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Lexie's Note




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






Prologue: Hot New York

I was sitting in the park after work with a bagel from a new place on the Upper West Side, trying very hard to be a normal human being.

The damnable city of New York, unfortunately, had other ideas.

A heat wave had rolled over the city, and apparently not a single grown woman in Manhattan had decided to wear a bra. Thin tops clung to soft skin. Sundresses swayed on silken thighs. Tiny tits jiggled past beside huge ones bouncing so gloriously that my traitorous brain immediately started wondering how it would feel to be pressed between them and just—

“Ah,” I hissed under my breath.

The chastity cage bit down the second I got hard.

That was the problem with being locked up. Arousal never really did go away, it just got more and more intense…and painful. Even when I was soft, the cage kept constant pressure on me, a hidden little prison under my clothes that left me in a ridiculous state of hyper-awareness. I had nearly lost my mind watching a shampoo commercial the other day when the actress came out of the bathroom wearing a towel. That was how far gone I was.

And it was all because of Persephone.

Persephone, the woman I had matched with on 1NITE. The woman who had somehow talked me into four dates where she completely owned me. She had made me pay for every thrill in humiliation, frustration, and obedience, but I still had no intention of using my safeword.

As fucked up as it sounded, I was loving it.

Even if I was leaking in my cage so often I had started bringing spare boxers to work.

“Brooks?”

The soft voice came from across the path.

I looked up.

There she was.

The woman who had locked me up. The dominatrix who was rewiring my brain and making me more submissive by the day.

Persephone.

And with a wicked, ruinous smile, she was walking right toward me.


Chapter 1: A Tease in the Park

Only two days had passed since we’d last met, but I had somehow forgotten just how hot Persephone was.

Which was insane, really. Forgetting Persephone’s body should have been medically impossible. Scientists should have been studying me.

She crossed the park path in a tiny white linen dress that looked soft enough to ruin lives. The fabric skimmed her body lightly, clinging just enough to make it very obvious she was not wearing a bra. Every step gave the smallest, most devastating bounce beneath the thin white material. The hem stopped high on her warm thighs, fluttering when the breeze caught it and teasing just enough skin to make my mouth go dry.

Her blonde bob shone in the afternoon sun. Her sapphire eyes sparkled with that familiar sweet cruel edge. She wore strappy white heels that showed off her delicate feet, her toenails painted a glossy pale pink. The thin straps wrapped around her ankles like someone had gift-wrapped my personal destruction.

“I’m glad I ran into you,” she said, smiling as she sat beside me without asking. “Are you on lunch?”

“Actually, we got a half day,” I said, trying very hard not to stare directly at her chest and failing instantly. “The CEO spilled his martini on the server rack and the whole system went down.”

Persephone stared at me for half a second, then burst out laughing.

“Thank God for the incompetence of rich people,” she said.

Then she leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

It was quick. Almost innocent.

My caged manhood disagreed.

The metal tightened painfully as I tried to swell inside it. I shifted on the bench, pretending I was merely adjusting my posture and not being immediately defeated by one kiss and a linen dress.

Persephone noticed, of course.

She always noticed.

“I only have a few minutes before this online client meeting,” she said, crossing one leg over the other. “But my feet are absolutely killing me.” Her smile widened. “Would you mind?”

Before I could answer, she lifted both feet and placed them neatly in my lap.

One sharp little heel pressed directly against the chastity cage through my trousers.

I sucked in a breath.

Persephone gave me an innocent look. “That won’t be too hard, will it?”

“Like you care,” I said, rolling my eyes, though my voice came out weaker than intended.

“Of course I care.” She leaned closer, her perfume wrapping around me, rosemary and lemon and something warm underneath. “I want you desperate and leaking at all times. That’s true consideration.”

Then she slapped my cheek lightly. That set me aflame. I loved it.

And Persephone knew that.

“Now get to work, slut,” she grinned.

My face went hot.

The park was not empty. Not completely. There were people far off on the grass, a cyclist coasting along the path, an old man reading under a tree. No one was close enough to hear her.

Probably.

That did not make my hands shake any less as I reached for her heels.

I unbuckled the first strap slowly, reverently, my fingers brushing the smooth skin of her ankle. Her foot slipped free into my palm, warm from the shoe, soft and elegant. Then I removed the other heel and set both carefully beside the bench.

That was when I saw it.

A delicate gold anklet circled her left ankle.

And hanging from it, small and silver and glittering in the sun, was my key.

The chastity key.

The tiny piece of metal that stood between me and relief. Between me and sanity. Between me and the ability to walk through New York without being personally victimized by sundresses.

Persephone followed my gaze and grinned. “Cute, huh?”

I swallowed.

She stretched her toes in my lap, slow and teasing, while the key swung lightly against her ankle.

“I bet you get off on the idea that the key to your cock is dangling by my feet all day,” she said. “Pretty pathetic, if you ask me.”

My cheeks burned.

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered.

Her eyes flashed.“Good answer.”

I bowed my head and began to massage her feet.

At first, I kept it careful. Respectful. Thumbs pressing into her arches. Fingers working gently over the balls of her feet. She gave a soft little sigh and leaned back on the bench, letting the sun warm her face.

“Mmm,” she murmured. “That’s nice. Don’t think I’m rewarding you today for any of this though. This does not count as one of our dates. Just keep using those magic hands.”

Praise from her hit me harder than it should have. My caged dick throbbed again, tighter this time, the trapped pressure turning sharp and humiliating. Her heel still rested close enough to press against me whenever she shifted.

I rubbed slowly up the arch of her right foot, then down again toward her heel. Her skin was soft, faintly warm, and smelled lightly of clean sweat and sandal leather. I hated how much that affected me.

No.

That was a lie.

I loved how much it affected me.

Persephone glanced around the park. The cyclist was gone. The old man had wandered off. The park was completely empty, completely private.

Her voice dropped.

“Kiss them.”

My hands froze.

She looked at me sweetly. “You heard me.”

My heart started pounding.

“Here?”

“Unless you want to use your safeword.”

That word settled between us, quiet and real.

I could.

I knew I could.

Instead, I bent lower.

I lifted her foot with both hands and pressed my lips to the top of it.

Persephone exhaled in satisfaction.

“There we go,” she whispered. “Such a good boy.”

My whole body reacted to the praise. Heat rushed through me. The cage bit down again and I had to pause, breathing through the sharp ache while my lips stayed against her warm skin.

She wiggled her toes lightly.

“Don’t stop.”

So I didn’t.

I kissed along the top of her foot, then over her arch, then lower, worshipping her as quietly as I could while the city moved around us in the distance. Every kiss made the key on her anklet swing softly. Every tiny glint of silver reminded me exactly who owned my pleasure.

Persephone watched me with lazy amusement, one hand smoothing over the short hem of her dress.

“You look so pretty like this,” she said. “Trying to be subtle. Trying not to make a mess of yourself in public.”

I groaned softly against her foot. I began to grind my cocked cock against her other foot.

Her heel pressed down against the cage.

I nearly jumped.

“Careful,” she warned, smiling. “I said worship. I didn’t say hump.”

“Sorry, Madam.”

Persephone rolled her eyes and said, “I know you are.”

She let me continue for another minute, maybe two. Long enough for my thoughts to turn soft and desperate. Long enough for my whole world to narrow to her foot in my hands, her key around her ankle, her voice above me, and the impossible ache locked between my thighs.

Then her phone alarm chimed.

Persephone sighed. “Oof. Better run.”

I lifted my head, dazed and red-faced.

She slipped her feet from my hands and slid them back into her strappy heels. The key flashed one last time before the sandal strap covered part of the anklet.

“See you in two days for the kink club,” she said brightly, standing and smoothing down her dress. “Try not to spill in your cage before then, slut.”

“I’ll try,” I said, though we both knew how pathetic that sounded.

She laughed, leaned down, and kissed me.

Not on the cheek this time.

Her mouth met mine deeply, warmly, her lips soft and commanding all at once. For one wild second, I forgot we were in a park. I forgot the bagel. I forgot the heat and the people and the cage and everything except the taste of her and the cruel little sound she made when she pulled away.

Then she straightened.

“You’re actually such a fucking good boy,” she said, beaming. “I love that.”

I sat there, stunned and throbbing in my cage, as she walked off down the path.

Just before she reached the corner, Persephone paused.

She looked over her shoulder.

Then, with the wickedest smile I had ever seen, she lifted the back of her white linen dress just enough to show me the tiny red thong disappearing between the perfect curves of her ass.

My cage nearly killed me.

Persephone winked.

Then she let the dress fall and vanished around the corner, leaving me alone on the bench with my forgotten bagel, my aching cock, and the terrible knowledge that I still had two whole days to survive.


Chapter 2: The Club

Two days later, I stood outside Persephone’s apartment with my heart thumping, my palms sweating, and my chastity cage already making its usual case for why I should never be allowed near attractive women again.

This was not helped by the fact that I was about to go to an underground kink club with Persephone.

A real one.

With rules. Members. Consent forms. People who knew what they were doing.

And me.

A man who had once thought “spicy” meant buying different shower gel.

I knocked.

The door swung open.

But it was not Persephone.

The woman in the doorway was about five feet tall, maybe less, with a riot of bright red hair, pale skin, sharp green eyes, and a grin that looked like it had ruined better men than me. Her body was packed into a black latex dress so tight it looked poured on. It hugged her tiny waist, flared over her hips, and strained obscenely over enormous breasts that made my brain short-circuit before I had even said hello.

She looked me up and down.

Then she grabbed my face and kissed me.

Deeply, and not a polite greeting kiss. Not a European air-kiss situation. A full, warm, filthy kiss that left me blinking like I had just been slapped by a firework. Though I wasn’t complaining, the woman was a smokeshow.

She pulled back with a wet little pop.

“Nice to meet you,” she said brightly.

I stared at her.

“Uh,” I managed. “Nice to meet you too?”

She glanced down, as if only now noticing the awkward way I was standing.

Then she reached between us and gave the front of my trousers a curious little pat.

The cage clicked faintly beneath the fabric.

Her eyes lit up.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “You really are caged.”

My face caught fire.

From somewhere inside the apartment, Persephone laughed.

The redhead gave the cage another delighted tap and asked, “That is so cute. Are you bad at fucking, or is it just teeny tiny?”

I made a strangled noise.

Persephone emerged from the bathroom at exactly the right moment to see my soul leave my body.

“You’re such a bitch, Jennifer,” she said, grinning. “Brooks, meet Jennifer Ignatius Fleet, we met in my gap year in Scotland. I warn you now, she’s an absolute sadist.”

“I get my kicks the way I get them,” Jennifer said and tossed her red hair over one shoulder. “Leave me be.”

Then she turned, slapped Persephone sharply on the ass, and kissed her cheek.

Persephone only smiled.

I, meanwhile, was still standing in the doorway like a man who had arrived for a date and accidentally walked into the final round of some erotic boss fight.

Then I properly saw Persephone.

And forgot how to breathe.

Her makeup was electric blue tonight, sharp around her sapphire eyes and shimmering faintly across her lids. It made her look dangerous. Mythic. Like some nightclub goddess who had climbed down from a mural to ruin me personally.

But I am a dude, so as much as I wanted to stare into those eyes all night, my gaze instinctively fell to that fucking body.

She wore a sheer black lace bra that left very little to the imagination and quite a lot to my rapidly deteriorating self-control. The delicate fabric showed the soft weight of her perfect breasts beneath it, her hard nipples visible through the pattern. A black skirt hugged her wide hips and stopped high on her thighs. Fishnet gloves climbed her slender arms, matching the black thigh-highs wrapped around her long silky kissable legs. On her dainty feet were towering blue platform heels that showed off a fresh pedicure, her toenails painted the same wicked electric blue as her eyeshadow.

The key was still on her anklet.

Small. Silver. Glittering. Evil. Take whichever description you want but to me it was the most tantalizing thing in the world.

She caught me looking and lifted one perfect foot slightly, letting the key swing.

“You like my look, Brooks?”

My mouth went dry.

“Yes, Madam,” I breathed.

Jennifer burst out laughing. “Oh, he’s adorable. You didn’t tell me he was this easy.”

“I thought that would be fun for you to discover,” Persephone said, catching my eye.

Jennifer circled me slowly, inspecting me like I was a piece of furniture she might buy if the legs were sturdy enough.

“Look at him blushing,” she said. “He’s going to be a mess tonight.”

“I know,” Persephone said fondly. “He’s great.”

That was the worst part.

Fondly.

Like my public humiliation was a charming hobby she supported.

Persephone stepped closer and straightened my collar. Her fingers brushed my throat, light and possessive.

“Let's just go over this one last time because we’re going out into the big bad world full of other people who are going to want to manhandle you and watch me make you moan and all that fun shit. You still remember your safeword?” she asked softly.

“Beetroot,” I said.

Persephone winked. “And if you can’t speak?”

“Three taps,” I answered quickly. I probably wouldn’t need to, I was so fucking horned up from being in the cage for so long.

But Persephone seemed happy with me and she kissed my cheek. “You’re such a good subby bitch.”

Jennifer made a little cooing sound. “He’s so responsible, yet also incredibly pathetic. That’s a rare combination.”

“I’m friggin standing right here,” I muttered.

Persephone smiled. “Yes, and you look so pretty doing it.”

A few minutes later, we were out on the street, walking toward a black car waiting at the curb. Persephone took my left arm. Jennifer took my right. Between them, I felt less like a date and more like a prize being escorted to auction.

The city seemed too normal around us.

People walked dogs. Delivery bikes zipped past. Someone argued loudly into a phone about rent. A man in a suit dropped half his falafel onto the sidewalk and looked personally betrayed by gravity.

Meanwhile, Persephone was dressed like a blue-eyed nightmare, Jennifer’s latex dress squeaked faintly with every step, and I had a locked cage under my trousers with a key dangling from my domme’s ankle.

New York, to its credit, did not even blink.

The car took us downtown, then farther into a part of the city where the buildings got older, darker, and more secretive-looking. Jennifer spent most of the ride telling a story about once getting banned from a rooftop bar for “creative misuse of a champagne bucket,” while Persephone rested one hand casually on my thigh.

Not high enough to be obvious.

Just high enough to be tantalizingly cruel.

By the time we arrived, I was sweating through my shirt.

The club did not look like much from outside. No neon sign. No velvet rope. Just a heavy black door set into an old brick building, with a discreet brass plaque beside it that read:

THE GARDEN

“That’s it?” I asked.

Persephone smiled. “Disappointed?”

“No,” I said quickly. “But maybe I’m terrified.”

“Good,” Persephone slapped my ass.

Jennifer patted my cheek. “Honesty. I like fear in a toy.”

Before I could respond, someone called out from down the sidewalk.

“You SLUTS started without me?”

We turned.

A tall vision of a woman strode toward us in a long dark overcoat, moving with the easy confidence of someone who knew every head would turn and had already decided to enjoy it. She had deep olive-brown skin, full lips, thick dark curls, and the kind of athletic grace that made even walking look vaguely indecent. She was easily six feet tall before the heels.

“That’s Bella Shine,” Persephone whispered. “I met her at this thing in Rome years ago. She’s a sweetie pie. Hey Bella!”

Bella Shine opened her arms and kissed Persephone on both cheeks, then Jennifer, then turned to me with a grin.

“Aw, I’m guessing this is him?” she cooed. “The one with the little locked cock?”

“Occasionally he also goes by Brooks,” Persephone said, grinning wryly.

Bella looked me over slowly.

“He’s really very pretty.”

I swallowed. “Thank you.”

Her grin widened. “Polite too.”

Then she leaned down and kissed me.

It was softer than Jennifer’s kiss, but somehow more dangerous. Slow. Confident. Like she had all the time in the world and already knew I would not pull away.

When she did, my knees felt unreliable.

Bella glanced at Persephone. “You’ve been busy.”

“I have,” Persephone said proudly. “He’s turning out very well.”

Bella tugged open her overcoat just enough for me to see what she was wearing underneath.

Yellow lingerie.

Bright, delicate, and devastating against her skin. The bra cupped her small, high breasts, and matching straps framed the tight lines of her taut stomach and slender modelesque hips. She closed the coat again before I could fully process the damage.

My caged cock did process it.

Immediately.

Jennifer heard my little inhale and clapped once in delight. “Awh, he’s so frustrated, that’s actually adorable, I can’t wait to ruin him.”

Persephone laughed and took my hand.

The four of us joined the small line outside the black door. Everyone waiting looked intimidatingly calm. Beautiful people in coats that probably hid obscene outfits. Men in polished boots. Women with red mouths and sharp eyes. A couple holding hands while murmuring to each other in low, excited voices.

I tried not to stare.

I failed.

Bella leaned close. “First time at one of these?”

“Yes.”

“You’ll be fine.”

“That sounded almost sincere.”

“It was.” She smiled, whispering into my ear. “Mostly.”

A woman in a sleek black suit moved down the line handing out forms on clipboards. Persephone passed one to me.

“Read it properly,” she said.

So I did.

Consent policies. House rules. No touching without permission. Safewords respected immediately. No photography. No intoxication beyond the posted limit.

The rules calmed me more than I expected.

“Still with me?”

I nodded. “Still with you.”

“Good boy.”

Jennifer sighed dreamily. “He really does respond like a subby button.”

Bella laughed. “Leave him alone.”

“Never!”

We signed the forms.

At the front of the line, a broad-shouldered woman checked our names, took the clipboards, and gave each of us a wristband. Persephone helped fasten mine, her fishnet-gloved fingers brushing my pulse.

Then the heavy black door opened.

A low thrum of music spilled out.

Warm air.

Dark light.

A hint of perfume, leather, sweat, and something sweet like incense.

Persephone looked at me.

Jennifer looked at me.

Bella looked at me.

All three of them were smiling.

Together, we stepped inside.

And my eyes went wide.


Chapter 3: Gomorrah Got Nothin on This

It was amazing.

That was the only word my poor, overwhelmed, desperately caged brain could manage as Persephone led me through the heavy black door and into The Garden, because the place did not feel like a club so much as a velvet-lined fever dream built by people who had taken every filthy private fantasy in New York and given it mood lighting, bass speakers, and an extremely strict consent policy.

The music pulsed through the floor in deep, steady waves, dark and sensual and almost physical, while violet and blue lights slid slowly across the walls, touching leather couches, black curtains, polished brass rails, and bodies in every state of dress and undress. Some people were dancing, grinding lazily against each other beneath the shifting lights, but most of the room was arranged for watching, teasing, negotiating, kneeling, worshipping, and, quite frankly, fucking.

I froze just inside the entrance.

Persephone noticed immediately, because Persephone noticed everything, especially when I was losing my mind.

“Close your mouth, Brooks,” Persephone said softly, her fishnet-gloved hand curling around my wrist with elegant possession. “You look like a Victorian Lady who just witnessed her first blowjob.”

Jennifer Ignatius Fleet, squeezed obscenely into her glossy black latex dress, laughed sharply beside us and said, “To be fair, he kinda has the energy of a Victorian Lady.”

Bella Shine, tall and gorgeous in her open overcoat with flashes of yellow lingerie glowing against her warm skin, smiled down at me and said, “Let him enjoy it, Jennifer. First times should be savoured.”

“I am enjoying it,” I said weakly.

Persephone’s sapphire eyes slid down my body with wicked, knowing amusement, and she unceremoniously put her hand down my pants, squeezed my precum coated caged cock and said, “Your cocklet says you’re suffering.”

“Yes Madam,” I said, half-moaning.

Persephone leaned close enough that her electric-blue makeup shimmered in the low light, and she said, “You’re going to make me look very good tonight, just remember to be a good submissive bitch and I might actually unlock your stupid little dick, okay?”

I did moan then. “Yes Madam.”

My cock tried to swell inside the metal cage, instantly and stupidly, and the tight little prison under my trousers punished me so sharply that I had to exhale through my nose and grip my drinkless hand into a fist.

Bella glanced down with amused sympathy and said, “Poor thing.”

Persephone smiled with terrible pride and said, “He likes being a poor thing.”

The worst part was that she was right.

A woman in a silver collar knelt beside a man in a dark red suit while he stroked her hair and murmured something that made her smile. A muscular man in lace panties bent over a padded bench while two women in matching black gloves inspected him with theatrical seriousness. Near the dance floor, a gorgeous brunette had her hand around another man’s cock beneath the open fall of his trousers while his partner kissed his neck and watched his face with devoted attention.

I made a helpless sound.

Persephone squeezed my wrist and said, “Drinks first, slut. Go to the bar and get four mocktails.”

I blinked at her and said, “You’re sending me into this chaos alone?”

Persephone tilted her head and said, “Would you prefer to hold my hand, baby?”

Jennifer grinned nastily and said, “Oh, he absolutely would.”

Bella smiled gently and said, “He might also need a map and a little bell.”

Persephone stroked one gloved finger under my chin and said, “Go on, Brooks. Four mocktails. Surprise us. And try not to stare so hard at every pair of tits you pass.”

“Yes, Madam,” I said automatically.

The praise I wanted came immediately.

“Good boy,” Persephone said warmly.

The cage throbbed again, because apparently my body had decided that being called a good boy in a public sex club by a nearly naked goddess was worth physical suffering.

The bar was across the main room, and getting there required a slow, humiliating walk through a universe of temptation. I passed a blonde woman in a sheer robe sitting with her thighs spread while her partner lazily kissed up the inside of one leg. I passed two men making out hungrily against a wall, both hard and grinding against each other through tight leather. I passed a gorgeous older woman with silver hair and scarlet lipstick who looked directly at me, glanced down toward my trousers, and smiled as if she somehow knew exactly what was locked inside them.

The bar was across the main room, and getting there required a slow, humiliating walk through a universe of temptation. I passed a blonde woman in a sheer robe sitting with her thighs spread while her partner lazily kissed up the inside of one long leg. I passed two men making out hungrily against a wall, both hard and grinding against each other through tight leather. I passed a gorgeous older woman with silver hair and scarlet lipstick who looked directly at me, glanced down toward my trousers, and smiled as if she somehow knew exactly what was locked inside them.

By the time I reached the bar, I was almost sweating.

The bartender was a gorgeous Black woman with deep brown skin, a regal golden crown nestled in her dark braids, and absolutely no top on whatsoever. Her full tits were bare, heavy, round, and perfect under the violet club lights, her nipples dark and tight, and she wore only a pair of high-waisted black leather pants that hugged her hips and ass so beautifully I nearly forgot what language was. She looked like a queen who had conquered three nations, invented mixology, and decided to spend the evening psychologically destroying nervous little submissives.

“First night?” the bartender asked calmly, her glossy lips curving into a knowing smile.

“That obvious?” I asked weakly, while trying very hard not to stare directly at her tits and failing so completely it was honestly embarrassing.

The bartender laughed softly and said, “Only to everyone with eyes, baby.”

Behind me, Jennifer called, “He’s doing great!”

Bella called, “Don’t overwhelm him too much!”

Persephone called, “Overwhelm him exactly the right amount!”

The bartender’s smile widened, and she leaned forward over the bar, letting her heavy tits rest softly against the polished black surface as she said, “Sounds like you have a very supportive little coven back there.”

“They’re supportive in a deeply hostile way,” I said.

The bartender reached across the bar, curled one strong hand around the back of my neck, and said, “That’s usually the best kind.”

Then she kissed me.

Deeply.

Her mouth was warm, soft, confident, and devastating, and she kissed me like she had decided I needed to be made worse before I was allowed to carry drinks back to the table. My hands hovered stupidly in the air because I did not know where I was allowed to put them, and my caged cock throbbed so violently under my trousers that the metal bit down hard enough to make me whimper into her mouth.

The girls cheered behind me.

Jennifer shouted, “Oh, look at him!”

Bella laughed and called, “Good boy, Brooks!”

Persephone called, “Careful, darling, he’s locked up and very sensitive.”

The bartender pulled back just enough to smile against my lips, and she said, “Is that so? You let those crazy bitches lock up your cock?”

“Yes, Madam,” I said automatically, because apparently any beautiful woman within a ten-foot radius could now summon that response from me.

Persephone laughed behind me and said, “He’s very well trained.”

The bartender looked amused as she watched me try very hard not to look at her breasts and she said, “You can look at my titties. But you need to ask nicely if you want to kiss them.”

My brain made a dial-up noise.

“May I kiss your tits, please?” I asked, so red-faced that I felt hot all the way down my neck.

The bartender smiled magnificently and said, “Since you asked so sweetly, yes, baby.”

I leaned forward, trembling and painfully hard in the cage, and pressed my mouth reverently to the warm, soft weight of one beautiful breast. Her skin smelled faintly of vanilla, and the obscene softness of her tit against my lips made the locked metal around my cock feel tighter than ever. I kissed her again, lower this time, then higher, while her hand stroked the back of my head with lazy approval.

The bartender chuckled as she let me kiss the other breast once, slow and worshipful, before she gently pushed me back by the chin and said, “That’s enough for a first visit.”

I stood there dazed, flushed, and throbbing in my cage.

“Four mocktails, please,” I said, trying to remember why I had come over in the first place.

The bartender began assembling bright, jewel-coloured drinks with swift, practised hands, her bare tits moving softly with every confident motion, and she said, “The red one has ginger and chilli, the blue one is lavender citrus, the green one is basil lime, and the gold one is pineapple, cardamom, and something I’m not telling you.”

“That sounds ominous,” I said.

The bartender slid the glasses toward me and said, “It’s caramel, but don’t tell anyone, stud.”

I pulled back, dazed, face burning, cage aching so badly I could barely stand. The bartender laughed softly and handed me the tray. “Good boy. Now go enjoy the show. Those girls of yours look like they want to eat you alive.”

I nodded, unable to speak, and carried the drinks back on shaky legs, the cheers still ringing in my ears and my cock leaking like a broken faucet.


Chapter 4: The Greatest Show There Ever Was

When I reached the booth the girls were still grinning like cats.

Jennifer said, “That was hot as hell. You looked like you were about to cum in your cage just from sucking her nipple. God she had really cute nipples didn’t she, do you think she’d let me suck on them?”

Bella smiled gently and said, “You did so well, sweetheart.”

Persephone pulled me down beside her, her hand immediately sliding high on my thigh, fingers brushing the cage through my trousers. “My good boy. Did you like kissing her tits?”

“Yes, Madam,” I managed, voice hoarse.

She squeezed once, slow and possessive, and said, “Good. Now watch the stage. The real fun is starting.”

That was when I noticed the two women stepping onto the platform.

One was a soft, curvy white brunette in a sheer black slip that barely hid the heavy roundness of her tits, the dark hard points of her nipples, and the shadowy little glimpse of pussy between her thick thighs whenever the fabric shifted. The other was an Asian woman with a sharp pixie cut, dark lipstick, narrow hips, a tight little ass, and a sleek, feline confidence that made the four men seated nearest the stage lean forward before she had even touched anyone.

The brunette murmured something quietly to the four men waiting at the front of the platform.

The men nodded.

The woman with the pixie cut smiled and said something back, low and teasing, and the men nodded again, more eagerly this time, their hands already drifting toward their trousers.

The brunette slid the straps of her slip down her shoulders, slowly and luxuriously, until the sheer black fabric pooled around her waist and left her tits bare under the moving violet light. They were full, pale, and heavy, bouncing softly when the pixie-cut woman grabbed her by the hips and kissed her with wet, open-mouthed hunger. The brunette moaned into the kiss as the other woman squeezed her ass with both hands, kneading the soft curves through the thin fabric until the slip slipped even lower and exposed her completely.

My mouth went dry.

Jennifer sipped her spicy red mocktail and said, “Pretty, aren’t they?”

Bella watched the two women with warm appreciation and said, “Very pretty.”

Persephone watched me instead, and she said, “Don’t be rude, Brooks. Appreciate properly.”

“I am appreciating,” I said hoarsely. “They’re very fucking pretty.”

On the platform, the women sank together onto the padded surface, their kissing becoming wetter, sloppier, and less patient as the brunette pushed the pixie-cut woman onto her back and crawled over her with eager, trembling hunger. The four men at the edge of the platform had their cocks out now, all of them hard, all of them stroking slowly as they watched, their faces tense with the same desperate restraint that had my own trapped cock throbbing uselessly inside its cage.

The brunette’s tits swung heavily as she lowered herself, and the pixie-cut woman immediately cupped them, squeezed them, and dragged her thumbs over the tight nipples until the brunette gasped and arched her back. Then the brunette kissed down her lover’s throat, down her chest, down her flat stomach, until her mouth reached the soft, wet heat between the other woman’s thighs.

Persephone’s hand slid over the front of my trousers.

I jerked.

Persephone smiled and said, “Stay still.”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered.

She cupped the cage through the fabric, firm enough to make the metal press sharply against my trapped cock, and she said, “Look at them, baby. Look at all those free cocks getting to stroke while yours stays locked away for me.”

A shudder ran through me.

“That’s mean,” I said.

Persephone squeezed me lightly but deliberately and said, “I know.”

The pixie-cut woman spread her thighs wider, one hand gripping the padded edge while the other tangled in brunette hair, and her dark-painted mouth fell open as the brunette licked her slowly, hungrily, almost worshipfully. Her narrow hips rolled against the brunette’s face, her tight ass lifting off the platform with every desperate grind, and the four men stroked faster as they watched her pussy get eaten under the violet lights.

My cage ached so badly I could barely breathe.

Every moan from the platform made my cock try to swell again, and every attempt ended in that same sharp, humiliating pressure, the metal squeezing me down and reminding me that I was not one of those men with their cocks out, not one of those men allowed to stroke and leak and finish. I was Persephone’s locked-up little toy, throbbing helplessly in public while her hand rested possessively over my cage.

The pixie-cut woman came first.

She cried out sharply, her thighs trembling around the brunette’s head, her hips bucking, her ass lifting and falling as her orgasm rolled through her. The brunette kept licking until the other woman grabbed her hair and whimpered something that made the men at the edge of the platform groan aloud. Their cocks were slick now, hard and shining under the lights, and they stroked faster, but none of them came yet.

They didn’t have permission yet.

Then the women switched, laughing breathlessly as they rolled together, leaving the brunette on her back with her thick thighs spread and her beautiful tits rising and falling with every needy breath. The pixie-cut woman climbed between her legs with wicked precision, kissed the soft inside of one thigh, then the other, then dragged her tongue slowly up through her wet pussy.

The brunette’s whole body jolted.

Her tits bounced. Her back arched. Her hands flew to her own chest, squeezing her breasts while her lover ate her with ruthless, delicate focus. The four men stroked harder, rougher, their eyes locked on the brunette’s open thighs and flushed, trembling body.

Persephone leaned into me and said, “Look at her tits bouncing, Brooks. Look at her pretty pussy getting licked while those men stroke their cocks for her. Does it make your cage hurt?”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered, my voice thin and broken.

Persephone squeezed the cage again and said, “Good. I want it to hurt.”

Jennifer heard me whimper and said, “Oh, he is absolutely leaking.”

Bella smiled into her glass and said, “Poor Brooks.”

Persephone kept her hand firmly over my trapped cock and said, “Lucky Brooks.”

The brunette came with a long, shaking moan, her hips grinding against the pixie-cut woman’s mouth, her fingers pinching her own nipples, her heavy tits trembling as pleasure broke through her. Her pussy glistened under the lights when her lover pulled back, wet-mouthed and smiling, and the four men at the front of the platform were openly desperate now, stroking their cocks with frantic restraint.

The pixie-cut woman sat up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and crooked one lazy finger.

“Do it,” she mouthed.

The men rose immediately.

My entire body went rigid.

Persephone’s hand tightened around my cage through my trousers, and she said, “Don’t look away, slut. You’d be up there right now if you hadn’t let me lock up your cock in that tiny cage.”

The women arranged themselves together like queens waiting for tribute, the brunette sitting back with her tits pushed out and her thighs still open, the pixie-cut woman kneeling beside her with one hand on the brunette’s ass and the other stroking over her own slick stomach. The men stepped close, careful and reverent, their cocks hard and wet in their hands.

One man came first, groaning as he spilled across the brunette’s tits, white cum striping her pale skin and catching on one dark nipple. Another followed almost immediately, finishing across the pixie-cut woman’s tight stomach and hip while she smiled lazily up at him. The third stroked himself hard over the brunette’s spread thighs and came in thick spurts over her pussy and inner legs, making her laugh softly and arch as the warm mess hit her. The fourth lasted longest, jaw clenched and breath ragged, until the pixie-cut woman leaned forward, looked him right in the eye, and whispered something that finished him instantly across both women’s slick, shining bodies.

I made a helpless sound.

I could not stop it.

The sight of all that cum on their tits, stomachs, thighs, and pussies, the sight of their pleased smiles and flushed skin, the sight of four free cocks softening after release while mine stayed locked in a cage, throbbing and useless and denied, was almost too much to survive.

Persephone leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear, and said, “Poor locked-up thing. All those free cocks making such lovely messes, and yours is trapped in its tiny little cage.”

I shuddered against her hand.

Jennifer said, “I think your chastity whore is going to explode.”

Bella said, “Not if the cage does its job.”

Persephone squeezed once more, slow and possessive, and said, “It will. He doesn’t get to make a mess unless I allow it.”

The women on the platform kissed again, cum-slick and breathless, while the audience applauded softly. Staff moved in with warm towels, the men stepped back respectfully, and the room returned to its dark, pulsing rhythm as if nothing extraordinary had happened.

Persephone removed her hand from my lap.

The absence was almost worse.

She stood, smoothed down her short black skirt, and looked at me with those electric-blue eyes and that ruinous, beautiful smile.

“Come on, Brooks,” Persephone said. “Let’s have some fun.”

I looked up at her, aching, blushing, desperate, and completely owned.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

Persephone took my hand and led me deeper into The Garden.


Chapter 5: The Gauntlet

The deeper Persephone led me into The Garden, the less it felt like a club and the more it felt like a beautiful, expensive, completely unhinged carnival designed by horny sadists with excellent taste.

The music was lower back here, slower and heavier, more like a pulse than a song. Velvet curtains divided the room into shadowy little sections, each one lit by a different sinful colour. Red light spilled over one corner where a woman in thigh-high boots was making a man kiss the floor beneath her heels while his bare ass twitched helplessly. Blue light washed over a padded bench where two men were carefully negotiating with a stern-looking blonde holding a paddle, their cocks already hard and leaking. Gold light flickered across a lounge where three women in lingerie reclined like spoiled queens while their obedient little audience knelt around them with drinks, fans, and trembling hands, eyes fixed on the wet pussies barely hidden beneath lace.

Then I saw the wheel.

It was enormous, mounted against the far wall like something from a game show in hell. Bright wedges circled its face, each painted with a different word in glossy black lettering.

FLOGGING.

EDGING.

SPANKING.

WORSHIP.

PUBLIC PRAISE.

PUBLIC DEGRADATION.

SURPRISE.

My cage throbbed violently before I had even finished reading, my useless caged cock straining uselessly against the metal, already leaking a thick bead of precum that slid down over my balls.

“Oh fuuuuck,” I said, voice cracking with humiliated anticipation.

Persephone squeezed my hand and said with a wicked little smile, “Oh yes, baby.”

Jennifer Ignatius Fleet made a delighted little sound behind us and said with sparkling, hungry eyes, “Now that looks promising.”

The wheel was being guarded, or hosted, by two tiny women in matching pink latex bodysuits. They looked like wicked little dolls brought to life by a very expensive fetish boutique. Both had bright pink hair, huge glossy lips, enormous tits squeezed high by their latex, and bodies so curvy and compact they seemed almost engineered to torment people. The suits had deliberate cutouts over their hips, breasts, and between their thighs, revealing intimate piercings that flashed silver under the lights and the soft, wet gleam of their own shaved pussies. They wore name tags, absurdly, as if this were an orientation booth.

One tag said MINX, 21.

The other said TRIX, 22.

They turned at the same time when we approached, smiling with identical bright, dangerous cheer.

“Well, hello, gorgeous strangers,” Minx said sweetly, her voice dripping with playful menace.

“And hello, to your gorgeous property,” Trix added, looking directly at my already-hardening useless caged cock with open delight.

My face went red with humiliation.

Jennifer clapped once and said with a thrilled little bounce, “Oh, I like these bitches.”

Minx placed one latex-gloved hand over her enormous chest and said with theatrical sweetness, “We are Minx and Trix.”

Trix placed her hand over her own chest and said with a wicked giggle, “Submissive powerhouses.”

Minx nodded solemnly and said with bright eyes, “Tiny engines of chaos.”

Trix smiled at Persephone and said with a playful curtsy, “Would you like to enroll your submissive in some radical fate?”

I blinked and said, voice already shaky, “I’m sorry, some what?”

Persephone turned to me, her sapphire eyes glittering beneath her electric-blue makeup, and asked with that ruinous mixture of cruelty and care, “Would you like to play, Brooks?”

The obvious answer was no.

The sane answer was no.

The version of me who had existed before 1NITE, before Persephone, before chastity cages and humiliating pictures and keys dangling from goddess ankles, would have backed away and pretended to need the bathroom.

But that version of me was apparently dead.

The current version of me looked at the enormous wheel, then at Minx and Trix’s gleaming smiles, then at Jennifer’s hungry little face, then at Bella’s amused concern, then finally at Persephone, who watched me with that ruinous mixture of cruelty and care. My useless caged cock tried to swell inside the cage, the metal biting down hard, sending a sharp spike of pain and helpless pleasure straight through me.

I swallowed and said, voice hoarse with desperate submission, “Sure thing. Sounds fun.”

The two young women moved so quickly that I barely understood what was happening until my shirt was halfway open and Jennifer was howling with laughter behind me. Minx unbuttoned with ruthless efficiency while Trix slid behind me and tugged the fabric off my shoulders. Persephone watched with calm, glittering satisfaction as they stripped me down piece by piece in front of everyone, exposing my bare ass, my heavy balls, and my useless caged cock to the entire room.

In what felt like ten seconds, I was completely naked except for the chastity cage locked around my useless cock, standing in the middle of The Garden while strangers glanced over with lazy, hungry interest.

My entire body burned with humiliation.

The cage jutted obscenely between my thighs, small, metal, humiliatingly obvious, and already slick at the tip with leaking precum. The air of the club brushed over my bare skin, warm and scented with leather, perfume, sweat, and sex. Every inch of me felt exposed. My chest. My stomach. My bare ass. My balls. The cage.

Especially the cage.

Trix crouched in front of me, peered at it, and said with a delighted little gasp, “Oh my God, that is adorable. Look at that poor useless caged cock.”

Minx crouched beside her and said with a bright giggle, “It’s so shiny. And so tiny and locked up tight.”

Jennifer leaned over their shoulders and said with a nasty little laugh, “Isn’t it pathetic? That useless caged cock can’t even get hard properly.”

Persephone smiled proudly and said with warm satisfaction, “It keeps him focused on my pleasure.”

“It keeps me insane,” I said, voice cracking with humiliation.

Persephone looked at me and said with a soft, knowing smile, “Same thing, baby.”

Minx and Trix each took one of my arms and guided me beneath an overhead chain that hung from a steel track above a padded circular mat. The chain ended in soft leather cuffs, which they wrapped carefully around my wrists after showing me the quick-release clips. Then they spread my ankles and fastened each one to a floor restraint, leaving me standing wide, stretched, and completely exposed. My bare ass was fully vulnerable, my useless caged cock displayed like a trophy, my balls hanging heavy and aching.

My arms were lifted above my head, my legs spread wide, my ass completely vulnerable and on display, my useless caged cock jutting out for everyone to see, and every trembling reaction of my body available for Persephone, Jennifer, Bella, Minx, Trix, and anyone else nearby to see and mock.

Persephone circled me slowly.

Her blue platform heels clicked softly against the floor. The little silver key on her anklet swung with each step, reminding me exactly who owned the useless caged cock between my legs.

She stopped in front of me and said with dark, possessive pleasure, “Look at you. Naked, flogged, locked, and dripping like a desperate little slut.”

I looked down, blushing so hard I felt feverish, my useless caged cock twitching visibly.

Persephone caught my chin and lifted it with one gloved finger.

“No hiding,” Persephone said gently but firmly. “Not tonight. Everyone gets to see how pathetic and locked your useless caged cock is.”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered, voice thick with humiliated arousal.

Jennifer sighed happily and said with a thrilled little moan, “This is already worth the cover charge. Look at that striped ass and that leaking cage.”

Minx bounced over to the roulette wheel and said with bright excitement, “Who wants to spin first?”

Jennifer’s hand shot up instantly.

“I do,” Jennifer said with a vicious little grin.

Bella groaned softly and said with fond exasperation, “Of course you do.”

Jennifer strutted toward the wheel, her black latex dress creaking faintly around her tiny body, her massive tits squeezed high and glossy beneath the club lights. She grabbed the peg with both hands and looked back at me with a smile so viciously delighted that my stomach dropped and my useless caged cock throbbed harder.

“Good luck, Brooks,” Jennifer said with a wicked little laugh.

Then she spun.

The wheel clattered loudly, bright wedges flashing past in a blur of colour and threat. My heart hammered. My useless caged cock throbbed and leaked. Persephone stood beside me, one hand resting lightly on my bare hip, as if to remind me that whatever happened, I was still hers and my ass and useless caged cock belonged to her.

The wheel slowed.

Click.

Click.

Click.

It stopped.

FLOGGING.

Minx and Trix squealed with delight.

Jennifer turned to me with shining, hungry eyes.

“Oh,” Jennifer said softly with a thrilled little shiver, “Oh, lucky me.”

Trix hurried to a nearby rack and returned with a soft pink flogger, the falls long and suede-like, pretty enough to look harmless if you were an idiot.

I was no longer that kind of idiot.

Jennifer accepted it with reverence and gave it a testing flick through the air.

The sound made my bare ass clench in anticipation.

Persephone noticed and said with a soft, teasing smile, “Nervous, baby?”

“Yes, Madam,” I said, already trembling.

Persephone stroked my side gently and said with warm authority, “You can stop this whenever you want. Just say the word and we stop.”

“I know,” I said, voice shaky with desperate need.

Jennifer stepped behind me and said with a dark, hungry edge, “Well until you do, I am going to enjoy myself. I’m going to beat that pretty ass until it’s striped and burning and you’re leaking all over the floor from the pain and humiliation.”

Her voice had changed.

The playful bratty edge was still there, but underneath it was something sharper, darker, and much more focused. Jennifer was not just joking now. She was hungry to make my ass burn and my useless caged cock suffer.

“I should warn you,” Jennifer said, trailing the soft ends of the flogger over my bare ass, “I am incredibly sadistic. I love watching a locked boy like you squirm and leak while your ass turns bright red.”

“I had gathered that,” I said, trying to sound brave even as my useless caged cock twitched.

Jennifer laughed and said with a delighted little moan, “No, baby, you have not. Not yet.”

The first strike landed across both cheeks with a heavy, stinging thud.

I gasped, the pain blooming wide and hot across my bare ass, deeper than a slap, less sharp but heavier, sinking into the muscle and spreading in a wicked wave. My useless caged cock surged in the cage instantly, the metal squeezing down until pleasure and pain twisted into one humiliating knot, and a fresh bead of precum leaked from the tip.

Jennifer saw my hips jerk and said with a bright, delighted little laugh, “Oh, that was pretty. Look at that useless caged cock jump.”

The second strike landed lower, right across the fullest part of my ass.

Then the third.

Then the fourth.

Each one made my ass burn brighter, the heat spreading across my cheeks and down my thighs. The flogger wrapped slightly around the curve of my ass cheeks, kissing the sides of my thighs, leaving heat and sting and a growing pattern of pink marks behind. I breathed hard through my nose. My wrists flexed uselessly in the cuffs. The chain above me rattled softly. Every impact made the cage jump between my legs, my trapped useless caged cock throbbing painfully, leaking steadily into the metal while everyone watched my humiliation.

“You really are Persephone’s little trained toy, aren’t you?” Jennifer asked as she struck me again, harder this time.

“Yes,” I gasped, the pain making my voice break.

Jennifer said with a wicked little edge, “Yes what?”

“Yes, I’m Persephone’s little toy,” I said, my voice breaking with pain and humiliated arousal.

Persephone’s eyes darkened with pleasure.

Jennifer struck me again and said with a thrilled little moan, “And what kind of toy gets tied up naked in a club with his bare ass on display and beaten by his owner’s friend while his useless caged cock leaks for everyone to see?”

“A pathetic one,” I said, the word tasting filthy and perfect on my tongue.

Jennifer laughed breathlessly and said with dark satisfaction, “Good. Such a good pathetic little toy.”

The flogger landed again, harder this time, and I moaned so loudly that several people nearby turned to look at my striped ass and leaking cage.

Jennifer noticed and raised her voice with wicked delight.

“He likes it,” Jennifer said brightly. “Look how his useless caged cock is dripping from the pain.”

My face burned hotter than my ass with humiliation.

Persephone leaned in and murmured with dark pleasure, “You do, don’t you? You love the pain on your ass and the humiliation of everyone seeing your useless locked cock.”

I trembled in the restraints, another thick drop of precum sliding down my balls.

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered. “I like it. I like the pain. I like the humiliation.”

Jennifer made a thrilled little sound and flogged me in a fast sequence, left cheek, right cheek, both thighs, then back across my bare ass. The pain flashed white-hot for a second, and I tugged hard against the cuffs, not to escape but because my body needed somewhere to put the feeling. My ass was on fire, striped and burning, and my useless caged cock throbbed in helpless rhythm with every strike.

Persephone smiled and said with warm pride, “Good boy. Such a good boy taking his pain so beautifully.”

Jennifer struck me again.

The praise and pain hit at the same time, and my whole body shuddered. The cage was slick now, humiliatingly wet, and I could feel a bead slipping down over my balls and onto my thigh. My ass cheeks felt swollen and alive, every nerve screaming.

Jennifer came around to the side to inspect me, her eyes bright with sadistic joy.

“Oh my God,” Jennifer said with delighted little moan, “He really is leaking his yucky precum everywhere. Look at that poor useless caged cock. It’s so wet and desperate.”

Minx crouched and peered shamelessly at the cage.

Trix joined her.

Minx said with a bright giggle, “That’s so cute. His useless caged cock is crying from the pain.”

Trix said with a wicked little smile, “Poor little locked cock. Can’t even get hard properly while his ass gets beaten.”

Persephone said with dark satisfaction, “Not poor. Lucky. He’s exactly where he belongs.”

Jennifer moved behind me again and delivered another long, heavy flogging stroke that made me groan from the bottom of my chest, the pain blooming across my already-striped ass in a fresh wave of fire.

“That one left a mark,” Bella said with soft admiration.

Jennifer sounded thrilled as she said with a delighted little laugh, “Good. I want everyone to see how beautifully his ass welts for me.”

She did not stop until my ass was burning, striped, and trembling, until my thighs shook against the ankle restraints, until sweat slid down my chest and my breath came in ragged little pulls. She flogged me carefully, never recklessly, but relentlessly enough that I understood exactly what she had meant.

She would have kept going until I used my safeword.

And some dark, submissive part of me loved knowing that, loved the pain, the humiliation, the way my useless caged cock leaked and throbbed with every strike.

Finally Jennifer stepped back, breathing quickly, her cheeks flushed, her red hair wild around her face. She looked at my burning, striped ass and clapped with genuine delight.

Jennifer beamed and said with a thrilled little bounce, “Yay. Your ass looks so pretty all marked up and red.”

Bella laughed despite herself.

Persephone stepped close and ran her gloved fingers gently over my chest, grounding me with a soft touch after all that bright pain.

“You did beautifully,” Persephone said with warm pride. “Such a good boy for us.”

I sagged slightly in the restraints, my ass on fire, my useless caged cock aching and leaking steadily.

“Thank you, Madam,” I whispered, the words thick with grateful humiliation.

Jennifer appeared in front of me, still holding the flogger, and said with a wicked little smile, “I think he deserves a tiny reward for taking his flogging so well.”

Persephone looked amused and asked with a teasing little tilt of her head, “Tiny?”

Jennifer looked down at the cage and said with a delighted little laugh, “Appropriate, no? Something his useless cock can actually feel.”

Before I could answer, Jennifer dropped gracefully to her knees in front of me.

My brain stopped.

She looked up through her lashes, huge lips glossy and wicked, massive tits squeezed against the top of her latex dress as she leaned closer. Then she took the cage carefully in one hand and kissed the metal right over the exposed tip of my useless caged cock.

I whimpered, the sensation shooting straight through me.

Jennifer smiled against it and said with a soft, mocking little coo, “Oh, you poor thing. Look at this useless caged cock, all locked up and desperate after getting its ass beaten.”

Then she wrapped her lips around the front of the cage.

It was not a blowjob.

Not really.

It could not be, because my useless caged cock was still locked away, trapped and denied beneath the unforgiving metal. But the heat of her mouth around the cage, the soft wet pressure of her lips, the slow drag of her tongue over the bars and the exposed, sensitive head of my useless caged cock, was enough to make my whole body shake. She licked the leaking tip like it was a tiny clit, sucking gently, teasing the swollen flesh that poked through the bars.

My hips tried to move.

The restraints stopped me.

Jennifer pulled back and slapped my thigh sharply.

“Stay still,” Jennifer said with a wicked little edge. “Good boys don’t thrust when they’re being rewarded.”

“Yes, Madam,” I gasped, too far gone to care that I had said it to her too, my voice breaking with humiliated need.

Persephone laughed softly and said with dark amusement, “Careful. He’ll call anyone Madam if they put their mouth near his useless caged cock.”

Jennifer looked delighted and said with a bright little laugh, “As he should. Such a good little cage slut.”

She took me into her mouth again, slow and cruel, sucking gently around the cage, licking the slick metal and the sensitive head of my useless caged cock, teasing the trapped, swollen thing inside that could feel everything and do nothing. I could not come. I could not thrust. I could not even touch her hair. All I could do was hang there, naked, flogged, exposed, ass burning, and shaking while Jennifer Ignatius Fleet gave my cage the most humiliating reward of my life, her tongue swirling around the tip like she was sucking a desperate little clit.

Then, far too soon, she pulled away.

A thin shine of spit clung to the metal, mixing with my leaking precum.

Jennifer stood, wiped her mouth with one finger, and smiled with wicked satisfaction.

“There,” Jennifer said with a delighted little sigh. “A reward he can’t finish from. His poor useless caged cock is even more desperate now.”

Persephone looked at me like I was her favourite ruined thing.

“Perfect,” Persephone said with dark, possessive warmth.

Minx bounced excitedly beside the wheel.

Trix clapped her latex-gloved hands.

“Who’s next?” Minx asked with bright, dangerous cheer.

The wheel gleamed behind her.

My ass burned with fresh stripes of pain and humiliation.

My useless caged cock throbbed and leaked helplessly.

And every woman around me smiled like they were just getting started.


Chapter 6: Bella Proves She Wants It

For one foolish, trembling second, I thought maybe everyone would give me a moment to recover.

My wrists were still cuffed above my head, my ankles were still fastened wide to the floor, my ass was burning with fresh welts from Jennifer’s enthusiastic cruelty, and my caged cock was still slick, trapped, and throbbing from the impossible heat of her mouth around the metal. I felt exposed in a way that went deeper than nakedness. I felt displayed. Offered. Owned.

Persephone stood in front of me, beautiful and merciless in her black skirt, sheer lace bra, fishnet gloves, blue platform heels, and glittering electric makeup, while the tiny silver key on her anklet swung gently near the floor like the world’s cruelest little charm.

Minx and Trix bounced beside the enormous wheel, their pink latex gleaming, their huge tits squeezed obscenely high, their glossy lips stretched into matching smiles.

“Who’s next?” Minx asked brightly.

“I want to go next,” Bella said immediately.

The words surprised me, because Bella had been the calm one so far, the composed one, the tall gorgeous woman who watched everything with warm amusement and just enough sympathy to make me feel slightly less like a lamb at a sex-circus altar.

But now Bella Shine was looking at the wheel with open hunger.

Her overcoat had been removed, exposing the bright yellow lingerie beneath. The delicate bra cupped her small, perfect tits, lifting them just enough that the dark points of her nipples pressed visibly against the thin fabric. Her tight athletic stomach gleamed faintly in the low light, her long legs looked endless, and the yellow straps across her hips drew my eye down toward the smooth strength of her thighs and the high, firm curve of her ass.

My cage gave a miserable little throb.

Bella noticed and smiled.

“Poor Brooks,” Bella said softly. “You really are having a difficult night.”

“He is having a wonderful night,” Persephone said firmly.

“I can be having both,” I said weakly. “Madam.”

Bella stepped toward Persephone and clasped her hands together with theatrical sweetness.

“Please let me spin,” Bella said warmly. “I have been very patient, and Jennifer already got to make his ass look like modern art.”

Jennifer looked deeply proud of herself.

“I did,” Jennifer said happily. “Didn’t I?”

Persephone lifted one eyebrow, slow and elegant, and looked Bella up and down as if considering whether to grant a royal petition.

“You want your turn that badly?” Persephone asked.

Bella’s full lips curved into a beautiful, wicked smile.

“I do,” Bella said.

Persephone glanced down at her own blue platform heels, then back up at Bella.

“Then ask properly,” Persephone said, her mouth curling. “Like a good girl.”

Bella’s smile widened.

My heart gave one heavy, stupid beat. Clearly there were dynamics I didn’t understand. I was delighted.

Jennifer gasped with delight and said, “Oh, this just got better.”

Bella did not hesitate.

She sank gracefully to her knees in front of Persephone.

The sight nearly broke me.

Bella was tall, athletic, and impossibly elegant, but kneeling made her look even more gorgeous somehow, her long thighs folding beneath her, her yellow lingerie glowing against her deep olive-brown skin. Her small tits rose and fell with each steady breath, the delicate yellow bra barely hiding her nipples, while her curly dark hair spilled forward around her face.

Persephone looked down at her with pleased, glittering cruelty.

“Worship my feet, you little slut,” Persephone said softly. “Do that nicely, and maybe I’ll let you play with my toy.”

My cock pressed against the cage so hard I had to close my eyes for half a second.

When I opened them, Bella was smiling up at Persephone like being ordered to her knees had made her entire night.

“Yes, Madam,” Bella said.

I made a strangled sound.

Persephone’s eyes flicked toward me.

“You like watching her obey too, don’t you, Brooks?” Persephone asked.

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered.

“Of course you do,” Persephone said sweetly. “You’re a greedy little voyeur when you’re locked away.”

Bella leaned forward and placed both hands lightly around Persephone’s left ankle, careful not to disturb the anklet where my key dangled. She kissed the top of Persephone’s blue platform heel first, slow and reverent, then moved her lips to the exposed arch of Persephone’s foot, pressing soft kisses along the smooth skin while the silver key swung inches from her mouth.

I could not look away.

Bella’s ass lifted slightly as she leaned forward, round and tight beneath the yellow straps, the long line of her back dipping beautifully while her full lips worshipped Persephone’s foot. Her dark curls brushed Persephone’s shin. Her small tits shifted in the bra whenever she moved. Every kiss was deliberate, obedient, almost ceremonial.

And Persephone watched me while it happened.

Not Bella.

Me.

She wanted to see what it did to me.

The answer was: everything.

My cock strained uselessly inside the cage, swelling against metal that would not give, while my flogged ass pulsed with hot pain and my wrists flexed in the cuffs above me. I could feel slickness at the front of the cage again, humiliatingly obvious, and I knew Minx and Trix could probably see it from where they stood.

Trix crouched slightly and peered at me.

“He’s leaking again,” Trix said happily.

Minx clapped once and said, “That’s adorable.”

Jennifer leaned beside them and said, “He leaks from literally everything. Pain, praise, feet, tits, other people being obedient. Persephone could read him a parking ticket and he’d ruin his underwear.”

I couldn’t argue, it was all true.

Persephone smiled down at Bella and said, “Use your tongue.”

Bella’s eyes flashed.

“Yes, Madam,” Bella said.

Then Bella opened her mouth and dragged her tongue slowly along the curve of Persephone’s foot.

My head fell back.

The chain above me rattled softly.

Persephone laughed, low and delighted, while Bella worshipped her in slow, obedient strokes, kissing her toes, licking across the arch, and pressing her full lips to the delicate bones of her ankle while the key to my cage swung and glittered right there beside her mouth. The whole thing was so layered and cruel and beautiful that I felt like my brain had been tied into knots. Bella was worshipping Persephone. Persephone owned me. My key was at Bella’s lips. I was naked, chained, bruised, and throbbing while all of them watched me understand exactly where I belonged.

Persephone rested one fishnet-gloved hand in Bella’s hair and stroked gently.

“Very nice,” Persephone said approvingly.

Bella kissed the top of Persephone’s foot one last time and looked up.

“May I spin now, Madam?” Bella asked.

Persephone glanced at me.

“Still good, Brooks?” Persephone asked softly.

I swallowed, grateful for the check-in even though my body was practically vibrating with humiliation.

“Still good, Madam,” I said.

Persephone’s expression warmed for one brief, intimate second.

Then the cruelty returned.

“Then yes,” Persephone said, looking back at Bella. “You may spin.”

Bella rose to her feet with a bright, almost girlish excitement that made her look suddenly dangerous in a completely different way.

She bounced once on the balls of her feet.

My cage throbbed again and Bella walked to the wheel.

Minx and Trix flanked her like pink-haired demons at a carnival booth.

“Ready?” Minx asked eagerly.

“Very ready,” Bella said.

“Spin with intention,” Trix said solemnly.

Jennifer hugged her chest and said, “Spin something mean.”

Persephone came to stand beside me and trailed one gloved hand over my bare stomach, down toward the cage, stopping just above it.

“Whatever it lands on, you will take it beautifully for us,” Persephone said.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

Bella grabbed the wheel with both hands.

Then she spun.

The enormous wheel clattered loudly, each click echoing through my already overstimulated body. The coloured wedges blurred together, flashing past in a dizzying circle of threat and promise. Flogging was still there. Spanking. Worship. Public degradation. Surprise. Edging.

My heart hammered.

My ass burned.

My cage pulsed.

The wheel slowed.

Click.

Click.

Click.

The pointer drifted over WORSHIP, trembled near PUBLIC PRAISE, then dropped decisively onto one deep purple wedge.

EDGING.

I let out a shaky breath that was half fear and half need.

Bella’s face lit up.

“Oh,” Bella said softly. “That sounds fun.”

Then a smaller brass pointer below the main wheel, which I had not even noticed until that exact terrible moment, gave one final little tick and landed on a narrow gold strip beneath the purple wedge.

Minx gasped.

Trix squealed.

Jennifer started laughing.

The gold strip read:

BONUS: NIPPLE CLAMPS.

My entire body went still.

Persephone’s hand finally closed around the front of my cage, slow, possessive, and impossibly cruel.

“Well, Brooks,” Persephone said sweetly. “Bella chose beautifully.”

Bella turned back toward me, smiling with gorgeous, eager menace.


Chapter 7: Bella’s Turn

Bella smiled warmly and said, “Good boy.”

My cock throbbed inside the cage at her praise, and the metal punished me one final time before Persephone bent down and lifted her ankle slightly, letting the silver key swing from the delicate chain like a cruel little star.

Jennifer made a pleased sound and said, “Oh, here we go.”

Minx bounced beside her and said, “Free the prisoner.”

Trix grinned and said, “Temporarily.”

Persephone unfastened the key from her anklet with slow, theatrical care, then knelt in front of me and held it up where I could see it.

“Remember, baby,” Persephone said sweetly, “this is not freedom.”

“I know, Madam,” I whispered.

Persephone slid the key into the lock and said, “This is access.”

The lock clicked.

I almost moaned from the sound alone.

The cage came away slowly, and the sudden rush of warm club air over my freed cock made my whole body jerk against the restraints. I was hard instantly, painfully, ridiculously hard, swollen from denial and slick from all the teasing, bobbing in the open between my spread thighs for everyone around us to see.

Minx leaned in shamelessly and said, “Oh, it is cute.”

Trix tilted her head and said, “Angry little thing.”

Jennifer laughed and said, “It looks like it has complaints.”

Bella stepped in front of me, looked down with open amusement, and said, “I think it wants to be taken seriously.”

Persephone placed the cage carefully on a nearby tray and said, “It has not earned that.”

My face burned so hot I could barely meet anyone’s eyes.

Bella reached out, wrapped one long, elegant hand around my cock, and said, “But it has earned attention.”

The first touch nearly ended me.

Her palm was warm, soft, and confident, and after so long locked away, even the lightest stroke felt obscene. My head fell back, the chain above me rattled, and I sucked in air through my teeth as her fingers moved slowly from base to head, spreading the slickness already gathered there.

Persephone stepped beside Bella with a small metal case in her hand and said, “Not too fast. He’s embarrassingly easy right now.”

Bella stroked me again, slower this time, and said, “I can feel that.”

I groaned and said, “Please.”

Jennifer’s eyes widened with delight as she said, “Oh, he’s already begging.”

Persephone opened the case and said, “He begs beautifully when he’s desperate.”

Inside the case were two small nipple clamps connected by a thin silver chain.

My stomach dropped.

Bella kept stroking me gently, just enough to make my cock pulse in her hand, while Persephone stepped closer and brushed her gloved fingers over my chest. My nipples were already tight from the cool air, the public exposure, the pain in my ass, and the unbearable pleasure of Bella’s hand.

Persephone pinched one nipple lightly and asked, “Ready?”

I breathed hard and said, “Yes, Madam.”

Persephone attached the first clamp.

Pain snapped through me, sharp and bright.

I gasped.

Bella’s hand tightened around my cock at the exact same moment, and pleasure rushed up to meet the pain so violently that my knees almost buckled.

Persephone attached the second clamp.

I cried out louder this time.

The little chain hung between my nipples, tugging them downward, turning every breath into a reminder. My chest burned. My cock jumped. Bella smiled as she watched my face twist between agony and need.

Bella stroked me slowly and said, “That is a very pretty reaction.”

Persephone touched the chain with one finger and said, “He makes lovely sounds when he hurts.”

I whimpered and said, “Thank you, Madam.”

Jennifer laughed and said, “He thanked you for nipple clamps.”

Minx sighed dreamily and said, “Training goals.”

Trix nodded and said, “Aspirational.”

Bella’s hand moved in a slow, steady rhythm now, up and down my aching cock, thumb circling the head, fingers squeezing just enough to make my hips twitch uselessly against the restraints. I could not thrust. I could not close my legs. I could not touch her. I could only stand there naked and chained while she edged me in front of everyone.

The pleasure built terrifyingly fast.

Too fast.

After days of denial, after the cage, after the flogging, after Jennifer’s mouth and the platform show and Persephone’s constant cruelty, my body was embarrassingly ready to betray me.

Bella felt it immediately.

She stopped.

I groaned, full and desperate, my cock jerking in the empty air.

Bella smiled and said, “Not yet.”

“No, please,” I said before I could stop myself.

Persephone’s eyes flashed as she said, “Greedy.”

I said, “Sorry, Madam.”

Bella stepped closer, turned around, and looked back over her shoulder with a smile that made my brain go completely blank.

Then she backed into me.

Her ass pressed around my cock, warm and firm through the thin yellow lingerie, the tight curves of her cheeks trapping me between them as she rolled her hips with slow, cruel precision. I made a sound I was not proud of. Her ass was perfect against me, strong and athletic, squeezing my cock in soft, controlled pressure while my nipple clamps tugged every time my chest heaved.

Bella glanced back and asked, “Do you like my ass, Brooks?”

I gasped and said, “Yes.”

Persephone’s fingers brushed the clamp chain as she asked, “Yes what?”

I moaned and said, “Yes, Madam. I love Bella’s ass.”

Bella laughed warmly and said, “Good answer.”

She moved slowly, rubbing her ass cheeks against my cock in deep, rolling motions, pinning me in that soft, devastating cleft until I was thrusting helplessly without being able to actually move. The sensation was maddening, not enough and far too much at the same time, her body using me while I stayed stretched open, exposed, and obedient.

I got close again.

My breathing changed.

My balls tightened.

Bella stopped immediately.

I let out a broken sound.

Jennifer clapped and said, “Oh, she is good.”

Bella turned back around, smiling, and said, “I am very good.”

Persephone looked at my cock, slick and twitching between us, and said, “He’s making such a mess.”

Bella looked down and said, “Poor thing. Should I be kinder?”

Persephone smiled and said, “No.”

Bella’s grin turned wicked.

She reached behind herself, unclipped her yellow bra, and let it fall.

Her tits were smaller than Persephone’s and Jennifer’s, but they were perfect, high, firm, and gorgeous, with dark nipples already hard under the club lights. She stepped into me, took my cock in her hand, and guided it between them.

I nearly sobbed.

Bella pressed her tits together around my cock and moved slowly, sliding the hot, soft skin up and down my shaft while looking directly into my eyes. The sight alone was enough to destroy me: Bella on me, topless and smiling, her full lips parted, her small perfect tits squeezing my cock while Persephone stood beside her with the key to my cage and the clamps pulling fire through my chest.

Bella said, “Look at me while I do it.”

I said, “Yes, Madam.”

Persephone laughed softly and said, “There he goes again.”

Bella’s tits moved faster, soft and tight around me, slicking over my cock with each slow squeeze, and my whole body strained against the restraints as the pleasure rushed up hard and bright. The clamps made every breath painful. My flogged ass throbbed. My cock slid between Bella’s tits, swollen and desperate, the head appearing and disappearing between the warm pressure of her body.

I was close.

Too close.

“Please,” I gasped.

Bella slowed but did not stop, and she asked, “Please what?”

I said, “Please let me come.”

Persephone answered before Bella could.

Persephone said, “No.”

The word hit me harder than the flogger.

Bella stopped instantly.

My cock jerked between her tits, denied at the very edge, and I groaned so loudly that several people nearby turned to look. Bella released me and stepped back, leaving me throbbing in the open, slick, swollen, and shaking.

Then she reached up and took the little silver chain between my nipple clamps.

My eyes widened.

Bella smiled sweetly and said, “One more pretty sound.”

She tugged.

Pain ripped across my chest, sharp and electric, and I screamed before I could swallow it down. My cock jumped uselessly in the air, my whole body arching against the cuffs as the pain and denied pleasure collided in a white-hot burst that left me panting.

Bella let go.

The chain swung gently between the clamps.

She looked over at Persephone, flushed and delighted, and said, “Now it’s Persephone’s turn!”


Chapter 8: Persephone Spins the wheel

Finally, it was Persephone’s turn.

By then I was not sure I qualified as a functional person anymore. I was just a naked, chained, bruised, clamped, overstimulated mess of need, my cock bobbing obscenely in the open air, slick with precum, spit, and the lingering warmth of Bella’s tits. My nipples burned beneath the clamps. My ass still ached from Jennifer’s flogger. My wrists trembled in the overhead cuffs. Every part of me felt used except the one part of me begging most desperately to be allowed to finish.

Persephone stepped in front of me.

The whole room seemed to narrow around her.

She looked unreal beneath the club lights, electric-blue makeup glittering around her sapphire eyes, black skirt hugging her hips, sheer lace bra barely hiding the heavy curve of her tits, fishnet gloves climbing her arms, and blue platform heels making her already terrifying presence feel almost mythic. The little silver key was no longer around her ankle. It had already served its purpose.

I was free.

But not allowed.

That somehow felt worse.

Persephone looked down at my aching cock, smiled sweetly, then sank gracefully to her knees.

My breath caught.

She did not stroke me. She did not even wrap her hand around me.

Instead, she leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly from my balls to the leaking tip of my cock, licking me in one long, warm, humiliating line that made my whole body jerk against the restraints.

I groaned loudly.

Persephone looked up at me and said, “Poor baby. You must be so fucking desperate to bust your load.”

“Yes, Madam,” I whispered.

Persephone stood, wiped her lips delicately with one finger, and said, “Let’s see what fate thinks of you.”

Minx and Trix practically vibrated with excitement beside the huge wheel.

Jennifer folded her arms beneath her massive latex-squeezed tits and said, “Please let it be something awful.”

Bella smiled warmly and said, “Something awful but beautiful.”

Persephone reached for the wheel.

She spun it hard.

The wheel clattered, bright wedges flashing beneath the lights as my heart hammered so violently I could feel it in my throat. Flogging passed. Edging passed. Worship passed. Surprise passed. Public degradation passed.

The wheel slowed.

Click.

Click.

Click.

It stopped.

PEGGING.

My stomach flipped.

Then the smaller gold pointer beneath it ticked once and landed on a bonus strip.

NO STROKING.

For a second, nobody spoke.

Then Jennifer screamed with delight.

Minx clapped both latex-gloved hands over her mouth and said, “Oh my God.”

Trix bounced on her toes and said, “That is so mean.”

Bella looked at me with soft, hungry sympathy and said, “Poor Brooks.”

Persephone’s smile spread slowly.

“No,” Persephone said. “Lucky Brooks, he gets to take a woman’s cock for the first time.”

My cock throbbed uselessly in the open air.

Persephone stepped close, cupped my jaw, and asked, “Still having fun?”

I swallowed hard.

“Shit tons of fun,” I said, panting and wild with arousal.

“Same,” Persephone kissed my cheek, soft and brief, and said, “Good boy.”

Then she turned to Minx and Trix and said, “Move him to the stage.”

The tiny pink-haired demons worked fast. They released my ankles first, then my wrists, keeping hands on my arms because my legs were not exactly trustworthy anymore. The moment I was free of the overhead chain, I almost folded, but Bella caught one side of me and Jennifer caught the other, both women laughing softly as they helped steer me toward a raised stage near the bar.

The bartender queen saw us coming.

She stood behind the black marble bar topless and magnificent, her golden crown gleaming in her dark braids, her bare tits heavy and perfect above her high-waisted leather pants. She looked from Persephone to me, then down at my cock, which was still swollen, slick, and denied.

Persephone leaned over the bar and murmured something to her.

The bartender’s eyebrows rose.

Then her smile turned wicked.

She lifted a small microphone from behind the bar, tapped it once, and her voice rolled through The Garden, warm, rich, and commanding.

“Attention, beautiful sinners,” the bartender announced. “A submissive slut who has been locked up and denied all week is about to be fucked in the ass for the first time.”

My entire body went rigid.

A ripple of interest moved through the room.

The bartender looked directly at me and continued, “If you would like to witness his anal cherry getting popped by our very own Persephone Malice, make your way to the stage.”

People began to gather almost immediately.

Some drifted over with drinks in hand. Some came half-dressed. Some came already touching themselves. The two women from the earlier platform show appeared near the front, now wrapped loosely in silk robes, both smiling at me with lazy recognition. A few men stood behind them with their cocks already hard in their hands. Several women moved closer, fingers sliding beneath lingerie, eyes bright and eager.

My face burned.

My cock twitched.

Persephone saw the twitch and said, “No stroking, Brooks.”

“I know, Madam,” I said.

Persephone said, “That means no hands. No trying to rub yourself against anything. Your orgasm, if you get one, will come from where I decide to put pleasure.”

I shivered.

“Yes, Madam,” I said. “I’ll be a good boy.”

“You’d better.”

They put me on my back in the centre of the stage.

The padding was cool beneath my flogged ass, which made me hiss through my teeth as I lay down. Minx and Trix fastened my wrists above my head again, this time to soft restraints attached to the stage, and spread my thighs open with padded straps around my ankles. I was completely exposed beneath the violet lights, cock standing hard and untouched, clamps still biting my nipples, ass presented to Persephone and the hungry little audience gathering below.

Persephone disappeared for one moment.

When she returned, she was wearing a harness.

The strapon attached to it was long, blue, and realistically shaped, thick enough to make my mouth go dry. It jutted from her hips obscenely, gleaming under the lights, while she walked toward me like a goddess arriving to accept a sacrifice.

The crowd murmured appreciatively.

Jennifer said, “That colour is gorgeous.”

Bella said, “It matches her shoes!”

Persephone laughed softly and said, “Only the best for my little stress ball.”

I stared at the blue cock between her thighs.

Persephone climbed onto the stage and knelt between my spread legs.

She poured lube into her gloved palm, coating the strapon slowly, deliberately, making sure I watched every slick stroke.

My cock jerked helplessly.

Persephone noticed.

“That little cocklet can dance around all it likes but I’m not fucking touching it,” Persephone said.

I whimpered.

She slicked two gloved fingers and touched me gently.

The first touch against my ass made me tense immediately.

“That’s it,” Persephone said softly. “Good boy. Open for me.”

Her finger pressed slowly inside me.

The feeling was strange, intense, embarrassing, and so intimate that I could barely process it. I clenched instinctively, then forced myself to relax as her other hand rubbed soothing circles over my thigh. The crowd vanished for a second. The music vanished. The only thing in the world was Persephone’s face above me, calm and focused and terribly beautiful.

“Still good?” Persephone asked.

“Yes, Madam,” I said, panting.

Persephone slid her finger deeper and said, “You are going to love getting fucked, my little anal slut.”

I believed her because she said it like an order.

She worked me open slowly, adding lube, adding pressure, adding another finger when my body finally allowed it. Every little stretch made my cock pulse untouched in the air. Every brush inside me sent odd sparks of pleasure up through my stomach. The nipple clamps tugged with every breath, turning my chest into a steady burn beneath the mounting pressure.

Then Persephone lined up the blue cock.

The crowd below quieted.

Persephone leaned over me, her tits hanging beautifully in the sheer lace bra, her lips close to mine, and said, “Look at me.”

I looked at her.

Persephone pressed forward.

The head of the strapon pushed against me, then slowly, steadily slipped inside.

I cried out.

Not from pain exactly, though there was a bright stretch and a deep shocking pressure that made my whole body seize. It was too much and not enough, strange and full and humiliating, and then Persephone stopped, holding herself there, letting me shake around the first few inches.

The room erupted in soft cheers.

Jennifer called, “Good boy, Brooks!”

Bella called, “You’re doing so well!”

The bartender called, “Look at that small clit bitch take her massive cock!”

Persephone smiled down at me and said, “My good little slut. First time, and you’re already opening up for me.”

I groaned, mortified and dizzy.

Persephone pressed deeper.

The blue cock slid farther inside me.

My back arched.

The clamps tugged.

My cock bounced untouched, slick and desperate, while Persephone filled me inch by inch.

“That’s it,” Persephone said. “Take my cock. Since your little one has been useless all week, maybe your ass can finally do something worthwhile.”

A helpless moan tore out of me.

Persephone’s eyes flashed.

“Oh, you liked that,” Persephone said, grinning wildly. “Of course you did.”

She began to move.

Slow at first.

Inch by inch.

The strapon dragged out of me, then pushed back in, deeper, smoother, slicker each time. The pressure built inside me in a place I had never felt anything before. My entire body seemed confused by it, overwhelmed by the fullness, the humiliation, the strange rising pleasure that had nothing to do with anyone touching my cock.

Persephone found her rhythm.

The crowd got louder.

Below the stage, people were touching themselves openly now. Men stroked their cocks while watching Persephone fuck me. Women slid hands between their thighs, fingers moving beneath lace and leather and silk. The brunette from the earlier platform show leaned against her pixie-cut lover, one hand inside her robe, eyes fixed on me while her friend kissed her neck.

Persephone saw me looking and snapped her hips harder.

I gasped.

“Eyes on me,” Persephone said.

“Yes, Madam,” I said staring into those pools of blue.

Persephone fucked me deeper and said, “They can watch, baby, but you belong to me.”

“Yes, Madam,” I said again, voice breaking.

Persephone said, “Say it louder.”

“I belong to you, Madam,” I cried.

The crowd cheered.

Persephone’s smile turned feral.

She angled her hips slightly, and the next thrust hit something inside me that made my entire body go white-hot.

I screamed, a raw, shocked sound that burst out of me before I could stop it.

Persephone stilled for half a second.

Then she smiled.

“Oh,” Persephone said. “There’s my natural slut.”

She thrust there again.

I sobbed. The pleasure was impossible. It came from too deep, too bright, too humiliatingly separate from my cock, which stood untouched and leaking against my stomach. My balls tightened. My thighs trembled against the restraints. My nipples burned beneath the clamps.

Persephone fucked that spot again and again.

“You see?” Persephone said, breathless now. “You don’t even need your clit, Brooks. I can make you fall apart from your ass alone.”

“Yes, Madam,” I gasped.

Persephone said, “You are not stroking.”

“No, Madam,” I said.

Persephone said, “You are not touching that pathetic little cock.”

“No, Madam,” I said again.

Persephone drove into me harder.

I cried out.

“Drop your hand,” Persephone said suddenly.

I blinked up at her, dazed.

“What?” I asked.

Persephone nodded toward the edge of the stage and said, “Drop your hand. The audience, they want to touch you.”

My right wrist was released by Minx, though my left stayed bound above me. I lowered my trembling hand over the side of the stage.

Two women immediately came forward.

The brunette and the pixie-cut woman.

The brunette took my index and middle finger into her warm mouth first, sucking them slowly while looking up at me with cum-drunk eyes. The pixie-cut woman kissed my palm, then licked along my other fingers before taking two into her mouth as well. Behind them, two men moved in, each gripping a woman by the hips, pushing their cocks into them from behind while they continued sucking my fingers.

My brain broke.

Persephone laughed and fucked me harder.

“Look at that,” Persephone said. “You’re useful after all. Your cock stays untouched, but your fingers get worshipped while other men fuck the women you’re touching.”

The brunette moaned around my fingers as the man behind her thrust into her.

The pixie-cut woman sucked harder, her eyes fluttering, her ass bouncing against the man behind her.

My cock jerked wildly without being touched.

“No,” Persephone said sharply.

“I can’t help it,” I gasped.

Persephone slammed into my prostate again and said, “Then suffer prettily.”

Everything became too much.

The strapon inside me. The women sucking my fingers. The men fucking them below. The crowd stroking and rubbing and moaning. Persephone’s tits moving in black lace above me. Her blue eyes. Her cruel mouth. The clamps. The restraints. The public shame. The pressure building deeper and deeper until I realized, with absolute terror, that I was going to come.

Not from my cock.

From this.

From her.

“Madam,” I gasped. “I’m close.”

The crowd heard me.

A murmur went through them.

Persephone slowed just enough to make me whine.

“Are you?” Persephone asked, eyes going wide. “Seriously?”

“Yes, Madam,” I said. “Please don’t stop fucking me.”

Persephone looked out at the crowd and called, “Should I let my locked-up little slut come from his ass?”

The answer came back as a roaring yes.

Jennifer shouted, “Make him earn it!”

Bella shouted, “Count him down!”

The bartender lifted the microphone again and said, “You heard her, Garden. Count the pretty slut down.”

Persephone gripped my hips and angled the strapon perfectly.

Then the whole club began to count.

“Ten,” the crowd shouted.

Persephone thrust deep.

My body arched.

“Nine,” the crowd shouted.

The women sucked my fingers harder while the men fucked them from behind.

“Eight,” the crowd shouted.

Persephone hit my prostate again, and sparks burst behind my eyes.

“Seven,” the crowd shouted.

My cock bounced untouched, leaking helplessly across my stomach.

“Six,” the crowd shouted.

The clamps burned. My ass stretched. My body shook.

“Five,” the crowd shouted.

Persephone leaned down, kissed me hard, and kept fucking me through it.

“Four,” the crowd shouted.

I sobbed into her mouth, my cock streamed precum.

“Three,” the crowd shouted.

Persephone broke the kiss and said, “Come for me, Brooks.”

“Two,” the crowd shouted.

My whole body locked.

“One,” the crowd shouted.

The orgasm tore through me.

It was not like any orgasm I had ever had in my life. It started deep inside, where Persephone’s cock kept pounding against that impossible spot, and then it exploded outward through my stomach, my chest, my thighs, my balls, my trapped, untouched cock. I came in thick, helpless pulses across my stomach without a single hand around me, my body bucking against the restraints while Persephone fucked me through every wave.

The club erupted.

People cheered. People moaned. Someone laughed in delighted disbelief. The women below kept sucking my fingers while I shook above them, and Persephone kept moving slowly, gently now, milking every last aftershock from me until I was a trembling, ruined thing beneath her.

Finally, she stopped.

She leaned over me, breathing hard, her blue makeup glittering, her lips parted, her eyes soft with possession.

“My good boy,” Persephone said.

I could barely speak.

“Thank you, Madam,” I whispered.

Persephone smiled, then lowered her mouth to my stomach and dragged her tongue slowly through the mess I had made, licking my cum from my belly with lazy, filthy satisfaction while the crowd roared its approval. Then she crawled back up my body, kissed me deeply, and fed the taste back into my mouth until I moaned helplessly against her lips.

When she finally pulled away, I was dazed, panting, and utterly destroyed.

The bartender’s voice rolled warmly over the microphone.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the bartender announced, “Persephone Malice has officially popped her new sub’s cherry.”

The room cheered again.

Jennifer appeared at the edge of the stage, beaming.

Bella appeared beside her, smiling softly.

Minx and Trix clapped like maniacs.

Persephone looked down at me, wicked and tender and victorious.

I lay there naked, flushed, bruised, clamped, covered in my own cum, and completely, hopelessly hers.

And the worst part was that I already knew I would thank her for it again.


Epilogue: A Quick Bite

By the time we got back to my apartment, I was no longer a man.

I was an exhausted submissive machine.

Persephone had insisted on stopping at a late-night corner store on the way home because, in her words, “good sluts need sugar after public prostate destruction,” which was how I ended up carrying two bottles of milk, a sleeve of chocolate chip cookies, and the shattered remains of my dignity through my own front door while three devastating women in club outfits followed behind me like a very sexy tribunal.

Persephone looked immaculate, somehow, despite the fact that she had spent part of the evening fucking me in front of a cheering audience. Her electric-blue makeup was still sharp around her sapphire eyes, her black skirt still hugged her hips, and her sheer lace bra still showed off the heavy curve of her tits beneath the delicate pattern.

Jennifer Ignatius Fleet bounced in behind her, tiny, redheaded, latex-clad, and far too pleased with herself for someone who had recently flogged my ass until sitting down felt like negotiating with a hostile government.

Bella Shine came last, tall and gorgeous in yellow lingerie under her open overcoat, her curly dark hair spilling around her face, her full lips curved in a warm, secret smile that made my cock twitch uselessly even though, tragically, Persephone had already locked me back up.

That had happened in the car.

I was not ready to discuss it emotionally.

Now I stood naked in the middle of my living room except for Persephone’s panties.

She had given them to me as a “souvenir,” which sounded sweet until she made me wear them.

They were soft, blue, lacy, and humiliatingly small, riding low under the chastity cage and doing absolutely nothing to hide the fact that I was still locked, swollen, and miserably sensitive.

Jennifer dropped onto my couch with a satisfied sigh and said, “This place is cute. Very sexually compromised, but cute.”

Bella sat beside her, stretched out her long legs, and said, “I like it. It has nervous-submissive energy.”

“This is my place, please make yourselves at home,” I said weakly.

Persephone sat in the armchair, crossed one blue-heeled foot over the other, and said, “Then be a good host, Brooks.”

I looked at the cookies in my hand and said, “Right. I’ll grab plates?”

Persephone smiled sweetly and said, “No, baby. I meant that you need to get on the floor.”

My face heated instantly.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

A few minutes later, the three of them were eating cookies and drinking milk like this was a perfectly wholesome sleepover, while I knelt naked at their feet in my own living room, wearing Persephone’s panties and worshipping them one by one.

It was obscene how domestic it felt.

Jennifer had kicked off her shoes and offered me her small pale feet first, her toenails painted glossy black, her latex dress creaking whenever she shifted. She fed herself a cookie with one hand while the other rested lazily in my hair.

“Your mouth is very useful,” Jennifer said cheerfully.

“Thank you,” I said against her arch.

Persephone looked over sharply.

I corrected myself quickly and said, “Thank you, Madam.”

Jennifer grinned and said, “Oh, Perse, how do you feel about me borrowing him.”

“You may borrow his mouth,” Persephone said calmly. “Just make sure you give me plenty of notice.”

Bella’s feet were next, elegant and warm from her heels, her yellow-polished toes curling slightly when I kissed along the top of one foot. She watched me with that amused, gentle expression that made me feel somehow more exposed than Jennifer’s cruelty did.

“You are sweet,” Bella said softly. “Persephone should keep you.”

I kissed her ankle and said, “Thank you, Bella.”

Persephone cleared her throat.

I flushed and said, “Thank you, Madam Bella.”

Persephone sighed, though her smile gave her away, and said, “We are going to have to standardize your titles before someone gets drunk on power.”

Jennifer pointed at herself with a cookie and said, “Too late.”

Finally I crawled to Persephone.

Her blue platform heels were already off, set neatly beside the chair, and her feet rested in my lap like they belonged there. The little silver key was back on her anklet, dangling just above my hands, catching the soft apartment light every time she moved.

My key.

My problem.

My religion, apparently.

Persephone sipped her milk, looked down at me, and said, “Go on, pretty boy.”

I lowered my mouth to her foot.

The room quieted slightly as I kissed her toes, then her arch, then the delicate curve below her ankle where the key brushed my cheek. I was sore, exhausted, overstimulated, and still so deeply turned on that the cage felt like it had become part of my nervous system.

Persephone stroked my hair with slow, possessive fingers.

“That was a very big night for you,” Persephone said softly.

“Yes, Madam,” I said.

“You were brave,” Persephone said. “And a total slut, so many people saw that tiny cock make cummies when you were getting railed by my massive cock. How did that feel?”

My throat tightened in a way that had nothing to do with arousal.

“Amazing, Madam,” I whispered.

Bella nodded and said, “He did beautifully.”

I stayed bent over Persephone’s foot, trying not to look as affected as I felt.

Of course, Persephone noticed.

She always noticed.

“Aww,” Persephone said. “He likes praise almost as much as degradation.”

Persephone used her toes to tilt my chin up and said, “He really is a good boy.”

Then her phone buzzed.

She glanced at the screen.

Her expression changed immediately.

“Shit,” Persephone said.

Jennifer looked over and asked, “Work?”

Persephone sighed and said, “The motherfucking Carter thing moved up.”

Bella winced and said, “Already?”

Persephone nodded and said, “Emergency prep, client meetings, filings, probably three weeks of late nights, maybe four if the partners start acting like concussed magikarps.I’ll probably need to go to Toronto, maybe the Montreal office too. Shit! ”

Jennifer groaned and said, “I hate the Carter thing.”

“Everyone hates the Carter thing,” Persephone said. “And worse, it means our next date cannot be for a month.”

The room seemed to pause.

I looked up from her foot.

“A month?” I asked.

Persephone’s eyes softened, but only a little.

“A month,” Persephone said. “I’m afraid it’s unavoidable.”

My cock tried to swell in the cage.

The metal tightened.

I made a small, pathetic sound before I could stop myself.

Persephone looked down at the cage, then at me, and said, “Oh, baby. You know what that means.”

I swallowed.

“No way, seriously?” I said.

Persephone smiled.

“Yes,” Persephone said. “You are going to have to stay locked until then.”

My entire body flushed.

“A month?” I repeated.

Persephone stroked my cheek with her toes and said, “You survived a week.”

“Barely,” I said, no idea how I’d cope.

Persephone looked thoughtful as the key swung from her anklet.

“I would get one of the girls to be your keyholder,” Persephone said, “but Jennifer and Bella both work with me, and if the next few weeks go the way I think they will, they are going to be trapped in the same office apocalypse.”

Jennifer sighed and said, “I would have abused the power beautifully, for the record.”

Bella smiled and said, “I would have been kinder.”

Persephone looked at Bella.

Bella amended herself and said, “Slightly kinder.”

I stared at the key and tried not to panic.

Then the other bedroom door opened.

All four of us froze.

Tamara, my ditzy gorgeous roommate, stood in the doorway wearing nothing but an oversized T-shirt and tiny panties, her dark hair messy from sleep, her eyes bright with wicked interest. She looked from Persephone, to Jennifer, to Bella, to me kneeling naked in Persephone’s blue panties with my mouth still embarrassingly close to her foot.

A slow smile spread across Tamara’s face.

“I couldn’t help but overhear,” Tamara said softly. My stomach dropped as Tamara leaned against the doorframe, looked directly at the cage, and whispered, “Do you need a chastity sitter?”

The three women smiled.

I blushed so hard I felt it in my ears.

And as Persephone’s toes curled under my chin, as Jennifer started laughing, as Bella looked me over with open amusement, and as Tamara’s wicked little roommate smile sharpened into something far more dangerous, I realized one simple, terrible truth.

I was so fucked.

Because for the next month, my cock was going to be hers to control.

To be continued……

Teaser: How To Ruin Your Best Friend With Chastity by Lexie Locke (available now)

"You missed a spot!"

The leash snapped taut, yanking at the ring of my chastity cage. I gasped, stumbling onto my hands and knees as Hannah pulled me toward a watermark on the hardwood. Dawn light spilled through the high-rises, painting the floor gold. My third day as my best friend's caged little chastity slut had just begun.

"You need to do a better job if you ever want me to let your tiny locked cock out again," Hannah purred, giving the leash a second, unnecessary tug — just to watch me blush.

She lounged on the couch like she owned the world — and me along with it.

Beautiful. Cruel. Impossible. She was all these things and more.

Her sheer white top did nothing to hide the firm curves of her breasts, raspberry-pink nipples dark through the delicate fabric. Long, smooth legs tucked beneath her in tiny white leather shorts. High white heels dangled from her pretty, pedicured toes. Around one slim ankle, the silver key to my chastity cage winked with every little movement.

That key had turned my cock into something smaller, embarrassing — her pretty little toy.

After twenty years of friendship, she'd caught me sniffing her panties — and turned me into her submissive houseboy for the week.

She was loving every second of it.

And as frustrating — as aching — as it was...

So was I.

"You're so pretty like that," Hannah said, tapping her heel against my cage. The sharp jolt made me moan helplessly. "On your knees, drooling over my key like a desperate little bitch."

She smiled when she saw the cage twitch.

"Oh my god, you're throbbing just because I called you a bitch. You like being my pathetic little plaything, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I whispered, eyes on the floor.

"Good boy," she said, clucking her tongue. "Come here."

I scrambled to kneel at her side.

She shifted lazily, her heel pressing directly against my cage, grinding gently.

I shuddered, helpless, my body starved for the tiniest touch.

Her hands roamed — slow, merciless — pinching my nipples, dragging her manicured nails down the insides of my thighs, tracing featherlight lines that made me tremble.

When she pressed her lips to my neck, I thought I might melt right there.

"Please," I gasped. "Please let me fuck you."

Hannah laughed — a sweet, cruel sound — and flicked my caged cock with her fingernail.

"All you've done so far," she said, voice dripping with scorn, "is sniff my dirty panties, spurt in your little cage like a messy bitch, and get a ruined anal orgasm in front of three dommes who wouldn't even waste a handjob on you."

She leaned closer, lips brushing my ear.

"And you think that deserves my pussy?"

The humiliation twisted in my gut — sharp, electric, unbearable — and still, my caged cock throbbed harder.

"Please," I whimpered, desperate.

Hannah clucked her tongue almost pityingly.

"Poor thing," she crooned. "You're so hopeless."

Then her voice hardened:

"You know the risk of asking for release. Punishment time."

Slowly, never breaking eye contact, she peeled off her leather shorts to reveal a red rose-patterned thong with intricate gold bells along the sides. My mouth watered. I'd have given anything to taste her — to lick her to orgasm — anything.

"Don't get any ideas," Hannah grinned, pushing my head down between her thighs, trapping me there. The leash shortened until my neck strained against it.

"You may never get the privilege of seeing my pussy," she whispered sweetly. "But you're going to watch me cum without you."

From somewhere behind her, she pulled out a wand — wicked, familiar — and pressed it between her legs, grinding it slowly against the damp cotton of her panties.

I knelt there, helpless, staring up at the soaked outline of her lips through the fabric, my cage throbbing uselessly.

She dragged her toes along my caged cock, smearing precum onto the floor without a care.

I whimpered.

Hannah’s breath hitched. Her hips rolled lazily against the toy. Her voice turned taunting:

"Look at you, bestie. Leaking all over my clean floor like a horny little slut."

I dripped onto the hardwood I'd just cleaned, humiliated, desperate, needing her.

"You're so easy," she moaned, rubbing harder, her thighs trembling around my head. "You're going to lick up your little mess when I'm done. Like the good housepet you are."

I shivered helplessly.

As she ground the wand against her soaked panties, her breathing turned ragged — little gasps and moans escaping her lips.

The scent of her arousal thickened the air. My cage throbbed with every tremble of her muscles.

She pressed harder, hips rolling in frantic little circles. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, and she let out a choked, desperate cry — not loud, but raw.

She started whispering — low, broken, brutal:

"Such a messy boy," she gasped.

"You never even deserved my fingers, let alone my pussy."

"Just a pathetic little cage-pet... leaking at his Mistress’s feet."

"Good boys clean floors. Good boys beg. Good boys don’t dare to think about cumming inside me."

Each word stabbed into me, embarassment and arousal tangling tighter until I thought I might collapse just from the sound of her voice.

Her moans blurred the words into a symphony of beautiful cruelty:

"My pretty little housepet..."

"My drippy little toy..."

"My desperate, useless, caged little cum rag."

Her thighs quivered violently. I could feel the orgasm building inside her — wild, unstoppable — and her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place as she came.

With a final broken sob of pleasure, Hannah shuddered and came hard, grinding helplessly against the wand, soaking the thin cotton between us.

The wand slipped from her hand with a soft thud against the floor.

She slumped back on the couch, legs spread shamelessly, chest heaving, a beautiful flushed mess.

For a long moment, she just sat there, breathing hard, lazily playing with a lock of damp hair.

Then, finally, she looked down at me.

Her smile was pure sunshine — cruel, fond, devastating.

"Now," she said brightly, ruffling my hair, "time to clean up."

I crawled forward on trembling arms and licked my own leaking precum from the hardwood — cheeks burning hotter than the sun outside. The taste of shame filled my mouth. Hannah just watched, laughing.

"My sweet little floor-licker," she murmured, tapping my nose with her toe before skipping into the bedroom. "Did you like watching your Mistress cum all over herself without even touching you?"

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I said quickly. Then, trying to get on her good side, I added, "Thank you."

"Oh, very good boy," Hannah purred, emerging from the bedroom in a tiny white tennis skirt that barely covered anything at all.

On my knees, I had the perfect — humiliating — view.

She’d changed into a barely-there white G-string, the thin strip of fabric doing nothing to hide the plump curve of her ass cheeks. When she spun playfully, they bounced, jiggling just enough to make my cage throb helplessly.

"Cute, right?" she teased, lifting the hem flirtatiously. "But now it's your turn to get dressed."

She tossed something at me — it landed in my lap in a damp, humiliating heap.

A red rose-patterned thong, delicate and wickedly feminine, with tiny golden bells stitched along the sides.

I stared at it, heat crawling up my chest.

"It's bad enough you cage my cock," I whined, voice cracking with mortification. "Why do I have to wear your panties too?"

Hannah just winked, utterly unbothered. "Because you're my cute little pantyboy, obviously. And because..." — she leaned down, lips brushing my ear — "I love watching you blush."

She straightened, smirking wickedly. "Also, you called it your cock." Her voice dropped into a mock-stern purr. "You'll be punished for that little slip later."

She clapped her hands like an excited teacher. "Now hurry up, Bestie! Unless you want it to get worse..."

Shaking with embarrassment, I obeyed, sliding the damp thong up my thighs. It barely covered anything — the bells chiming softly with every trembling movement.

My heart was still hammering when the doorbell buzzed.

Hannah squealed in delight. "That's the driver, Bestie! Fredrika sent her to take you to the photoshoot!"

For a flash of a second, the old Hannah — silly, bubbly, giggly — lit up her face. But it only made it worse. She was still her. She was still my best friend. And she was doing this.

"Let's go," she said brightly, grabbing a beige trench coat from the hook. "You'll need this. Can't have everyone staring at my pretty little toy too soon."

She draped it around my shoulders and buttoned it up herself, the fabric brushing against my bare, trembling thighs.

Then — with infuriating tenderness — she clipped the leash to my collar, kissed my cheek, and gave it a playful tug.

"I'm having so much fun," she whispered, eyes shining with mischief. "Aren't you?"

Before I could answer, she yanked the leash and pulled me stumbling out the door — straight toward my public chastity humiliation.

The bells on my panties jingled softly with every step.


Books By This Author

How to Ruin Your Best Friend With Chastity


Three ravishing, large-breasted women bustled about; each naked except for sleek collars and tight chastity belts. Their tits jiggled as they adjusted reflectors, fiddled with lights, giggling with the easy freedom of girls who weren't about to have their humiliation documented forever.
At the far end, Quinn perched in a tall director’s chair, swinging her legs and flashing glimpses of her slick white panties. She waved when she saw me.
"Oh my god," my best friend squealed, clapping her hands and pointing at the pink prison encasing my cock. "That cage is teeny! How did you even fit him in there?"
"It was easy, Miss," Dina said brightly, dipping into an obedient curtsy. "His old cage was way too generous. Even this tiny one’s probably still a little too big."
The assistants giggled.
I caught Quinn’s eye, silently begging her — but she only grinned wider, absolutely thrilled.
Meanwhile, Fredrika circled me like a shark, camera flashing over and over. She looked amazing and powerful as she worked, commanding the entire room without fear. Each burst of light made me feel smaller, more naked, more exposed.
I instinctively tried to shield my caged cock with my hands.
"That won’t do," Fredrika said coolly, pressing a button on her belt remote.
A sharp, buzzing jolt ripped through the cage and the plug buried inside me.
 I bucked helplessly, gasping into the sterile air, my thighs trembling against the spreader bar.


My Femdom Chastity Relationship : FFM Femdom Romance of Chastity, FLR, and Surrender (My Submissive Girlfriend Is a Chastity Femdom now?)


Bianca hadn’t even called by yet…..I knelt obediently by the apartment door, watching the twilight glow filter through the expansive one-way windows of Alexis’s luxurious penthouse, my heart racing in anticipation of her return. As always, I was naked except for the items they had selected to remind me exactly who I belonged to: a snug leather collar around my neck, a sleek black chastity cage enclosing me tightly, an embarrassingly delicate pink ribbon tied teasingly around its base, tall black boots polished meticulously to a shine and reaching just below my knees, and an intricate leather harness wrapped securely around my chest.
Waiting like this always filled me with a nervous thrill. My imagination ran wild with possibilities, wondering how Alexis might choose to dominate me upon her arrival. Some evenings, she’d burst through the door, visibly stressed from her high-powered career, casting her briefcase aside as she snapped commands that left me trembling and eager. 
She’d position me helplessly over the elegant marble kitchen island, administering swift and calculated discipline until my body quivered beneath her touch, my locked desire begging fruitlessly for release it would never receive. Other nights were different, her dominance slow and torturously methodical, each moment carefully measured to intensify my frustration until I could scarcely endure the exquisite torment. Tonight, I sensed, would be one of those evenings.
A soft chime from the elevator made my heart quicken. The doors parted smoothly, revealing Alexis standing confidently against the amber twilight, her striking red hair cascading over her shoulders, emerald eyes glittering with satisfaction as she took in my obedient posture.
"Good evening, my sweet little plaything," she purred, stepping gracefully past me, gently trailing her fingers through my hair as she moved toward the dining table, where her favorite salad awaited. 
She settled into her chair elegantly, crossing her legs with effortless grace and casting a knowing glance my way. "You may worship me while I eat.”
This was what happened when your adorable girlfriend became a terrifying femdom and locked away your cock.
And the evening had only just begun.
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