers. We were seated near the front with Jennifer and Bella. The food was simple and good — grilled vegetables, roasted chicken, fresh bread — and for a while, it almost felt like a normal evening.

Almost.

Persephone sat beside me, her blue dress glowing softly under the lights. Every so often, beneath the long tablecloth, I felt the light pressure of her foot against my ankle, or the slow brush of her fingers along my thigh. It wasn’t overt. Just enough to keep me aware of her. Enough to make the constant, low ache inside me sharpen whenever she looked at me and smiled like she knew exactly what she was doing.

Mostly, though, we talked.

She told me about the worst clients she’d dealt with over the past month. I told her about the ridiculous office drama that had unfolded while she was gone.

Persephone’s hand stayed resting on my leg for most of the meal, her thumb occasionally tracing slow, absent circles against the fabric of my trousers.

It felt easy in a way I hadn’t expected.

When the plates were cleared and the music started, the energy in the barn shifted. People began moving toward the open space in front of the small stage where a band was playing. Jennifer was the first to stand, grabbing Bella by the hand and pulling her toward the dance floor with a bright laugh.

Persephone turned to me, one eyebrow raised.

“Dance with me?”

I didn’t even hesitate.

We moved together easily. She wasn’t trying to lead in any obvious way, but I followed her without thinking. Her hand stayed in mine, and her other rested lightly on my shoulder. The music was slow at first, then picked up into something warmer. She smelled like rosemary and lemon and something faintly sweet from her drink. Every time she turned, the blue dress moved with her, catching the light.

At one point she spun away from me and into Jennifer’s arms. I stepped back to give them space and watched as the two of them danced together, laughing. Then Bella joined them, and the three of them moved in that easy, familiar way that only old friends can. Persephone looked radiant under the lights — her blonde hair slightly tousled now, her cheeks flushed from the warmth of the room, her body moving with that confident, unselfconscious grace that always made it hard to look away.

She was so fucking beautiful it almost hurt.

Fredrika appeared beside me at some point, camera in hand. She was just watching the dance floor with a small, knowing smile.

“You two are so smitten,” she said quietly, her Scandinavian accent soft. “It’s sweet.”

I glanced at her. She she wore a long, elegant black gown that hugged her tall frame perfectly. Her blonde hair was pulled back, and she looked effortlessly elegant even while working.

“Have fun tonight,” she continued, giving me a gentle nudge with her elbow. “I hear it’s the last date?”

I nodded, not trusting my voice for a second.

Fredrika’s expression softened. “Then make it count, Brooks. Show her that all this might just have mattered to you.”

Before I could respond, Persephone broke away from Jennifer and Bella and came back toward me. Her hand found mine again without hesitation.

“Dance with me again,” she said. “Come on Brooks!”

We stayed on the floor for a long time after that. Sometimes fast, sometimes slow. At one point the music shifted into something softer, and she stepped in close, resting her forehead against mine for a few seconds. Neither of us spoke. We just moved together, her body warm against mine, the ache inside me steady and present but somehow secondary to the feeling of having her here.

When the song ended, she didn’t pull away immediately.

Instead, she looked up at me, her sapphire eyes darker in the low light.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said.

“Me too.”

She reached up and brushed a piece of hair off my forehead, her fingers lingering against my skin.

“I know this has been a lot today,” she murmured. “The salon. The photos. The cage. All of it.”

I shook my head. “It’s fine. I wanted it.”

“I know you did.” Her thumb traced along my jaw for a second. “But I still want you to know I see you. Not just the things I do to you. You.”

Something in my chest tightened.

The music picked up again, louder this time, and Jennifer appeared out of nowhere to drag Persephone back into the group of dancing women. I watched them go, smiling despite myself. Persephone glanced back at me once over her shoulder, her eyes bright, before she disappeared into the swirl of bodies and laughter.

Fredrika lifted her camera and took one quiet photo of me standing there, watching her.

Then she lowered it and gave me a small, genuine smile.

“Go on,” she said. “Get back in there. You only get one last date.”

I nodded and made my way back toward the dance floor, the red cage still tight between my legs, the plug still nestled deep inside me, the pink suit slightly rumpled from dancing.

But none of that felt like the most important thing anymore.


Chapter 9: Interruptus

By the time we got back to the Airbnb, the sky had gone dark and my feet ached from hours of dancing. The house was quiet when we stepped inside, it was a converted farmhouse a short drive from the wedding venue, all exposed beams and soft lighting.

Persephone kicked off her heels the second we were through the door and let out a low, tired sigh.

I didn’t even make it two steps before she turned, grabbed the front of my pink jacket, and pulled me into a kiss.

It wasn’t soft.

She backed me down the hallway and into the bedroom without breaking contact, her mouth hot and hungry against mine. The second the door clicked shut behind us, she pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top of me in one smooth motion. Her blue dress rode up her thighs as she straddled my waist, and then her mouth was on mine again — deeper this time, tongues sliding together as she rolled her hips down against me.

I groaned into her mouth, hands sliding up to cup her breasts through the thin fabric. They felt full and warm in my palms, her nipples already tight. She made a low, pleased sound and ground down harder, the pressure against the front of my trousers making the cage and the plug both flare with sensation at once.

“Fuck, I missed you,” she growled against my lips, her voice low and rough in a way that went straight through me.

She kissed me again, biting my bottom lip before sucking on it. “Missed having you like this. Missed the way you look at me when you’re desperate.”

Her hips kept moving in slow, deliberate rolls, the heat of her body pressing down against the trapped ache between my legs. My hands squeezed her tits harder without thinking, and she moaned softly into my mouth.

“Persephone,” I breathed when she finally pulled back just enough to let me speak. My voice sounded wrecked already. “Please. I need you.”

She looked down at me, her sapphire eyes dark and glittering, lips swollen from kissing.

“I know you do, baby.”

I swallowed. “Please unlock me. I can’t— I need to be inside you. I’ve been good. I’ve been so fucking good.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across her face. She sat up a little straighter on top of me, still straddling my hips, and reached for the delicate chain around her ankle where my chastity key waited.

“You have been good,” she murmured, lowering the key toward the front of my trousers. “And I did promise I’d finally fuck you tonight, didn’t I?”

My breath caught. I nodded quickly, hips twitching up toward her without permission.

Persephone’s smile widened. She dragged the key slowly down the front of my shirt, teasing, letting it catch on each button.

“I’m going to unlock this pathetic little clit,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough, “and then I’m going to ride you until you’re crying. Would you like that, Stressball?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “God, yes. Please—”

She was just about to slip the key into the lock when the bedroom door opened.

Jennifer walked in first, followed by Bella and Fredrika. All three of them looked flushed from dancing, eyes bright with lust and leftover adrenaline.

Persephone didn’t move off me. She just turned her head, one eyebrow raised.

Jennifer grinned, completely unapologetic.

“There are no cute single men at the wedding and we struck out with all the servers, so…We were hoping we could borrow him,” she said, tilting her head. “Just for a little while. Before you unlock him.”

Bella stepped forward, her yellow dress slightly rumpled, curls falling loose around her face.

“We’ve been good sports all night,” she said, voice warm but unmistakably wanting. “And we won’t take long. We just… want a turn with him while he’s still locked and desperate. We all know his safeword and his limits and we want a little fun. Come on, pleeeease?”

Fredrika leaned against the doorframe, camera bag slung over one shoulder, watching the scene with quiet amusement. “I feel like I missed out on some fun earlier. Come on, Per, we’ll bring him back in one piece. I promise. Mostly.”

Persephone looked back down at me. I was breathing hard beneath her, the key still dangling from her fingers just above the cage. My cock was throbbing uselessly inside the red lips, and the plug felt impossibly deep.

“Want to help out the girls Brooks?” Persephone pouted. “I suppose it’ll give me time to slip into something a little sexier for you.”

I blushed and nodded. “Yes Madam, though I can’t imagine anyone looking sexier in anything than you do right now.”

She studied my face for a long moment, then sighed — fond, but resigned.

“Twenty minutes each,” she said finally. “That’s all you get. And you don’t unlock him. Understood?”

Jennifer’s grin turned sharp and delighted.

“That’s all we need, baby.”

Before I could even process what was happening, she stepped forward, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me up from under Persephone. My legs felt unsteady as I stood. The key still hung from Persephone’s anklet.

Persephone watched us go, one corner of her mouth lifted in a dangerous little smile.

“Don’t wear him out too much,” she called after us. “I still want him functional when you’re done.”

Jennifer didn’t answer. She just tugged me down the hallway and into the room she was sharing with Bella, her grip firm around my wrist.

The door clicked shut behind us.

And I realized, with a dizzying rush of anticipation, that the night was far from over.


Chapter 10: Jennifer Has Her Way

Jennifer closed the bedroom door behind us and turned the lock with a quiet click. The room was dim, lit only by a single bedside lamp. She walked to the center of the room, turned to face me, and reached behind her back without breaking eye contact.

“Would you like to see me strip, little bitch?” she said with a smile.

“Desperately,” I replied, grinning even as I throbbed in my cage.

The zipper of her tight black dress came down slowly.

She peeled the fabric off her shoulders and let it slide down her body, revealing what she had been wearing underneath all night. A sheer black lace bodysuit clung to her tiny frame, the cups barely containing her massive breasts. The material was so delicate it was almost see-through, her pale nipples clearly visible through the lace. Thin straps framed her waist, and the high-cut legs left most of her ass exposed.

She looked perfect like that, all wrapped in expensive lingerie.

She stepped out of the dress and kicked it aside, then ran her hands slowly down her own body, cupping her tits and squeezing them together for a moment before letting them go.

Jennifer shoved my jacket open, yanked my shirt loose, and dragged my pink trousers and panties down just far enough to expose the ridiculous red cage and everything beneath it.

“Now be good and get on the fucking bed,” she said, voice low and playful. “And put your hands above your head.”

I obeyed without thinking, crawling onto the mattress and stretching my arms up toward the headboard.

Jennifer climbed on after me, straddling my waist. The red lip-shaped cage was still locked tight between my legs, and the jeweled plug sat heavy inside me. She reached down and gave the cage a light, mocking tap with one finger.

“Look at this pathetic little thing,” she murmured. “Still all locked up and leaking for us. Does it hurt?”

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Good.”

She didn’t waste time.

Jennifer started slow, dragging her nails down my chest and stomach while she rocked her hips against the front of my trousers. Every time she pressed down, the pressure against the cage made me twitch. Then she sat up straighter and began to spank me.

Her hand came down hard on my inner thigh first — sharp, stinging slaps that made me jerk beneath her. She alternated sides, watching my face the entire time with a bright, delighted smile.

“Such a good little painslut,” she cooed. “Look how hard you’re trying not to make noise.”

She shifted lower and started focusing on my balls. Light, stinging slaps at first, then harder. Each impact made the cage jump and my stomach tighten. I bit my lip to stay quiet, but a broken sound still escaped when she gave my trapped cock a firm slap through the red silicone.

Jennifer laughed softly.

“Oh, you liked that.”

She reached over to the nightstand and picked up a short leather strap — thin and flexible. She dragged the end of it slowly across my caged cock, then brought it down in a quick, sharp flick across the top of my balls.

I gasped.

She did it again. And again. The sting was bright and mean, and every time the strap landed, she watched my face with hungry satisfaction. My cock strained uselessly inside the tiny cage, leaking steadily through the slit at the front.

Jennifer set the strap aside after a few minutes and climbed higher up my body until she was straddling my chest. She reached behind her and pulled the jeweled plug out of my ass in one smooth motion. I groaned at the sudden emptiness.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered.

I did.

She leaned down, gathered spit in her mouth, and let it drip slowly onto my tongue.

It was warm and filthy and I swallowed without being told to.

Jennifer smiled like I’d just done something adorable.

“Good boy.”

She reached over to the nightstand again and picked up a small wand vibrator. She turned it on to a low buzz and pressed it against the front of the red cage, right over the leaking tip of my cock. The sensation was overwhelming — too much and not enough at the same time.

My hips bucked up off the bed.

Jennifer held the vibrator there for a few seconds, watching me squirm, then pulled it away.

She leaned down until her face was inches from mine.

“You can call me anytime,” she whispered, voice sweet and cruel at the same time. “Whenever you want to be used like this. Whenever you want someone to hurt you and laugh at how small you are. I’ll make time for you, Brooks. I think we have a lot of fun together, don’t you?”

I groaned, I loved the pain. “Definitely.”

She pressed the vibrator back against the cage and held it there, grinding it slowly while I shook beneath her.

“You’re not going to cum,” she said softly. “But you’re going to remember this every time that little clit tries to get hard in its cage.”

She spat in my mouth one more time, slow and deliberate, then sat up and turned the vibrator off.

“Time’s almost up,” Jennifer said, climbing off me. She wiped her fingers on my chest and gave the cage one last affectionate pat. “Tell Persephone I said thank you.”

She walked to the door, still in that sheer black lace bodysuit, and opened it.

“Bella, my turn’s over,” she called down the hallway. “He’s still very desperate though, have at him!”

Then she looked back at me, winked, and disappeared into the hallway, leaving me panting on the bed with my cage leaking, my balls aching, and the taste of her spit still on my tongue.


Chapter 11: Bella Shine

The door opened a few minutes after Jennifer left.

Bella stepped inside and closed it behind her with a soft click. She was still wearing the soft yellow dress from the wedding, but she’d clearly changed underneath it while waiting her turn. She reached behind her back, unzipped the dress, and let it fall to the floor in one smooth motion.

Underneath, she wore a black fishnet bodysuit that clung to every curve of her body. The delicate netting stretched across her deep olive skin, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. Her small, perfect breasts were visible through the mesh, dark nipples already tight. The high-cut legs framed her hips and showed off the smooth strength of her thighs. She looked elegant and filthy at the same time.

Bella walked toward the bed slowly, her bare feet silent on the wooden floor. She stopped at the edge of the mattress and looked down at me. I was still lying where Jennifer had left me — flushed, caged, and breathing hard.

“Behave now, and sit up,” she said gently.

I pushed myself upright. Bella climbed onto the bed and knelt in front of me. She reached out and ran her fingers through my hair, her touch surprisingly soft after Jennifer’s roughness.

“Jennifer played with you,” she observed, her eyes dropping to the red lip-shaped cage. A small, knowing smile touched her lips. “You look a little wrecked already.”

She didn’t seem to mind.

Bella shifted back on the bed and extended one long leg toward me, pointing her toes.

“Don’t worry I’m not so cruel. I just want to be worshipped. You may start with my feet,” she said. “I’ve been in heels all night.”

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned down and pressed my lips to the top of her foot. Her skin was warm and smooth. I kissed along the arch, then took her toes into my mouth one by one, sucking gently. Bella let out a quiet, pleased sigh and leaned back on her hands, watching me with half-lidded eyes.

“Good slut,” she murmured. “Keep going.”

I worshipped her feet slowly, taking my time. I licked along the sole, kissed the delicate bones on the top, and ran my tongue between each toe. Every few seconds she would flex her foot or curl her toes against my tongue, and the small, controlling movements made my caged cock twitch.

After several minutes, she pulled her foot away and spread her legs a little wider.

“Thighs now.”

I moved between her legs and kissed the inside of her right thigh, just above the knee. The fishnet bodysuit had a large opening at the crotch, and I could already see how wet she was. The scent of her arousal hit me and made my head spin. I kissed higher, dragging my mouth along the smooth, firm muscle of her inner thigh. Bella’s hand found the back of my head and guided me where she wanted me — slow, deliberate kisses that grew wetter the higher I went.

When I reached the edge of the fishnet opening, she stopped me with a gentle tug on my hair.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “Breasts first.”

She pulled the thin straps of the bodysuit down off her shoulders, freeing her small, perfect tits. They sat high and firm on her chest, dark nipples already hard. Bella cupped one in her hand and offered it to me.

I leaned in and took her nipple into my mouth. She tasted clean and faintly sweet. I sucked gently at first, then harder when she made a quiet sound of approval. My hands came up to hold her waist as I moved between her breasts, licking and sucking until both nipples were shiny and swollen. Bella’s breathing had grown deeper. One of her hands stayed in my hair, holding me close while the other traced slow circles over my shoulder.

“You’re very good at this,” she said, voice a little rougher now. “So eager to please.”

She let me worship her breasts for a long minute before gently pushing my head downward again.

“Now,” she said. “You can taste me.”

I lowered myself between her spread thighs. The fishnet framed her pussy perfectly. She was glistening, swollen, and so close I could feel the heat coming off her. I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, tasting her for the first time.

“Oh fuck that feels wonderful,” Bella let out a soft, shaky moan and her thighs tightened around my head.

I licked her again, slower this time, savoring the way she tasted and the way her hips rolled up to meet my mouth. I was just about to seal my lips around her clit and suck when a sharp knock came from the door.

Bella froze.

From the hallway, Persephone’s voice called out, calm but firm.

“Time’s up, Bella.”

Bella let out a long, frustrated breath and dropped her head back against the pillows. For a second she just lay there, chest rising and falling, thighs still trembling slightly around my shoulders.

Then she sat up.

She looked down at me with genuine disappointment in her eyes. Her lips were parted, and there was a flush across her chest that hadn’t been there before.

“Fuck,” she muttered softly.

She reached down and gently pulled me up until I was kneeling in front of her again. Without saying anything else, she leaned in and kissed me.

It was deep. Slow. She tasted herself on my tongue and didn’t seem to mind at all. Her hands came up to cradle my face as she kissed me thoroughly, almost tenderly. When she finally pulled back, she rested her forehead against mine for a moment.

“I’m glad we met,” she said quietly.

I swallowed. My voice came out hoarse. “Me too.”

Bella gave me one last soft kiss, then reached down and gave the red cage a gentle, almost affectionate squeeze through the fishnet of her bodysuit.

“Be good for her tonight,” she murmured. “She’s waited a long time for you.”

She climbed off the bed and pulled the straps of her bodysuit back up over her shoulders. At the door, she paused and looked back at me one more time. Her expression was soft, a little sad, but still warm.

“Goodnight, Brooks.”

Then she opened the door and stepped out into the hallway, leaving me kneeling on the bed with the taste of her still on my tongue and twenty minutes of aching, unfinished need sitting heavy in my chest.

The door didn’t stay closed for long.


Chapter 12: Fredrika Has Her Turn

Fredrika entered the room with a calm, knowing smile.

She looked stunning. She wore a long, elegant black gown that hugged her tall frame perfectly. The fabric was smooth and slightly glossy, with a deep neckline that showed the elegant line of her collarbones and the subtle swell of her small but perfect breasts. The dress fell all the way to the floor, with a slit running high up one thigh. Her blonde hair was swept up, and she looked every bit the sophisticated woman who had once owned a high-end salon.

She closed the door behind her and leaned against it for a moment, looking me over where I still knelt on the bed.

“I never got to have my fun with you,” she said, her voice soft with that familiar Scandinavian lilt. “Everyone else got their turn. It seemed unfair.”

Fredrika walked toward the bed with graceful steps. In her hand was a small digital camera. She sat down on the edge of the mattress, crossed her long legs, and turned the screen toward me after scrolling through a few photos.

My stomach dropped the second I saw them.

There I was in the salon — naked, freshly shaved, the mould of my own tiny cock sitting on the tray beside me. Another photo showed me bent over the pillows with my ass up while she held the jeweled plug. There were close-ups of the red lip-shaped cage being locked onto my soft cock, my face flushed and humiliated.

One particularly cruel shot captured me on my back with my legs spread wide, the sparkling jewel between my cheeks on full display as I slapped my own balls, eyes glassy with pain.

Fredrika watched my reaction with quiet satisfaction.

“You looked so pretty like this,” she murmured. “So obedient and humiliated. I couldn’t help but take a few extra photos.”

She swiped to another image — a close-up of the glossy red cage stretched tight around my denied cock, precum leaking through the slit while I stared up at the camera with wide, embarrassed eyes.

My caged cock throbbed helplessly inside the red silicone. The photos were deeply humiliating, but seeing myself like that — so thoroughly owned and exposed — made the ache between my legs burn hotter.

Fredrika set the camera aside and reached into a small bag she’d brought with her. She pulled out a black leather harness and a thick, realistic dildo — easily eight inches long and much girthier than I could ever be. She held both out to me.

“Put this on,” she said.

I stood on shaky legs and stepped into the harness.

Fredrika watched with calm interest as I pulled the straps up over my hips. The base of the large dildo pressed firmly against the front of the red lip-shaped cage, completely hiding my tiny, locked cock beneath it. The contrast was obscene.

Fredrika stood up and slowly gathered the fabric of her elegant black gown in her hands, lifting it until it bunched around her waist. Underneath, she wore nothing. She lay back on the bed, spreading her long legs and resting one heeled foot on the mattress.

“Come here,” she said. “Fuck me with something that can actually do the job.”

I climbed onto the bed between her thighs. Fredrika reached down and guided the thick head of the strapon to her entrance. She was already wet, and the dildo slid into her with a low, satisfied moan.

I started to thrust.

Fredrika looked up at me, her smoky eyes half-lidded.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “Wearing a strapon cock because yours is too small to be useful. Does it feel strange, fucking a woman properly for once?”

I swallowed and nodded.

She smiled and rolled her hips up to meet my thrusts.

“Say it. Say why you can’t fuck me with your little clit”

“My cock is too small,” I said, voice rough. Fuck why did I love this so much.

Fredrika giggled. “Louder.”

“My cock is too small to fuck you,” I repeated. “That’s why I have to wear this.”

Fredrika moaned as I pushed the thick dildo deeper inside her.

“Good boy. Keep going.”

I fucked her steadily, the base of the strapon grinding against the red cage with every thrust. The constant pressure against my trapped cock was maddening. Every time I bottomed out inside her, the harness pressed the cage harder against me, reminding me exactly how useless I was beneath it.

Fredrika reached up and grabbed my face with both hands.

“You’re so frustrated right now, aren’t you?” she murmured. “You’re wearing a big cock and still can’t feel anything. Your tiny little clit is locked away, leaking into that ridiculous cage while you fuck me like a real man.”

I groaned, hips stuttering.

She laughed breathlessly and wrapped her long legs around my waist.

“Harder,” she ordered. “I want to feel it.”

I fucked her harder, the wet sounds of the thick dildo filling the room. Fredrika’s moans grew louder. Her elegant gown was bunched up around her waist, her breasts rising and falling with every thrust. She reached down and rubbed her clit in fast circles while I kept moving.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”

I drove into her with steady, deep strokes until her back arched off the bed. Fredrika came with a sharp, broken moan, her pussy clenching hard around the dildo. A moment later she was squirting — sudden and messy — soaking the harness and my stomach as her thighs shook around me.

I kept fucking her slowly through it, drawing out every last tremor until she finally went limp beneath me, breathing hard.

Fredrika pulled me down into a deep kiss. It was slow and messy, her tongue sliding against mine as she tasted herself on my lips. After a minute, she gently pushed me back and slid the strapon out of her. She sat up, unbuckled the harness from my hips, and set it aside.

Then she pushed me onto my back.

She moved down my body, pulled the red lip cage aside as much as the tight silicone would allow, and leaned in. Her warm tongue dragged slowly across my balls, licking away the mess that had leaked around the cage. I whimpered as she took one into her mouth and sucked gently before moving to the other.

When she was finished, she sat back and looked down at me with a satisfied smile.

Fredrika reached out and brushed a strand of hair off my forehead.

“You did very well,” she said. “Much better than that sad little cock of yours ever could.”

She leaned down and gave me one last soft kiss, then stood up and smoothed her elegant black gown back down over her legs.

“Persephone’s waiting for you,” she said, nodding toward the door. “Go on.”

I stood on shaky legs. My cage was still locked tight, my balls aching from her attention, and the taste of her still on my tongue.

Fredrika walked me to the door and opened it for me. As I stepped into the hallway, she gave my ass a light, affectionate slap.

“Have fun with your Mistress,” she said, finding the buttplug and slipping it back into my hungry slutty hole with a small smile. “And Brooks?”

I looked back at her.

She tilted her head, eyes warm but unmistakably amused.

“Try not to cry too much when she finally lets you out.”

Then she closed the door behind me, leaving me standing in the hallway — flushed, denied, and more desperate than I had ever been.


Chapter 13: The Queen Revealed

I walked down the hallway on unsteady legs.

My skin still felt warm from Fredrika’s tongue, and the red lip-shaped cage was tighter than ever after being pressed against the base of the strapon. Every step made the plug shift slightly inside me. I could still taste Fredrika on my tongue. My balls ached with a deep, heavy throb that had become almost constant.

When I reached Persephone’s door, I paused for a second, trying to steady my breathing. My hand hovered over the handle before I finally turned it and stepped inside.

The room was dimly lit, only a single lamp glowing in the corner. Persephone stood near the foot of the bed, waiting.

She looked unreal.

She wore a black leather corset with sheer mesh cups that barely contained her full breasts, her hard nipples clearly visible through the delicate fabric. Long, glossy black latex gloves covered her arms up to her elbows. A tiny black latex thong sat low on her hips, the thin straps cutting into the soft skin above her thick thighs. Sheer black stockings clung to her legs, held up by a delicate garter belt, and she stood in tall, glossy black platform heels that made her legs look even longer. In one hand, she held a sleek black riding crop, lightly tapping it against her palm.

My breath caught in my throat.

Persephone tilted her head slightly when she saw me, a slow, dangerous smile spreading across her face.

“Come in,” she said, voice low and calm. “And kneel.”

I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. My knees hit the floor before I even thought about it.

The second I looked up at her properly, the words slipped out of me in a shaky whisper.

“Holy shit…”

Persephone’s smile widened. She looked down at me with that familiar mix of affection and cruelty, the riding crop still tapping lightly against her thigh.

“You look flustered,” she said.

I swallowed hard. My face felt hot. After everything that had happened tonight — Jennifer’s impact play, Bella’s worship, Fredrika having me fuck her with the strapon while she mocked my size — seeing Persephone like this, dressed like the purest epitome of dominance, was almost too much.

She took a slow step closer. The heels made her tower over me even more than usual.

“Did they wear you out already?” she asked, though her tone made it clear she already knew the answer.

I shook my head.

“No, Madam.”

Persephone let out a soft, amused hum. She reached down and used the tip of the riding crop to tilt my chin up higher, forcing me to look at her.

“Good,” she said. “Because I’m not done with you yet.”

She stepped back and pointed to the floor in front of her with the crop.

“Crawl to me.”

I obeyed without hesitation.

I dropped forward onto my hands and knees and began crawling across the room toward her. The plug shifted inside me with every movement, and the red cage rubbed against the inside of the tiny pink panties I was still wearing beneath the suit trousers. I kept my eyes on her the entire time — on the way the leather corset pushed her breasts up, on the sheer cups that let me see her nipples, on the tiny latex thong that barely covered anything, and on the way her thighs looked in those stockings and platform heels.

I felt like I was salivating.

Every inch closer made my heart beat harder. After being teased and used by the others all night, after being denied for so long, seeing her like this — powerful, dressed to destroy me, and finally alone with her — was almost overwhelming.

Persephone watched me crawl with a pleased expression, slowly tapping the riding crop against her palm. When I reached her feet, I stopped and looked up at her, waiting.

She let the silence stretch for a moment.

Then she reached down and ran one gloved hand through my hair, gripping it gently but firmly.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So desperate. So obedient. You’ve been such a good little stress ball tonight, letting everyone use you while I waited.”

I swallowed again, my voice coming out hoarse.

“I missed you.”

Persephone’s eyes softened just slightly at that. She crouched down in front of me so we were at eye level, the riding crop resting across her thighs. The movement made her breasts shift in the sheer cups of the corset.

“I know you did,” she said quietly. “And I missed you too.”

She leaned in and kissed me.

It was slow and deep, her gloved hand still tangled in my hair. I could taste the faint trace of her lip gloss as her tongue slid against mine. When she pulled back, she stayed close, her forehead almost touching mine.

“I’ve been thinking about this all night,” she whispered. “About finally having you to myself.”


Chapter 14: Of Great Service To a Beautiful Woman

“I’ve been thinking about this all night,” she whispered. “About finally having you to myself.”

She stood up again, towering over me in her platform heels. The riding crop tapped once against my shoulder.

“Start with my feet,” she said.

I lowered my head immediately. Her feet looked elegant in the glossy black platform heels. I pressed my lips to the top of her right foot, kissing slowly before moving to the other. Persephone watched me with dark, satisfied eyes as I worshipped her feet, running my tongue along the straps of her heels and pressing reverent kisses to her skin.

“Up,” she ordered after a minute. “My legs.”

I kissed my way up from her ankles, dragging my mouth along the sheer black stockings that clung to her calves and thighs. The material felt smooth under my lips. I took my time, worshipping every inch of her legs like I’d been starving for her.

When I reached her thighs, she spread them a little wider.

“Higher,” she said, voice lower now.

I moved between her legs and kissed the soft skin of her inner thighs, just above the tops of her stockings. The tiny black latex thong was already damp. I could smell her arousal, and it made my caged cock throb painfully.

Persephone reached down and hooked one finger into the side of the thong, pulling it aside to reveal her smooth, glistening pussy.

“If you make me cum,” she said, looking down at me, “I’ll unlock you.”

My breath caught.

She smiled at my reaction.

“Do a good job, Stressball. I’ve been waiting a long time for this.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue slowly up her slit, tasting her properly for the first time in what felt like forever. Persephone let out a soft, pleased sigh and rested one gloved hand on the back of my head. I licked her again, slower this time, savoring the way she tasted and the way her hips rolled forward to meet my mouth.

I took my time at first, licking broad, wet strokes from her entrance up to her clit before focusing on circling the sensitive bud with the tip of my tongue. Persephone’s breathing grew heavier. Her fingers tightened in my hair.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Just like that.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked gently, flicking my tongue over it at the same time. Her thighs tensed around my head. I could feel how wet she was getting, her arousal coating my chin as I worked her with steady, focused attention.

Persephone moaned, low and throaty.

“Fuck… you’re good at this when you’re desperate.”

I doubled down, licking and sucking with more intensity. I slid two fingers inside her and curled them upward while my tongue continued working her clit. Her hips started to rock against my face.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped. “I’m close.”

I kept the same rhythm, focused and relentless, until her whole body went tight. Persephone came with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around my head as she ground against my mouth. I kept licking her through it, drawing out every wave until she finally slumped back with a shaky breath.

I didn’t pull away.

Instead, I kept my tongue moving — slower now, gentler — lapping at her softly while she came down. It didn’t take long before her breathing picked up again.

“Greedy,” she said, voice rough with amusement. “Make me cum again and I’ll unlock that pathetic little cage right now.”

The promise sent a jolt straight through me.

I buried my face between her thighs again, licking her with renewed focus. I sucked on her clit while my fingers moved steadily inside her, finding that spot that made her hips jerk. Persephone’s moans grew louder, more desperate. Her gloved hand gripped my hair tightly as she started to fuck my face.

This time, her orgasm hit harder.

Persephone’s back arched off the bed as she came with a loud, broken scream. Her thighs shook violently around my head and she squirted against my tongue, soaking my face as her whole body convulsed. I kept licking her through every pulse, not stopping until she finally pushed my head away, breathing hard.

For a moment, the only sound in the room was her ragged breathing.

Persephone sat up slowly, looking down at me with glassy, satisfied eyes. My face was wet with her. She reached out and wiped some of it away with her gloved thumb before leaning down and kissing me deeply, tasting herself on my tongue.

When she pulled back, she reached for the delicate chain around her neck. The small silver key to the red lip-shaped cage glinted in the low light.

She didn’t say anything at first. She just looked at me — flushed, desperate, and still kneeling between her legs — and smiled.

Then she reached down and finally slid the key into the lock.

There was a quiet click.

The tight pressure around my cock eased as she carefully removed the red silicone cage. My cock sprang free, already rock hard and aching after being trapped for so long. It throbbed visibly in the cool air, leaking steadily.

Persephone wrapped one gloved hand around it and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke.

“There he is,” she murmured, almost fondly. “My poor, denied little cock.”

She leaned in and kissed me again, softer this time, while her hand continued to stroke me with lazy, teasing pressure.

“Now,” she whispered against my lips, “the real fun begins.”


Chapter 15: Teased Relentlessly

The second the cage came off, I let out a shaky, broken sound that I barely recognized as my own.

My cock felt almost painfully sensitive after being locked away for so long. It stood straight up, rock hard and throbbing, the head shiny and flushed. The sudden rush of cool air against my skin made me shiver. After hours trapped inside that tight red silicone, the freedom was overwhelming. I could feel every tiny shift in temperature, every brush of air, every pulse of blood rushing through me. It was almost too much.

Persephone didn’t give me time to adjust.

She pushed me gently onto my back and moved down the bed with deliberate grace. Still wearing her glossy black platform heels and sheer stockings, she swung one long leg over me and settled between my thighs. She lifted her right foot and pressed the sole of her shoe lightly against my aching cock, dragging it slowly from base to tip.

I gasped, my hips twitching at the contact.

She smiled at the sound and used her toes to ease the shoe off, letting it drop to the floor with a soft thud. She did the same with the other. Barefoot now, she wrapped her soft, warm toes around my cock and gave it one slow, deliberate stroke.

The sensation was overwhelming.

Her feet were warm and smooth, and the contrast between the gentle pressure of her toes and the aching need in my cock made my head spin. Persephone began a slow, teasing footjob, using both feet to stroke me with lazy, unhurried movements. Her toes curled around the sensitive head on every upstroke, squeezing gently before sliding back down the length of my shaft. Every so often she would press the ball of her foot firmly against me and rub in slow circles, watching my face the entire time with that calm, knowing expression.

I was already leaking steadily, a clear bead of precum welling up at the tip and trailing down my shaft. Persephone noticed immediately.

“You’re leaking so much already,” she murmured, her voice low and amused. “Poor thing. You’ve been so good tonight.”

She kept the pace slow and steady, bringing me right to the edge before easing off completely. My hips jerked up helplessly every time she stopped, chasing the friction. Just when I thought I might lose control, she would start again — slower than before. It was maddening. My thighs trembled. My stomach tightened with every near-miss. I could feel my balls drawing up tight, desperate for release after being denied for so long.

After several long minutes of this torturous edging, she finally pulled her feet away. She crawled up my body, the sheer fabric of her stockings brushing against my skin, and wrapped one gloved hand around my cock. The smooth, cool latex felt incredible against my overheated, sensitive flesh.

Persephone started stroking me properly now — firm, steady pumps that made my toes curl into the sheets. She twisted her wrist on every upstroke, her thumb brushing over the head and spreading the precum that kept leaking out of me. The sensation of the latex gliding over my skin was almost too good. I was panting beneath her, hips jerking up into her fist without any control.

Every time I got close, she would slow down or stop completely, squeezing the base of my cock until the desperate urge to cum passed. It was the most frustrating, incredible handjob of my life. My whole body was shaking. I was completely at her mercy, and she knew it.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, she leaned down and took me into her mouth.

The warm, wet heat of her tongue made me cry out. Persephone gave me a slow, sensual blowjob, taking her time as she bobbed her head. She sucked gently but firmly, her tongue swirling around the head while one gloved hand stroked the base in perfect rhythm with her mouth. She didn’t rush. She seemed to enjoy drawing it out, letting me feel every slow drag of her lips and every deliberate flick of her tongue. The wet sounds of her mouth on me filled the room, mixing with my ragged breathing.

I was dangerously close again within minutes, my thighs trembling as I fought not to thrust up into her mouth.

Persephone pulled off with a soft, wet pop and looked up at me. Her lips were shiny and slightly swollen, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

“Do you want to fuck me with your cute little cock?” she asked, her voice husky and low.

“Yes,” I begged immediately, the word coming out desperate and broken. “Please, Madam. Please let me fuck you. I need it. I need you so badly. I’ve been waiting all night— fuck, I’ve been waiting for so long.”

Persephone smiled — slow, satisfied, and deeply pleased by how wrecked I sounded.

She crawled up my body until she was straddling my hips.

Persephone leaned down, her breasts pressing against my chest through the sheer cups of her corset, and kissed me deeply. I could taste myself on her tongue. When she pulled back, she rolled her hips once, slow and deliberate, grinding down on me as she whispered against my lips:

“Good boy. Now I’m going to finally let you fuck me.”


Chapter 16: Finally Getting That Release!

“I bet you really want to fuck me,” Persephone guessed, and moved down my body and took me into her mouth again. “Let’s get that cock nice and lubed up first though!”

This time, she wasn’t teasing.

She sucked me slowly and thoroughly, getting me even wetter with her tongue and spit. She bobbed her head with purpose, coating every inch of my cock until it was slick and shiny. Her gloved hand stroked the base while her mouth worked the rest, and the wet, obscene sounds she was making only made me throb harder.

When she was satisfied, she crawled back up and straddled me again. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around my spit-slick cock, and slowly sank down onto me with a low moan.

The feeling of finally being inside her after everything was almost too much. My hands gripped her hips tightly, fingers pressing into her soft skin as I tried to steady myself. For a few seconds, I couldn’t do anything but breathe through the overwhelming sensation of her wrapped around me.

She leaned down and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. I could still taste myself on her lips from earlier. When she pulled back, she gave me one slow, deliberate grind and whispered against my mouth: “You’re so fucking sexy baby. I wanna make you cum.”

Persephone moved with slow, sensual rolls of her hips, taking me deep every time she sank down. Her breasts swayed gently in the sheer cups of her corset as she moved. She braced one hand on my chest while the other rested on my stomach, using the leverage to ride me at her own pace.

She leaned down and kissed my neck, sucking hard on the sensitive skin just below my jaw. I felt the sharp pull as she left another hickey, her tongue soothing it a moment later. She did it again on the other side, marking me while she continued to ride me with deep, deliberate strokes.

“You’ve been so patient,” she whispered against my neck, her voice low and husky. “Letting everyone else have their fun with you while you stayed locked up and desperate for me. And now you’re finally inside me, exactly where you belong.”

She sat up slightly and rolled her hips in a slow circle, grinding her clit against me. Then she leaned down again and kissed my chest. Her tongue flicked over one of my nipples before she sucked it into her mouth, biting down gently. The sensation made my cock twitch inside her. She did the same to the other nipple, her tongue warm and wet as she teased it.

All the while, she kept riding me — slow and deep, never rushing.

“You feel so good,” she murmured between kisses. “So hard for me. I can feel how badly you need to cum. You’ve been holding it in all night, haven’t you?”

I nodded, my voice coming out rough. “Yes, Madam.”

She smiled against my skin and gave me another slow, deep roll of her hips.

“Good boy. You’re going to cum when I tell you to. Not before.”

She started riding me a little faster, her hips moving in smooth, powerful strokes. Every time she sank down, she took me to the hilt, and every time she lifted up, I could feel how wet she was. The sounds of our bodies moving together filled the room — wet, rhythmic, and filthy.

Persephone leaned down again, her lips brushing against my ear as she rode me.

“I want to feel you cum inside me,” she whispered. “I want to feel that pathetic little cock finally let go after everything you’ve been through tonight. But not yet.”

She slowed down again, grinding on me in slow, teasing circles that made my cock throb desperately inside her. I was getting close — too close — and she knew it.

She kissed my neck again, sucking another mark into my skin while she continued to move on top of me.

“You’ve been such a good little toy tonight,” she breathed. “Letting them use you. Letting them edge you and deny you. And now you’re going to give me every drop, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Fuck— yes, Madam.”

Persephone sat up and looked down at me, her eyes dark and hungry. She placed both hands on my chest and started riding me harder, bouncing on my cock with smooth, controlled movements. Her breasts moved with every bounce, and the sheer cups of her corset did little to hide how hard her nipples were.

She started the countdown.

“Ten,” she said, her voice steady even as she rode me. “You’re going to hold on until I reach one.”

I groaned, my hands gripping her thighs as I fought to stay in control.

“Nine,” she continued, rolling her hips in a way that made me see stars. “You’ve been so good. So patient. I’m proud of you.”

“Eight.” She leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep, before pulling back. “I want to feel you lose control inside me.”

“Seven.” Her pace stayed steady, deep and relentless. “You’re going to fill me up like a good boy.”

“Six.” She reached down and rubbed her clit while she rode me. “I can feel how close you are. Your cute little cock is throbbing so much inside me.”

“Five.” Her voice was getting breathier now. “Don’t you dare cum yet. Not until I say.”

“Four.” She leaned down and bit my neck, sucking hard enough to leave another mark. “You’re mine. This cock is mine.”

“Three.” She sat up again, riding me faster. “I want every drop. Give it to me when I tell you.”

“Two.” Her voice dropped lower, almost a growl. “You’re going to cum so hard for me.”

She slammed down on me one more time and stayed there, grinding in tight circles as she looked me in the eyes.

“One,” she said. “Cum for me. Now.”

I broke.

My orgasm hit me so hard my vision blurred. I came deep inside her with a loud, broken moan, my cock pulsing as I filled her. Wave after wave crashed through me, and Persephone kept grinding on me through every spurt, milking me with her tight heat.

When I finally stopped shaking, she stayed on top of me, breathing hard. She looked down at me with a satisfied, almost tender smile.

Slowly, she lifted herself off my cock. My cum immediately started to leak out of her. Persephone moved up my body until she was straddling my chest, then higher, until her pussy was right above my face.

“Now show me how grateful you are, and clean me up, please,” she said softly.

I didn’t hesitate. 

I lifted my head and dragged my tongue through her folds, tasting myself mixed with her. 

Persephone moaned quietly as I licked her clean, my tongue working gently over her sensitive pussy. She stayed there until I had swallowed every drop she gave me.

When she was satisfied, she moved back down and kissed me deeply, not caring about the taste. Her tongue slid against mine as she kissed me slow and deep, her body pressed against me.

Eventually, she pulled back and settled beside me on the bed. 

She reached over and turned off the lamp, plunging the room into darkness. Without saying anything, she curled into my side, one arm draped over my chest and her leg tangled with mine.

I was exhausted — physically, emotionally, and sexually. 

After everything that had happened tonight, my body felt heavy and warm. Persephone’s breathing slowly evened out beside me.

Within minutes, we were both asleep.


Chapter 17: The Morning After

The next morning, sunlight poured through the tall windows of the little East Village brunch spot we’d managed to get a private booth at.

 After last night, we all looked a little worse for wear — but in that soft, satisfied way that comes from staying up too late doing things you definitely shouldn’t regret.

Persephone sat beside me in the curved booth, her fingers loosely laced with mine under the table. 

She looked effortlessly beautiful in a soft cream-colored sweater that slipped off one shoulder and a pair of high-waisted light-wash jeans that hugged her curves. Her hair was pulled back into a loose, messy bun, and she wasn’t wearing much makeup — just a little gloss on her lips and some mascara. She looked relaxed. 

Happy.

Across from us, Jennifer was practically glowing in a tiny white crop top that showed off her toned stomach and a pair of baby pink linen shorts that rode high on her thighs. Her bright red hair was piled into a messy bun on top of her head, and she kept stealing pieces of bacon off Bella’s plate when she thought no one was looking.

Bella looked elegant as always, wearing a soft yellow sundress with delicate straps and a light cardigan draped over her shoulders. Her curly dark hair was loose and a little wild from the night before, and she had that calm, warm smile that never seemed to leave her face for long.

Fredrika sat at the end of the booth in a simple but chic black blouse tucked into high-waisted trousers, her blonde hair swept back into a sleek low ponytail. Even dressed down for brunch, she somehow still looked like she belonged in a magazine.

We’d been talking for a while — mostly about the night before, with varying degrees of detail depending on who was speaking. Jennifer was being particularly loud about how good I looked when I was desperate, while Bella kept gently steering the conversation back to safer topics every time it got too filthy.

Eventually, Fredrika took a sip of her coffee and tilted her head, looking between Persephone and me.

“Wait,” she said, suddenly realizing something. “Aren’t you guys supposed to, like… never see each other again? That was the whole point of the app, right? Four dates and then it moves you on?”

The table went quiet for a second.

Persephone’s fingers tightened gently around mine under the table. She glanced at me, then back at the group, a small, almost shy smile tugging at her lips.

“According to the algorithm of an app, yes,” she said. Then she turned to look at me fully, her sapphire eyes soft and hopeful. “According to real life?”

I looked at her for a moment — at the slight flush on her cheeks, at the way she was holding my hand like she wasn’t quite ready to let go. After everything we’d been through over the past month, after last night, the answer felt surprisingly simple.

“I think I could survive a relationship with you,” I said, keeping my tone light and a little wry.

Persephone pulled back just enough to look at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement.

“Fuck, I love it when you’re bratty,” she said, grinning.

Before anyone could crack a joke, she kissed me again — slower this time, her hand coming up to rest against my jaw. 

I smiled into the kiss, and she laughed softly against my mouth.

From across the table, Jennifer started clapping like an overexcited seal.

“Get it, Persephone!” she cheered.

Bella laughed and joined in, clapping along while Fredrika shook her head fondly, though she was smiling too.

Persephone finally broke the kiss, her forehead resting against mine for a second as she tried (and failed) to stop smiling.

“You’re all the worst,” she muttered, though she didn’t sound like she meant it at all.

I just shrugged, still holding her hand under the table.

“Worth it.”

Persephone squeezed my hand and leaned her head against my shoulder, her body warm against mine in the sunlit booth. For the first time in a long time, everything felt simple.

No more apps. No more rules. No more countdowns.

Just this.

And as Jennifer launched into a dramatic retelling of how she knew this was going to happen from the very first night, I couldn’t help but smile.

Whatever came next, I was pretty sure I could handle it.

As long as she was still holding my hand.


Epilogue: The L Word

A few weeks later, I stood in the kitchen of Persephone’s apartment, leaning against the counter with a mug of coffee in my hands. 

Persephone was sitting at the small kitchen island in front of her laptop, scrolling through vacation rentals with a focused little frown. She was wearing one of my old baggy t-shirts that hung off one shoulder and a short black skirt that kept riding up every time she shifted in her seat. 

Every so often I caught a flash of simple white panties underneath.

She looked insanely hot without even trying.

The Carter case was finally over, and for the first time in months, she actually had free time. 

She’d been talking about getting away together for weeks now. I watched her quietly, the way her brow furrowed when she read something she didn’t like, the way she absentmindedly tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, the way her bare legs swung gently beneath the island.

And in that moment, it hit me all at once.

I was completely, stupidly in love with her.

Not just the dominant, teasing version of her that had ruined me over the past month and a half. 

I loved all of her. The woman who got stressed about work and needed someone to rub her shoulders. The woman who laughed too loud at bad movies. The woman who still sometimes called me “Stressball” with that soft, fond smile when she thought I wasn’t paying attention.

I set my coffee down.

“I love you,” I said suddenly.

Persephone froze. Her fingers stopped moving on the trackpad. She turned slowly in her chair to look at me, eyes wide with surprise. For a second, she just stared.

Then her expression softened into the warmest smile I’d ever seen from her.

“I love you too, Brooks,” she said quietly.

We smiled at each other across the kitchen like a pair of idiots.

“I makes me really happy that-oh, oh fuck, don't stop Tammy, fuuuck,” I stuttered, stifling a moan as pleasure filled my body.

Had I failed to mention Tamara'd been fucking me the entire time? My bad!

Tamara’s voice purred right next to my ear.

“Aww, Brooks. You’re so sweet. Want to cum?”

I let out a shaky breath as she pushed forward, sliding the pink strap-on dildo back into my ass in one smooth thrust. My hands gripped the edge of the counter as she started fucking me with slow, steady strokes.

Persephone was still sitting on the stool in front of me, watching with a small, knowing smile. She slid off the chair and dropped to her knees between my legs without a word. She pulled my cock out of my sweats and took me into her mouth in one smooth motion.

“Fuck—” I gasped, my head falling forward.

Tamara laughed softly behind me, one hand reaching around to stroke my cock in time with her thrusts while Persephone sucked me. 

The contrast was overwhelming — Tamara’s strap-on stretching my ass while Persephone’s warm, wet mouth worked my cock.

Persephone looked up at me as she sucked, her sapphire eyes dark with affection and lust. She pulled off just long enough to speak, her lips shiny.

“I’ve got you, baby,” she murmured. “Just let go.”

Tamara kept fucking me from behind, her pace steady and deep while her hand stroked what Persephone wasn’t sucking. I was already close — the combination of being filled and sucked at the same time after such a soft, emotional moment was too much.

Persephone took me deeper, humming around my cock as Tamara fucked me harder.

“Cum for us,” Tamara cooed sweetly. “Be a good boy and fill your lover's mouth.”

Persephone sucked harder, her tongue swirling around the head of my cock. 

That was all it took.

I came with a broken moan, spilling down her throat in thick pulses. Persephone didn’t pull away. She swallowed most of it, then pulled off and stood up.

“I fucking love you,” I said to Persephone.

In response, she grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me into a deep kiss.

I tasted myself on her tongue as we swapped my cum between us. It was filthy and intimate and perfect.

When we finally broke apart, a thin string of cum still connected our lips for a second before it broke.

Persephone smiled up at me, her eyes soft even as she licked a stray drop from the corner of her mouth.

“I’ll never get tired of hearing that,” she said quietly.

I let out a shaky laugh, still trying to catch my breath with Tamara’s strap-on still buried inside me.

“I love you,” I said again, just because I could.

Persephone’s smile widened. She kissed me once more, slower this time, before resting her forehead against mine.

Tamara pressed a kiss to the back of my shoulder.

“God, you two are disgusting,” she said fondly not moving to leave. “I really need to get back to work.”

Persephone didn’t even look at her. She just kept looking at me, her thumb brushing over my cheek.

“Move in with me,” she said suddenly.

I blinked. “What?”

“You basically already live here,” she said, smiling. “Might as well make it official.”

I stared at her for a second, then laughed softly.

“Yeah,” I said. “Okay.”

She kissed me again, and I felt Tamara’s arms wrap around both of us from behind in a loose, lazy hug.

We’d come so far, Persephone and I. Learning about the people behind the sex. Learning about the sex behind the people. We both knew our natures and were all the stronger for it.

Everything was exactly how it was supposed to be.

Right down to the massive strapon in my asshole…

The End

Teaser: The Femdom Dating Deal by Lexie Locke is Available Now!

If you looked up friend-zone on wikipedia, you’d probably find a picture of me at the top of the page.

Not that I’m bitter, because while my best friend just so happens to be the hottest girl in the world, she’s also really my best friend.

And today was not her day.

“Why am I so unlovable?” she said, tears streaming.

I sighed.

Sienna was curled against my side, long legs tucked beneath her like she was trying to disappear into the cushions. Her blonde hair which was usually a sleek, golden curtain now hung in damp, tangled strands across her flushed cheeks.

She was still in the oversized charcoal sweater she’d worn to her meeting with her cheating ex earlier that afternoon, the sleeves bunched at her wrists, one hand clutching the hem like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart completely.

She was crying with the kind of exhausted sobs that come after the loud, wrenching ones have burned themselves out. Each hitch of her breath made her small, perky breasts rise and fall beneath the soft wool. But it was her lower half that always stole the air from my lungs when I let myself notice, those impossibly long legs, the grabbable flare of her breedable hips, and that huge, juicy ass that turned heads on every subway platform and sidewalk in Manhattan. She hated when people reduced her to it, and God, I understood why now more than ever.

So, with a godly level of effort, I powered through.

I slid my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer.

Sienna fell into me, it was like we were two puzzle pieces slotting into place.

“You’re not unlovable,” I said softly, pressing my lips to the crown of her head. Her hair smelled like her coconut shampoo. “You’re the least unlovable person I’ve ever met, Sienna.”

She let out a watery laugh that broke halfway into another sob. “Five times, Alex. Five. He didn’t even have the decency to ghost me. He sent a fucking voice note. A voice note. While he was balls-deep in someone else.”

My stomach twisted. I’d never liked that prick Jared, too much adjusting of his man-bun, too many “I’m an empath” T-shirts, but hearing the details still made me want to put my fist through something.

Preferably his face.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, rubbing slow circles between her shoulder blades. “He’s garbage. They all were.”

She lifted her head just enough to look at me.

Her eyes, storm-gray and usually so sharp with wit, were red-rimmed and glassy. “I keep thinking maybe it’s me. I mean we’re both in our twenties and this has happened every time to me and, like, never to you. I must be the problem! Maybe I’m too much. That I talk too much or complain to much or that I’m too ambitious. Too… everything.” Her voice cracked. “Maybe I’m just not the kind of girl men stay faithful to. Maybe I’m the kind of person who will get cheated on in every relationship for the rest of her life…”

I cupped her face with both hands, thumbs brushing away the fresh tears that slipped free.

“Hey. Look at me,” I whispered.

She did, reluctantly.

“You are brilliant. You’re funny as hell. You design clothes that make people feel powerful just by wearing them. You remember every single ridiculous story I tell you about my shitty auditions, and you’re always there for me when I bomb so hard they don’t call me back. You tipped the bodega cat with half your lunch last week because he looked ‘emotionally constipated.’ You are—” I swallowed, searching for the right word and landing on the only one that ever felt big enough, “—you’re everything, Sienna. Anyone who cheats on you isn’t seeing you. They’re just too small to handle someone who actually gives a damn.”

Her lips trembled. For a second I thought she might start crying harder, but instead she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to mine.

Our breaths mingled in the small space between us.

“I don’t know how to feel like I’m enough anymore,” she whispered. “My confidence is just… gone. Shattered. I can’t even look at myself in the mirror without hearing all the things they said…or didn’t say.”

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes again. An idea had been simmering in the back of my mind for the last hour, ridiculous and reckless and maybe exactly what we both needed.

“What if we fixed that?” I asked quietly.

She blinked. “What?”

“What if, and stop me if this is as insane as I think it is,” I began before continuing quickly. “What if for the rest of February—you dated me.”

A startled laugh burst out of her. “Alex—”

“No, seriously, I want you to hear me out.” I kept my hands on her soft teary cheeks, grounding her. “Not real-real. Not some big dramatic thing. Just… a fake relationship. Thirty days. You get to be in charge, completely. You call every shot. You decide when we go out, what we do, how far it goes. And at the end of the month, you break up with me. Clean break. No hard feelings. You walk away knowing you were the one who ended it. You were the one in control. You get your power back.”

She stared at me like I’d suggested we rob a bank.

Then slowly, very slowly, the corner of her mouth lifted.

“You’d really do that?” she asked. “Let me… boss you around for a whole month?”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool even though my heart was hammering against my ribs. “You’re my best friend. I trust you. And honestly? I think you’d be really good at it.”

She studied me for a long moment. The tears had stopped.

Something else was flickering behind her eyes now; curiosity, maybe?

A spark of the old Sienna fire.

“You’re cute,” she said finally, voice still thick but steadier. “And you’re the best friend a girl could ever ask for. You know that, right?”

I tousled my hair and gave a shaky laugh. “I try.”

She bit her lip. Then, in a move so sudden it stole my breath, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t hungry or desperate. It was soft. Careful. Her lips brushed mine once, twice, testing this new boundary. I stayed still, letting her lead, letting her decide how much pressure, how much time. When she finally pulled back her pupils were blown wide and her cheeks were flushed a soft pink.

I was in awe.

“Okay,” she whispered against my mouth. “But if we do this… I’m one hundred percent in charge. You say yes to whatever I want. You follow my rules.” She paused, searching my face, her gray eyes steady and serious. “But you always have a safeword. It’s ‘Tunamelt.’ You say it, everything stops. No questions, no guilt, I’m serious about that. We reset. I might be in charge, but I’m not going to hurt you, Alex. Not ever. You trust me completely, and ideally don’t cheat on me. Deal?”

A shiver ran down my spine.

I’d never seen this exact look on her face before.

Commanding, resolute and completely certain.

A little dangerous in the best way.

“Deal,” I said, voice rougher than I meant it to be.

She smiled then, a slow, wicked, beautiful smile. “Good boy.”

The words landed like a spark on dry grass.

Sienna noticed, and her smile widened.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, tongue tracing the seam of my lips until I opened for her. When she pulled away she rested her forehead against mine again, breathing hard.

“I’m going to take such good care of you, Alex,” she murmured. “And you’re going to take such good care of me. No more boys who only care about getting their dicks wet. No more nights where I go to bed aching and ignored. Tomorrow I’m going to make a list of rules for you to follow and everything is going to change. This month… it’s about me. And you’re going to love every second of giving me what I deserve.”

I swallowed hard. “You bet your ass I will.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest. Then she tucked herself back into my side, head on my shoulder, one long leg thrown over mine like she was claiming territory.

I grinned into her hair. “Remember the night we tried to prank the RA by filling his room with balloons while he was at the library?”

She snorted. “And we got the wrong room.”

“And we spent three hours filling the parent’s guest accommodation with balloons!”

“And you popped one so loud the whole floor thought someone got shot.”

We both dissolved into quiet laughter, the kind that shakes your shoulders and makes your stomach hurt. She clung to me tighter, and I wrapped both arms around her, holding on like I could keep all the hurt from finding her again.

“I love you, you know,” I said, the words slipping out easy and true. “Not as my fake February girlfriend. As my person.”

She tilted her head up, eyes shining. “I love you too, dummy. Always have.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, then settled back against me with a contented sigh.

“The kissing is weird though,” she smiled.

“Good weird,” I added.

“Great weird,” she agreed.

Outside, snow had started falling again with fat, lazy flakes drifting past the window.

Inside, the apartment felt warmer than it had in weeks.

February was going to be interesting to say the least.

The very next morning, I woke to the soft clink of dishes and the rich smell of coffee drifting down the hallway.

Sunlight slanted through the blinds in thin gold bars across the rumpled sheets. For a second I forgot where I was, what had changed.

Then memory hit me like warm water: Sienna’s lips on mine last night, her voice low and sure when she called me “good boy,” the way her long leg had draped over me like she was already claiming every inch of me.

My cock stirred at the thought, thickening against the cotton of my boxers. I pressed the heel of my hand against it for a second, breathing slow, then forced myself out of bed.

No point starting the day jerking off if she was going to set rules today.

Rules. The thought of that word alone sent a shiver through me.

I pulled on gray sweats and a faded black T-shirt and padded barefoot into the kitchen. Sienna was already there, leaning against the counter in nothing but an oversized cream-colored button-down that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. The shirt was one of mine, stolen months ago during a lazy movie night. Seeing it on her now felt different. The top three buttons were undone, revealing the delicate hollow at the base of her throat and the gentle swell of her small, perky tits pressing against the fabric. Her nipples were faint shadows beneath the cotton, tight from the cool morning air. Her blonde hair was loose and sleep-tousled, falling in soft waves over one shoulder. And when she turned to pour coffee, the shirt rode up just enough to show the lush lower curve of her huge, juicy ass, the kind of ass that made you half-cum in your pants just from looking at it.

“Morning, sleepy-head,” she said without turning around. Her voice was warm honey. “Sit.”

I obeyed, sliding onto one of the mismatched stools at the narrow breakfast bar. She set a steaming mug in front of me, black the way I liked it, then leaned across the counter so her tits rested softly against the wood and her lips were close enough that I could smell mint toothpaste and the faint sweetness of her lip balm.

“Rule one,” she began, eyes locked on mine. “This month is about my pleasure. Full stop. Your dick and your orgasms? They belong to me now. You don’t touch yourself without permission. You don’t come without permission. You don’t even think about coming without asking me first. Understand?”

My throat clicked when I swallowed. “Yes.”

She smiled, slow and pleased. “Good boy. Rule two: honesty. If something feels too much, you use your safeword. Tunamelt. I stop, we talk, we adjust. I mean it, Alex. This only works if you trust me to take care of you.”

“I do,” I said, and I meant it. My heart was thudding so hard I was sure she could see it through my shirt.

“Rule three: you serve me. Not just sexually. You make my coffee. You rub my feet after long days at the studio. You listen when I need to vent about work or exes or the way some asshole on the subway stared at my ass like it was public property. You remind me I’m desirable. Powerful. Worthy. And in return…” She reached across and traced one fingertip along my jaw, light as a feather. “I’ll make sure you feel how much I want you. How much I appreciate you. Every single day.”

I nodded, words failing me. My cock was already half-hard, pressing insistently against the loose fabric of my sweats.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her gaze dropped, lingered, then flicked back up with a wicked little spark.

“Rule four,” she said softly. “Chastity.”

My breath caught.

She straightened, walked to the small drawer beside the sink—the one where we kept takeout menus and spare keys—and pulled out a small black velvet pouch.

With a little theatrical flourish Sienna tipped it onto the counter, a gleaming steel chastity cage tumbled free.

Sleek, medical-grade stainless, the ring thick and unyielding, the cage itself curved and compact with thin vertical bars spaced just wide enough to let skin peek through but nowhere near enough for real relief. The head would be trapped behind a narrow slit, every throb visible but untouchable. A small brass padlock hung from the hasp, shining like a promise.

“I bought it on impulse a few months ago,” she admitted, cheeks pinking. “After ex number four. I was so angry at how selfish he was, how he’d come in thirty seconds and then fall asleep while I was still shaking. I thought… maybe if I controlled someone’s pleasure, I’d feel powerful again. I never used it. Until now.”

She picked up the cage, turning it in her fingers so the light caught every polished edge. “I want you to wear this for me, Alex. Starting tonight. Think of it like a symbol. Your body, your cock, your orgasms… they’re mine to decide. Finally a man’ll learn what it feels like to ache for someone else’s release instead of your own.”

My mouth was dry. My pulse hammered in my ears. Part of me wanted to bolt. The bigger part—the part that had been in love with her since sophomore year—was already nodding.

“Okay,” I managed. “I’ll wear it.”

Her smile was radiant. “Nice. Well… maybe this evening you’ll let me put it on you. Does that sound fun?”

Holy shit. She’s going to see my dick. Really see it. Not in passing, not in the blurry way friends sometimes glimpse each other changing.

She’s going to touch it.

Hold it.

And…lock it away.

My cock jumped visibly under the sweats, a dark spot of precum already blooming at the tip.

“Yeah,” I said, voice cracking. “Super fun.”

She laughed, bright and delighted, then leaned over the counter and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding against mine like she was tasting my surrender. When she pulled back her lips were glossy and her pupils were huge.

“Finish your coffee,” she murmured. “We’ve got all day to build anticipation.”

The hours crawled. I had a callback for a small Off-Broadway part, but my brain was useless.

When I got back later Sienna was waiting on the couch in a silk camisole the color of champagne and tiny black sleep shorts that hugged the full, round cheeks of her ass like they’d been painted on. Her long legs were stretched out, bare feet flexed, toes curling lazily against the cushion. The high arches were flawless, the soles pale pink and impossibly soft-looking. Her small tits pushed against the thin silk, nipples dark and peaked.

“Come here,” she said.

I crossed the room on unsteady legs. She patted the space beside her. When I sat she swung one leg over my lap, straddling me without quite touching where I needed her most. Her ass settled warm and heavy on my thighs, the heat of her cunt radiating through the thin layers between us.

“Tell me about your day,” she said, fingers playing with the hem of my shirt.

I babbled something about the audition. She listened, nodding, then slid her hands under my shirt and pushed it up. Her palms were warm on my stomach, nails grazing lightly.

“Take these off,” she whispered.

I lifted my hips. She tugged my sweats and boxers down in one slow motion. My cock sprang free, already painfully hard, flushed dark and glistening at the tip. A thick bead of precum rolled down the shaft.

Sienna’s breath hitched. She stared for a long moment, then grinned, wide and delighted.

“Oh, Alex,” she purred. “What a pretty cock you have. Not too big, not too small. Just right.”

She wrapped her fingers around me. Her soft grip was loose at first, exploratory. That grip was perfect, warm, confident. She stroked once, slow, collecting the slick precum on her thumb and spreading it over the head until I was shining.

“Look at how much you leak for me,” she murmured. “You’re actually so cute. So sexy. You’re already dripping and I’ve barely touched you.”

She began to work me in earnest. Long, twisting strokes. Her other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make me gasp. My hips jerked up into her fist. Pleasure coiled tight and fast.

“Sienna,” I panted. “I’m… fuck, I’m close.”


Books By This Author

The Femdom Dating Deal

A fake dating deal.
A locked-up best friend.
One month of her completely in charge...

Alex has been in love with his bestie Sienna for years, but she has only ever seen him as her loyal, funny, dependable best friend. Then another selfish ex breaks her heart and her confidence is shattered.

To help Sienna feel powerful again, Alex offers her a deal: for the rest of February, they will pretend to date but she will be completely in charge. She makes the rules. She calls the shots. She gets to be worshipped, adored, and obeyed by a man who would never take her for granted.

But Sienna’s new rules are far stricter than Alex expected...and they involve a small unyielding cage.

No touching without permission. No unlocking without approval. No forgetting who is in charge.

Soon their fake relationship becomes a sensual female-led arrangement full of chastity, teasing, denial, service, foot worship, playful humiliation, and a new intimacy that feels dangerously real. As Sienna discovers the thrill of being desired, obeyed, and completely in control, Alex discovers just how far he will go to make the woman he loves feel like a goddess.

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?

The Femdom Chastity Resolution: Be Her Good Boy From January First

“Hey, pretty boy,” Calliope said softly, nails tracing the sensitive skin of my neck. "Aren't you going to beg for me?"

After being broken up with for being too submissive and meek, Sebastian meets a stunning dominant woman on New Year’s Eve who decides those exact qualities make him perfect. By midnight, he has agreed to obey her for all of January, and is quickly locked in her chastity cage and under her strict rule...
After a painful breakup leaves Sebastian questioning himself, his confidence, and his future, his roommate Penny pushes him to go on one simple date.

Then he meets Calliope.

Confident, beautiful, and impossible to ignore, Calliope sees something in Sebastian that his ex never valued. She likes his softness. She likes his eagerness. Most of all, she likes how naturally he responds when she takes charge.

By midnight on New Year’s Eve, Sebastian has agreed to a very unusual resolution: for the month of January, Calliope gets to make the rules.

What begins as a playful arrangement quickly becomes something deeper, more intense, and harder to walk away from. Calliope guides Sebastian into a female-led dynamic full of control, teasing, obedience, praise, embarrassment, and trust. And when Penny discovers what Sebastian has agreed to, his private arrangement becomes even more complicated.

For Sebastian, January was supposed to be a fresh start.

Instead, it becomes the month he learns how good it can feel to let the right woman take control.


The Femdom Fiancée Challenge: Locked in Chastity & Searching For His Key

Valerie has given Brendan’s chastity key to one of five stunning dominant women at the party.
To earn his freedom before midnight, he’ll have to figure out which one… and prove he can be a very good boy.

Brendan thought the outrageous “Suits and Sluts” birthday party would be one wild night before he finally proposed to his sweet , adorable, meek girlfriend, Valerie.

He had no idea how much this party would change their relationship.

At a decadent mountain mansion full of masks, secrets, and powerful women, Valerie begins to change before his eyes. The shy, blushing woman he loves discovers a thrilling new confidence, and Brendan discovers he may enjoy surrendering far more than he ever expected.

When Valerie locks him in chastity and sends him searching for the woman holding his key, their relationship becomes a wicked game of trust, teasing, obedience, and temptation. But as midnight draws closer, the real question is not whether Brendan can earn his release.

It is whether Valerie can finally show him the dominant woman she has been hiding, and whether Brendan will still want forever after seeing all of her.



Newsletter

Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke
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