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Lexie's Note

Hi there! 


This story follows a sweet guy in his mid-twenties who falls in love with his date, all while falling deeper and deeper into her world of femdom chastity, SPH, FLR, BDSM and FFM group play. 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



Act 1


Prologue

I don’t think I’d ever wanted anything as much as I wanted Calliope Vale.

The room was warm and dim, lit by a lamp on the bedside table and the glow of the city through the windows. Music from the party thudded faintly through the walls. But we had escaped the chaos, and now there was only us.

Calliope locked the bedroom door and crossed the room in three strides, placed both hands on my chest, and pushed me backward.

I fell onto the bed with a soft bounce, the mattress absorbing my weight and springing back slightly beneath me.

She stood at the foot of the bed and looked at me with open amusement.

“Listen, baby,” she said. “You’re pretty. You’re fun. And I like you.”

My pulse jumped. I propped myself up on my elbows, grinning like an idiot.

“Will you trust me?” she asked.

I did not hesitate. “I trust you, Calliope.”

She smiled slowly, as if that was exactly the answer she wanted.

“Good boy.”

She turned to the dresser and opened the top drawer. I watched her back as she leaned forward slightly, her coat already gone, her corset top still hugging her tight perfect body. She pulled out a long length of ribbon, deep red and smooth, and let it slide through her delicate fingers before turning back toward me.

“Now do as your told and put your hands up,” she said.

I raised my arms without thinking.

Calliope climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips with her supple thighs as she guided my wrists up to the headboard. Her touch was firm but soft, and the scent of her perfume made my mouth water for her taste.

The ribbon wrapped around my wrists, then around the wooden slats, pulled snug but not painful. She tied it neatly, testing it once with a sharp tug.

I swallowed. My arms were pinned above my head. My chest rose and fell faster than before.

She leaned over me, her face close, her breath warm against my cheek.

“Hey, pretty boy,” she said softly. “Wanna see my tits?”

“Yes,” I said immediately.

She tilted her head. “Then be a good boy for me, and beg for it.”


Chapter One: Get Back Out There, Big Boy

“I really don’t know if this is a good idea,” I sighed. “Maybe I’m not ready. What if I’m not ready?”

My voice sounded thin in the small room. I had been checking the mirror for nearly ten minutes, tugging at the collar of my shirt and adjusting the cuffs until my fingers felt stiff.

“Stop being such a bitch,” Penny said with a laugh as she sauntered into my room. Her tank top was tiny, thin cotton that clung to her chest and showed the lift of her heavy breasts with no effort to hide any of it.

As she raised her arms to stretch, the hem lifted higher and revealed her narrow waist and the small silver ring in her pierced belly button. My eyes drifted down to the line of red lace at the top of her tiny pyjama shorts.

The shorts were short enough that I could see nearly all of her supple thighs. Her hips moved in slow, relaxed curves and her bare pretty dainty feet padded across the floor without hesitation.

She moved with a relaxed confidence that filled the room and made me feel like I was playing dress-up.

We had been roommates since I moved to New York. We had become fast friends within days. She was gorgeous with blonde wavy hair that curled around her neck, a wide smile that always looked like she already knew the answer to a question I had not asked, and a way of speaking that made every sentence sharp and funny. She had a filthy mouth and absolutely no boundaries, which had taken some getting used to. Now I could not imagine living with anyone else.

“How do I look at least,” I groaned. “Do I look okay?”

Penny stepped close and placed both her delicate hands on my cheeks. Her delicate fingers held my face and pulled my attention back to her eyes. Her eyes were amber hazel, warm and bright even in the dull morning light. She studied me for a long moment, her expression softening.

“Sweetheart, if I wasn’t a raging lesbian with absolutely no interest in hairy boys and their gross dicks, I would strip you naked, throw you on the bed and blowjob you to kingdom come right now.”

Heat rushed to my face. I giggled in spite of myself while my cock hardened at her words. It was ridiculous that she could do that to me without trying.

“Blowjob isn’t a verb,” I muttered. “It’s a noun.”

She licked her full lush lips with her small wet tongue. “I’ll take your word for it, stud.”

I shook my head, trying to hide the growing bulge in my slacks. Penny always managed to fluster me, even though I knew she had no interest in my body. That made her teasing even more intense because she delivered every filthy line with pure amusement and not a hint of flirtation.

“Now vamoose,” she said, waving a hand at the door. “Go make some lucky straight girl slightly disappointed.”

“You’re ridiculous,” I said, rolling my eyes as I reached for my shoes.

“Seriously, get going,” she said and smacked my ass. The sound echoed off the walls. “Lola is coming over later. I was planning on making sweet sweet love to her in the kitchen. Do not come back until at least ten o clock.”

I raised an eyebrow. “In the kitchen?”

“Yes. I like the counter height. Also, the lighting is good on her face when she rides my strap.”

I covered my ears. “I do not need this level of detail before a date.”

“Sure you do,” she replied with a grin. “It builds anticipation.”

I slipped my shoes on and grabbed my jacket. My nerves were still active under my skin, a steady buzzing that made my hands feel cold. My heart beat a little too fast. The breakup with Melissa had knocked me flat and left me with a strange mix of eagerness and dread toward dating again. Part of me wanted connection. Another part felt raw and exposed. Penny knew this, which is why she had been talking me into this date all week.

I stood at the doorway for a second and looked at her again. The sunlight filtered through the curtains and landed across her hair, lighting it with a pale glow that made her look even more striking. She stood barefoot on the wooden floor, her pretty dainty feet slightly turned inward, one hip pushed out, her tank top loose enough that the soft curve of her heavy breast peeked at the edge. She looked relaxed and powerful in a way that filled the room with her presence.

I felt a mix of gratitude and anxiety as I took in the scene. She was the kind of friend who could pull me out of my head with a single joke. The kind of friend who would also drag me out of the apartment if I hesitated. She was exactly the person I needed at this stage of my life, even when she overwhelmed me.

“You’re gonna do fine,” she said quietly, her tone gentler. “You really will, I promise Sebastian.”

“Thanks,” I replied. My voice came out steadier than before.

She pointed at the door. “Go get her, tiger!”

I checked my phone. The time flashed up at me. I still had twenty minutes before the date. I could walk slowly and gather my thoughts. I could rehearse introductions and smalltalk in my head. I could try to remember how to present myself strongly and manly and all the things Melissa had wished I was.

Penny’s voice echoed in my mind. Go make some lucky straight girl slightly disappointed.

I huffed out a laugh and shook my head.

The sunlight hit my face as I took my first step down the block. My chest felt tight and hopeful at the same time. The air was cold and clean against my cheeks. The weight of my jacket settled evenly across my shoulders. My shoes clicked against the pavement in a steady rhythm.

I was not sure if I was ready.

But I was moving.


Chapter Two: A Vision in Corset

I left my apartment in Hell’s Kitchen with enough time to spare, but my stomach still felt tight. The morning air hit my face as soon as I stepped outside. It was cold in a direct way that made my hands stiffen, and the pavement still held patches of frost in the cracks. The entire street carried the signs of New Year’s Eve. Every storefront had decorations taped to the windows. Silver streamers hung from awnings. Inflatable numbers spelling out the year were stuck to doors. Strings of warm white lights ran up the lampposts, bright enough to glow even in daylight.

I walked toward the subway with my collar turned up. People moved around me in heavy coats, scarves wrapped high on their necks, cups of coffee held close for warmth. A group of kids ran past wearing paper crowns. Someone had tied gold balloons to a parking meter. They bounced back and forth in the wind.

The stairs to the station were covered in chalk drawings of fireworks. Someone had drawn a large clock pointing at midnight beside the railing. When I reached the bottom, the platform was packed. Shoes squeaked on the tiles. A busker played a small electric keyboard with a cardboard sign that read New Year Tips Welcome. The air smelled like metal, warm bodies, and the faint sweetness of hot chocolate from a vendor’s thermos.

The train took a few minutes to arrive. People shuffled forward, adjusting scarves and gloves. When the doors opened, a gust of heated air rushed out. I stepped inside and grabbed the nearest pole. The train car was full but not uncomfortable. A woman wore a glittery headband shaped like the year. A man beside her held a bouquet of silver foil stars. Everyone looked ready for the night ahead even though it was still early afternoon.

The subway rattled under the river. I watched the overhead lights flicker. My reflection in the window looked pale and tense, but steady enough. When we pulled into Brooklyn, the crowd thinned. I stepped onto the platform and felt the temperature drop again as I walked up the stairs to the street.

Brooklyn felt cleaner and more open than Manhattan. Decorations hung from the balconies of brownstones. Trees along the sidewalks were wrapped in lights from the base of the trunk up to the branches. Store windows displayed champagne bottles arranged in tidy rows. A bakery had a stack of iced cookies shaped like stars. A florist had placed a metal bin outside filled with silver-sprayed branches.

I walked toward the waterfront. The air grew colder and sharper with each block. The sound of the river reached me before I saw it. The breeze carried a faint scent of salt and diesel from the passing ferries. The sky was pale and bright, the sunlight low and direct.

The waterfront itself was decorated with care. Railings had garlands wrapped around them. Small clusters of balloons were tied near the benches. A wide banner hung between two poles reading HAPPY NEW YEAR. People walked past holding hands, pushing strollers, or taking pictures with the skyline behind them.

The café sat close to the edge of the water, with a long line of windows facing the river. The brick exterior was covered in strings of lights. A small chalkboard sign near the door listed holiday drinks. Candles glowed on the tables inside.

I pulled the door open and stepped into warm air and a wash of scents. Coffee. Sugar. Freshly baked pastries. Coats hung on hooks along the wall. Music played at a low volume. Cups clinked gently at the counter as baristas moved with practiced motions.

Then I saw her.

Calliope stood near the window holding two coffees. The light caught her from the side and revealed every detail clearly. The sight of her hit me hard enough that I felt my breath adjust in my chest. My pulse quickened. I felt heat spread through my face and down my neck.

Her raven black hair was cut into a straight, severe fringe that framed her eyes and sharpened the angles of her face. The fringe drew attention to her eyes and made them even more striking. Her lips were full, lush, and naturally shaped, tinted a soft red that highlighted the smooth texture. Her cheekbones were high and distinct. Her neck was long, smooth, and elegant, the kind of neck that made my gaze travel downward on instinct.

Her body held my attention without effort and without any chance of escape. She wore a blood red corset-style top that lifted her breasts high and tight and displayed her delicate collarbones. The fabric pressed her chest upward in a way that created a deep, heavy line of cleavage that pulled my gaze again and again. The top outlined the full roundness of her breasts with clear definition. A silver necklace hung around her neck with a heart pendant resting against her skin directly above the center of her cleavage. The pendant moved each time she breathed, and I felt a tight pull in my lower stomach as I watched it shift.

Her hands wrapped around the coffee cups. Her glossy black manicure was clean and sharp. Her fingers were long, smooth, and deliberate in their movements. The contrast between her pale skin and the dark polish made her hands look sensual and controlled.

Her leather pants fit tightly around her hips and emphasized the round shape of her thick ass. The material clung to her curves and highlighted the fullness of her thighs. She stood with her weight slightly on one leg, which tightened the lines of the pants even more. The sight hit me low and direct. Even with the cold outside, she wore open-toed platform heels. Her toes were painted black, matching her nails, and her feet looked steady and confident in the height.

She turned her head to the window. Outside, a heron lifted from the water. When Calliope watched it rise, her expression softened. Small dimples appeared at the corners of her mouth. The shift in her face made her look both powerful and gentle, and the combination stirred a warm rush inside me that I could feel in my stomach and down between my legs.

Then she turned toward me.

Her eyes were a vivid blue. The intensity made my chest tighten. When she looked at me, she held my gaze without hesitation. I felt my whole posture change, my shoulders pulling back, my hands straightening at my sides. My heart beat faster and harder. My mouth went dry for a second.

“You must be Sebastian,” she said with a gentle smile.

Her voice was soft but confident. The tone eased my nerves and intensified the heat that had settled in my chest.

“I’m Calliope.”

Hearing her name from her own mouth made my pulse jump. I stepped forward, and she handed me one of the coffees. Our fingers brushed. Her skin felt warm and smooth, and the contact shot a thin current of awareness through my body.

“I ordered a matcha for you,” she said, her voice like honey and smoke. “I hope you don’t mind me being presumptuous.”

My body reacted as if she had whispered directly into my ear and my cock went stiff as a board.

And I knew I was in trouble.

Interlude: Penny and a Hottie Named Lola

Penny waited exactly ten minutes after the door closed behind Sebastian before she smiled to herself and went to the kitchen.

She liked knowing he was out there, walking it off, nerves buzzing, doing the brave thing. She was proud of the guy. He could do it.

Smiling, Penny poured herself a drink, and leaned back against the counter, bare feet on the cool tile, tank top riding high as she stretched her arms over her head.

Lola arrived right on time.

She was gorgeous in a way Penny had appreciated in a woman. Brunette hair with a deep red streak threaded through it, cut just short enough to frame her angular face and show off her long graceful neck. Her body was compact but lush. Small, beautiful tits that sat high on her chest. A huge, round ass that filled out her jeans perfectly. When she kicked off her shoes by the door, Penny noticed her feet right away. Delicate arches and dainty little toes. Penny’s mouth began to water.

“Should we make idle conversation first?” Penny asked, already grinning. “Or can we fuck already?”

Lola laughed. “Fuck. Obviously.”

Penny lifted her onto the counter without ceremony. Lola gasped and wrapped her legs around Penny’s narrow waist, fingers digging into her shoulders. Penny kissed her hard, all tongue in her mouth and teeth on her lips, enjoying the soft sound Lola made when she did. She pressed in close, letting Lola feel exactly how turned on she was through the fabric of her shorts. She was sopping wet. She needed this woman’s tongue in her hole.

“God,” Lola breathed. “You don’t waste time.”

“Nope,” Penny said. “Not with a girl as hot as you.”

She slid Lola’s jeans down, then her cute pink panties, exposing that generous ass and the slick cunt between her supple thighs. Penny dropped to her knees without being asked. She took Lola’s ankle gently, lifting her foot and pressing a slow kiss to the arch.

Lola shuddered immediately.

“Oh fuck,” Lola said. “My feet are sensitive.”

“I fucking love your feet,” Penny replied.

She kissed each toe carefully, then the ball of her foot, her thumbs pressing into the sole just enough to make Lola squirm. Penny took her time. She liked watching reactions. She liked control. When Lola was breathing hard and gripping the counter, Penny stood and kissed up her body, lingering at her nipples.

Like a lot of girls with tiny tits, they were small, quick to stiffen, and exquisitely sensitive. Lola cried out when Penny sucked one into her mouth, fingers pinching the other gently. Penny alternated between them, listening to every sound, feeling the way Lola’s body responded without hesitation.

“Please,” Lola gasped. “Please, Penny. Fuck me.”

Penny smiled and reached for the strap-on. She fitted it quickly, confidently, then guided Lola back until her hands were braced behind her on the counter.

“Hold on,” Penny said.

She pushed into Lola’s delectable pink pussy slowly, watching her face as she filled her with that fat silicone cock. Lola moaned, head falling back, thighs trembling as Penny set a steady rhythm. The counter was the perfect height. Penny’s hips moved smoothly. Her grip on Lola’s waist was firm.

“That’s it, take it you lovely slut,” Penny murmured. “Just like that.”

Lola came hard, shaking and breathless, nails scraping against the stone as Penny drove her through it. Penny didn’t stop until she was satisfied too, until Lola was boneless and smiling, until the kitchen felt warm and used.

Later, after she’d sat on Lola’s face to multiple orgasms and the apartment went quiet again, Penny leaned back against the counter, drink in hand, listening to the quiet.

She glanced at the clock and realised that if Seb’s date went well then she’d have plenty of time to boot up some porn on the big tv and give her new vibrator a spin.

Penny grinned and ran for her room, hoping desperately that he was doing her proud and that there was still plenty of time before Sebastian came home.


Chapter Three: I’ll Follow You Anywhere

Calliope reached for her coat without hesitation. It hung from a peg near the café door, long and black, heavy enough to hold its shape when she lifted it free. She slipped her arms into the sleeves and settled it over her shoulders, the fabric framing her body neatly. The collar brushed her jaw as she adjusted it, and for a moment I watched the practiced way she moved, calm and precise.

“Let’s walk,” she said. “I want to see the water again.”

We stepped outside together. The air had cooled further, the kind of cold that made every breath feel deliberate. The waterfront stretched out in front of us, lined with railings wrapped in garlands and small white lights. The river moved slowly beside us, dark and steady, reflecting the glow from the buildings across the water.

We walked side by side, close enough that our coats brushed now and then. Her stride was long and confident. Even on the uneven pavement, she never faltered. I found myself matching her pace without thinking.

She told me about her work as we walked. She was high up in the publishing industry. She spoke plainly, without exaggeration. Editorial direction. Acquisitions. Managing teams. Making decisions that affected other people’s careers. Her tone was calm, assured, and matter-of-fact.

“And you,” she said, glancing at me. “You said you work for a charity.”

“I do,” I replied. “Animal welfare. Head office work. It’s mostly logistics and coordination.”

Her face softened immediately. “That’s amazing,” she said. “Truly. That kind of work takes patience and care.”

I hesitated before adding, “My last girlfriend didn’t think so.”

She stopped walking again, turning to face me fully. The lights along the railing outlined her profile sharply.

“She broke up with me because of it,” I said. “She wanted someone more ambitious.”

Calliope’s lips pressed together for a moment, then curved upward. “Well, for someone who benefits from compassion, that bitch was obviously not thankful.”

The word landed cleanly and without apology. I laughed out loud, surprised by the ease of it. She laughed with me, a short sound that made her shoulders lift.

We resumed walking. The tension I had carried with me since leaving my apartment felt noticeably lighter.

As we moved further along the waterfront, I became aware of the attention she drew. It was not subtle. Heads turned as we passed. Conversations paused. I caught women looking her up and down with open appraisal and thinly veiled jealousy. Men stared openly at her chest, at the way her coat parted when she walked, at the clear shape of her breasts beneath it.

It was constant. Relentless.

I felt a strange mix of pride and disbelief. Walking beside her, I was invisible and hyperaware at the same time. I started thinking of it as the Calliope effect. Everyone reacted to her presence. It felt like she bent the attention of the entire waterfront without acknowledging it.

She seemed unconcerned by the stares. Her focus stayed on me, on the conversation, on the path ahead. That made the effect even stronger.

We talked for hours. About books. About childhood habits. About the strange intimacy of cities and the way New York demanded confidence. The conversation never stalled. It flowed easily, without effort. It felt like speaking to someone I had known for years rather than hours.

And all the while, I could not stop noticing her.

Her lips when she smiled or spoke. The way her breath lifted her chest beneath the coat. The line of her neck when she tilted her head. I caught myself peeking at her again and again, drawn back by physical awareness I did not bother to fight.

We stopped at a small bakery glowing with warm light. She stepped inside first, scanning the display with quick certainty.

“These,” she said, pointing. “For you.”

She paid before I could object and handed me a pastry still warm through the paper. The gesture made my chest tighten unexpectedly.

“You didn’t even ask what I wanted,” I said.

She smiled. “I know.”

We continued walking, eating as we went. Sugar dusted my fingers. She brushed it away without asking, her thumb warm against my skin. The touch lingered just long enough to make me notice it.

Her scent stayed close the entire time. Summer apples. Blackberries. Woodsmoke. It mixed with the cold air and the faint sweetness of pastry. Each time I inhaled, my body reacted before my mind could catch up.

At one point, the wind lifted my hair into my face. Before I could move it away, she reached up and fixed it for me. Her fingers slid through my hair, smoothing it back into place. The action was unprompted, casual, and decisive.

“There,” she said. “Better.”

I froze. Heat rushed into my face and down my neck.

She looked at me with open appraisal. “You have a strong jawline,” she said. “And pretty green eyes. Your cheekbones are delicate. Very attractive.”

The words landed directly. I had no defense for them. Embarrassment and arousal twisted together in my chest and lower stomach.

“I didn’t know that,” I managed.

She smiled slightly. “You should.”

Time passed without my noticing. The sky darkened. The lights along the waterfront grew brighter. The cold deepened, but I barely registered it.

Eventually, she slowed and turned to me again. “Do you want to come back to my place?”

There was a brief hesitation in her voice, almost shy. It surprised me after everything else about her.

“My housemate Nicole is throwing a New Year’s Eve party,” she added. “It could be fun.”

“Yes,” I said immediately.

Her mouth curved in quiet satisfaction.

Her apartment was a penthouse. The scale of it became clear as soon as the elevator doors opened. High ceilings. Wide rooms. A wall of windows. The party was already in full swing. Music played loudly. People laughed and danced. Glasses clinked. Decorations covered every surface.

Nicole found us almost immediately. She was a stunning Asian woman with hot pink dyed hair and a slip dress that left little to the imagination. Her pierced nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric. She smiled at me with open curiosity.

“You’re cute,” she said. “Can I kiss you at midnight?”

My mouth opened, but no sound came out.

Calliope slid her hand to my lower back. “Sorry, Nicole,” she said smoothly. “This pretty boy is taken.”

Nicole laughed and winked at me before drifting away.

Calliope took my hand and led me down a hallway. The music faded. She opened her bedroom door, ushered me inside, and locked it behind us.

She turned to face me, coat already discarded, eyes steady and intent.

“Let’s celebrate the new year our own way,” she said.

My heart pounded. My breath felt shallow.

I nodded. “Whatever you want.”

She grinned. “Right answer.”


Interlude: Why so fragile?

I suppose I need to tell the story at some point. The reason I was so fragile. The reason I needed a girl like Calliope.

It was all because of the break-up, of course.

At twenty-seven years old, I can confidently say that what Melissa did was maybe the most brutal and confusing breakup I’d ever experienced.

The Cotswolds lodge was quiet in the deep, insulated way of old countryside houses, all smooth river stones that didn’t let an ounce of noise through to the adjacent rooms. I’d been excited about that when I followed my girlfriend here for her gang’s yearly retreat.

But I hadn’t expected England to be so cold! Beneath the thick Egyptian cotton duvet the heat between our  bodies was the only real warmth, a small pocket of comfort in an otherwise chilled room. Melissa’s long, smooth legs slid against mine under the covers, her skin warm and ridiculously soft. The movement pulled me from the loose drift of dreaming into a burgeoning awareness. I was already half-hard and embarrassed by how quickly my body responded to her lightest of touches.

“Are you awake Sebastian?” she purred in the dark.

Her fingers found my torso before my eyes had fully opened. Delicate, soft,, nails smooth at first touch then lightly tracing upward with quick, practiced strokes that made my muscles tighten. Each drag of her nails sent small shocks through me, pulling goosebumps across my arms.

“Yeah, Melissa,” I gasped. “I’m always up for you.”

She giggled and continued to pinch and stroke my body.

My breath caught despite myself, a traitorous little sound in my throat. Her breath touched the back of my neck, noticeably warm in the colder air, and she spoke into that strip of skin just below my ear.

“I don’t think this is working.”

I turned, the duvet shifting with a low rustle, a bit of cool air brushing my shoulder where the blanket fell away. The darkness was soft but not total; a thin line of moonlight angled through the half-closed wooden blinds and cut across her face. It lit the shape of her large, dark eyes and the pale slope of her collarbones. Her nipples were lightly raised, hardening in the cool room, the faintest shadow marking their outline beneath the dark silk camisole she’d fallen asleep in. I felt exposed under her gaze, naked in a way that had nothing to do with clothes.

Her fingers moved again, sliding down my stomach. “It’s just not working out, baby.”

Her hand slipped lower, fingertips brushing the start of my pubic hair, the contact so gentle it made my thighs press together involuntarily. Shame flared hot and immediate at how badly I wanted it. Then she wrapped her hand around my penis—warm palm, cool fingertips—slow enough that the sensation crawled up my spine in a long, helpless pull. I was already fully hard, already reacting, already betraying myself.

“You’re just not ambitious enough, Sebastian,” she said, stroking me with a steady, almost bored rhythm, as if she were absentmindedly testing something she already knew she wouldn’t want to keep.

“Baby… oh god that feels good… baby, I’ve been trying…” The words barely formed; the pleasure hit too fast as she stroked me. Even as my face burned with embarrassment, my body leaned into it, aching for more, hating myself for how much I needed her hand to keep moving.

Her hand tightened slightly, the sound of skin moving against skin growing slick as precum coated her palm. I felt it happen and couldn’t stop it, heat flooding my groin as she adjusted her grip like she’d done it a thousand times, stroking downward with a firm slide then back up with slow pressure that made my hips jerk despite my efforts to stay still. The humiliation of it only sharpened the sensation, made it worse, better.

“Your job is embarrassing,” she continued, her tone calm, almost conversational. “You make almost no money at that animal trust charity. All of my other friends work in finance or oil or for mercenary groups.” She gave a short exhale that wasn’t quite a laugh. “Why can’t you do something like that?”

Each word landed heavy in my chest while her hand kept working me, relentless, smooth. The rhythm sharpened—faster, more deliberate—my cock wet and sensitive and throbbing in her grip. I hated how hard I was, how obvious it felt, how much pleasure poured through me even as she stripped me down to something small and inadequate. The bed creaked softly under us. My breath stuttered. Heat pooled in my stomach, overwhelming, immediate.

“Baby,” I groaned, “please…” The word slipped out thin and needy, and I knew she heard exactly what I was asking for.

“And your cock,” she said, expression unreadable in the dim light, her eyes flicking down briefly as if to confirm it for herself, “well… it’s really not quite to my standards.”

The shame was sharp enough to make my throat tighten. I wanted to disappear. I wanted her to stop. I wanted her to keep going more than anything.

She didn’t stop. She didn’t soften. She just kept pumping me in that firm, controlled rhythm until my legs trembled and I felt unbearably close, every nerve screaming, my body responding eagerly even as my mind curled inward with humiliation.

Feels better, feels so good, god I can’t believe I’m getting off to this, please don’t stop—

“Sebastian,” she whispered, her voice close to my mouth. “We’re done.”

Her other hand moved between my legs, finger pressing against my asshole with practiced ease. She slipped inside, not deep, just enough pressure to make my whole body tighten. The shock of it, the timing, the way my body betrayed me completely tipped me over instantly. My cock pulsed in her fist and I came hard across her camisole, her arm, the duvet, my breath breaking into small, helpless sounds I couldn’t hold back. The release was intense and humiliating, too much pleasure for a moment like this, my face burning as it drained out of me.

As the last pulse faded, she released me and rolled onto her back with a sigh. The air cooled the sweat on my chest. The room felt colder than before, emptier, the distance between us suddenly vast.

“I put on the hot water an hour ago,” she said lightly, already pulling the duvet back over her side of the bed. “Grab a shower. A taxi should be outside in twenty minutes.”

She turned away, adjusting the pillow beneath her head.

“Bye, Sebastian. I really hope you figure yourself out.”


Chapter Four: You’re Going To Be A Good Boy…Right?

Calliope closed the bedroom door behind us and did not hesitate. She crossed the room in three steps, placed both hands on my chest, and pushed me backward. I fell onto the bed with a soft bounce, the mattress absorbing my weight and springing back slightly beneath me. The room was warm and dim, lit by a lamp on the bedside table and the glow of the city through the windows. Music from the party thudded faintly through the walls.

She stood at the foot of the bed and looked at me with open amusement.

“Listen, baby,” she said. “You’re pretty. You’re fun. And I like you.”

My pulse jumped. I propped myself up on my elbows, grinning like an idiot.

“Will you trust me?” she asked.

I did not hesitate. “I trust you, Calliope.”

She smiled slowly, as if that was exactly the answer she wanted.

“Good.”

She turned to the dresser and opened the top drawer. I watched her back as she leaned forward slightly, her coat already gone, her corset top still hugging her body. She pulled out a long length of ribbon, deep red and smooth, and let it slide through her fingers before turning back toward me.

“Hands up,” she said.

I raised my arms without thinking. She climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips briefly as she guided my wrists up to the headboard. Her touch was firm and practiced. The ribbon wrapped around my wrists, then around the wooden slats, pulled snug but not painful. She tied it neatly, testing it once with a sharp tug.

I swallowed. My arms were pinned above my head. My chest rose and fell faster than before.

She leaned over me, her face close, her breath warm against my cheek.

“Hey, pretty boy,” she said softly. “Wanna see my tits?”

“Yes,” I said immediately.

She tilted her head. “Beg.”

The word landed low in my stomach. My face burned, but my body reacted faster than my pride.

“Please,” I said. “Can I see your tits?”

Her smile widened.

“Good,” she said. “Just to show you how important begging is.”

She stood and reached for the hem of her corset top. She moved slowly, deliberately, letting the moment stretch. She loosened the lacing first, then peeled the fabric away from her body inch by inch. When the top finally slid free, her breasts were bare and full in the soft evening light. Her nipples were a deep raspberry pink, already hard and pointed, catching the glow from the lamp.

My breath caught. My cock pressed painfully against my slacks.

She watched my reaction closely and seemed pleased by it.

She dropped the corset onto the chair and reached for the button of her trousers. She unfastened them and slid them down her hips, revealing supple thighs and long, smooth legs. The trousers pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in a small black thong that hugged the soft mound of her pussy. The fabric clung tightly, outlining her shape clearly.

She climbed onto the bed again, her breasts moving freely, her body warm and close. Her platform heels remained on, her delicate feet planted firmly on the mattress as she crawled over me. The contrast made my head spin.

“Tits bouncy and glorious,” she said lightly, as if reading my thoughts.

She shifted her weight and straddled my chest, her thighs pressing in on either side of my head. I could feel the heat from her skin, the faint scent of her perfume mixing with the smell of clean sheets and city air.

“Make me cum, Sebastian,” she said.

She slid the thong aside and lowered herself onto my face.

The contact was immediate and overwhelming. Her weight settled against my mouth, her thighs squeezing my head firmly in place. I groaned into her, the sound muffled and needy. She reached down and squeezed my cock through my slacks, hard enough to make my hips jerk.

“There you go,” she said, laughing softly. “Such a cutie.”

She guided me with pressure and voice, telling me exactly how to use my mouth, when to slow down, when to press harder. Each instruction landed like a command. I followed every one without question.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good boy.”

Her fingers tightened around my cock again, squeezing hard enough to toe the edge of pain. The sensation was sharp and intense, and it sent a rush of pleasure through my stomach.

“Look at you,” she said. “So eager.”

Her breathing grew heavier. Her thighs tightened around my head. She rocked her hips against my mouth, using me with growing urgency. I stayed focused, listening, obeying, giving her exactly what she asked for.

Her body tensed suddenly. Her breath hitched. She let out a sharp sound that turned into a low moan.

“Oh,” she said. “There it is.”

Her thighs began to quiver as the orgasm rolled through her. She pressed down harder, squeezing my cock so tightly it almost hurt, the pleasure and pressure crashing together in my body. I gasped against her, helpless and aroused, my entire focus fixed on her reaction.

She rode it out fully, trembling, her grip unrelenting. Then she relaxed, breath slowing, her weight settling back into something calmer.

She leaned forward and brushed my hair back from my forehead.

“Very good,” she said.

I lay there, hands bound, chest heaving, cock aching, and grinning like I had just been rewarded.

She smiled back.

And the night was far from over.


Chapter Five: Your Turn, Pretty Boy

Her juices were still running down the inside of her thigh. I could taste her, warm and unmistakable, lingering on my tongue and lips. My mouth felt sensitive from how hard I had worked for her, my jaw aching slightly, my head still buzzing from the way she had come apart above me.

Calliope shifted her weight and looked down at me, eyes bright, cheeks flushed, breasts still heaving faintly with each breath.

“Now your turn, pretty boy,” she said calmly.

The words hit me harder than any touch. I groaned helplessly, my hips twitching against the mattress. My cock was straining painfully inside my jeans, trapped, swollen, desperate. My wrists were still tied above my head, the ribbon biting lightly into my skin every time I moved.

She smiled at the sight of me like that.

“Oh, you are so worked up,” she said. “Look at you.”

She slid off me and knelt between my legs. Her fingers brushed my thighs first, slow and deliberate, then found the zipper of my jeans. She unzipped them inch by inch, making a quiet, deliberate sound that felt louder than the music outside the room. Cool air hit my skin as she pulled the fabric open and slid my boxers down.

My cock sprang free immediately, hard and flushed, bobbing slightly as if it had a mind of its own.

Calliope gasped.

It was not fake. Her witch-blue eyes widened, her lush lips parting before curling into a slow smile.

“Oh,” she said softly. “Pretty Sebastian.”

She leaned closer, inspecting me openly.

“It’s so small,” she giggled.

The word landed like a blow and a spark at the same time. My face burned. My stomach dropped. Melissa’s voice echoed faintly in my head, all the old shame rushing back in a tight wave. I swallowed hard, my throat dry.

“I’m sorry,” I muttered without thinking.

Calliope’s expression changed immediately. She reached out and cupped my cheek.

“Oh, don’t be sorry, baby,” she said gently. “I like it.”

Her thumb stroked my skin as she smiled again.

“It’s adorable,” she continued. “So little. So whittle. So cute.”

My face felt like it was on fire. My cock twitched hard at her words, betraying me completely.

She noticed at once.

“Oh wow,” she said, amused. “You’re twitching.”

She laughed softly, delighted.

“You like that, don’t you?” she said. “My little dick pretty boy.”

My hips jerked again. I whimpered despite myself.

Calliope leaned back slightly and made a small ring with her thumb and forefinger.

“Let’s see if we can make it explode,” she said cheerfully. “I think I’ll only need two fingers. That’s nice.”

She lifted her hand and slowly slipped two of her soft, manicured fingers into her mouth. I watched, breath shallow, as she coated them with saliva, lips closing around them, tongue pressing along their length. She pulled them free, shining and wet, and immediately ran them down my shaft.

I cried out.

The sensation was overwhelming. Her slick fingers slid easily over my sensitive skin, circling the head, stroking just enough to make my legs shake.

“Twitchy little dick,” she giggled.

She tightened the ring of her fingers around me and began to pump slowly, watching my reaction closely. Every movement made my cock jump and throb. My breathing turned ragged. My stomach clenched hard.

“Fuck my fingers, Sebastian,” she said. “Make your cummies.”

The words shattered whatever restraint I had left. I thrust into her fingers helplessly, chasing the friction, my hips lifting off the mattress as far as the ribbon would allow. My entire focus narrowed down to her hand and her voice.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “Oh god, please.”

I was so close. Too close. My vision blurred slightly. Heat coiled tight and sharp in my stomach.

She slowed suddenly.

I let out a broken sound of protest.

“Do you want me to let you cum?” she whispered, leaning in close.

“Yes,” I begged. “Yes, please.”

She smiled sweetly.

“Then will you make a resolution for me?” she asked innocently.

The question barely registered through the haze of pleasure.

“Yes,” I said desperately. “Yes, I will. Please.”

She loosened her grip just enough to torture me. My cock pulsed painfully, leaking.

“Will you make a New Year’s resolution for me,” she continued, “and agree to do whatever I say for January?”

“Yes,” I said immediately.

“You agree?” she asked, her fingers barely touching me now.

“Yes,” I gagged. “I agree.”

“You agree to wear what I say,” she continued calmly, “do what I ask, and follow my every whim.”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Please.”

She watched me for a long second, eyes dark, satisfied.

“Then good,” she said. “Pretty boy.”

She wrapped her entire hand around my cock at last, firm and warm, and brought her lips to the swollen head.

“Cum for me.”

The command snapped something inside me. I exploded instantly, my body arching hard against the bed as my orgasm tore through me. I cried out, helpless and loud, as I filled her mouth. Her lips and tongue worked me skillfully, drawing every pulse out of me, milking me until my legs shook and my head fell back against the mattress.

When she finally pulled away, she swallowed and smiled.

She climbed up my body and kissed me deeply. Her mouth tasted faintly of me. Her lips were warm and soft. Her tongue pressed confidently against mine.

“Oh, baby,” she murmured against my mouth. “You’ve made the best decision of your life.”

She kissed me again, slow and certain.

“I promise.”

My wrists were still tied. My body was loose and spent. My chest rose and fell heavily.

And I believed her.


Chapter Six: Locked Up, All Small and Tight

Fifty.

The countdown started outside. Voices rang out from the party, a chorus of chaotic joy and anticipation echoing through the apartment walls.

Forty-nine. Forty-eight. Forty-seven.

I didn’t care. My attention was locked entirely on the woman in front of me.

Calliope stood by the side of the bed, still wearing nothing but her black thong and tall platform heels. Her breasts moved gently with each breath, full and bare, her raspberry-pink nipples still hard in the warm air. Her long, smooth legs caught the light from the bedroom lamp. Her posture was relaxed but commanding. Her fingers brushed the side of her thigh idly. Her toes flexed slightly in her heels.

She was so composed. So calm. And I couldn’t move. I was still tied to the headboard, my cock freshly spent, my skin hot and flushed from everything that had just happened. I could still taste her. I could still feel the heat of her thighs around my head. I could still feel the ache in my wrists from pulling against the ribbon while she teased me.

Forty-six. Forty-five. Forty-four.

She smiled at me, quiet and mischievous.

“Now,” she said, voice low. “First things first.”

She turned and walked toward the nightstand, her hips rolling slightly with each step. She opened the drawer and reached inside.

When she turned back to face me, she held a small black velvet pouch in her hand. She opened it slowly and produced a gleaming steel chastity cage. Compact. Cold. Polished. Precise.

Forty-three. Forty-two. Forty-one.

“This,” she said, holding it up between two fingers, “is very important.”

My mouth was suddenly dry again.

“If I’m in charge of you,” she continued, “then your dick belongs to me. For the month. That’s the deal.”

Forty. Thirty-nine. Thirty-eight.

She knelt on the bed between my legs. Her fingers brushed my soft cock lightly, sending a weak twitch through my body.

“I’m locking you in,” she said. “Only I have the key. Deal?”

I nodded quickly.

“Deal,” I whispered, though I’d never done anything like this at all before.

She opened the base ring and guided my balls through it with expert care. Her fingers were gentle but efficient. She slid my softened cock through the cage section, positioning it neatly before snapping it closed. There was a small click as the lock engaged.

My cock was trapped. Caged. Completely under her control.

Thirty-four. Thirty-three. Thirty-two.

I stared down at the steel. It fit perfectly. It pressed me downward, curved and contained. I tried to get hard out of instinct, but I couldn’t. The metal stopped me completely. I felt a frustrated pulse that had nowhere to go.

Calliope grinned.

“Oh,” she said, eyes sparkling. “It suits your little dick.”

She leaned down and kissed me, her lips still tasting faintly of my own cum. I felt my cheeks flush again. I whimpered quietly into her mouth. She pulled back, smirking.

She sat back and admired her work.

“You look so pretty like this,” she said. “Tied up. Locked up. My good pretty boy.”

She leaned forward and untied my wrists, fingers moving slowly through the knots. Her nails scratched my skin lightly as she pulled the ribbon away. She rubbed my wrists gently, soothing the slight redness.

Twenty-eight. Twenty-seven. Twenty-six.

“Now let’s get you cleaned up,” she said, “and maybe hydrated.”

She stood again and moved to the bathroom, returning with a warm cloth. She cleaned my stomach and cock with care, lifting my soft, locked cage in one hand and wiping gently underneath.

I couldn’t stop looking at her. The curve of her ass in the thong. The strength in her supple thighs. The black polish on her toes. The quiet, dominant authority in every motion. I was hard again in my mind, even though my body couldn’t follow. The cage pulsed lightly, already snug, already reminding me that I had no control now.

She tossed the cloth aside and slid next to me in the bed.

Twenty-two. Twenty-one. Twenty.

“I’m a good girl, I’ll have you know, Sebastian,” she said playfully. “I don’t let boys stay over on the first date.”

She giggled, and I giggled too, helpless in the afterglow and the rush of it all. Her laugh was so casual, so open, it made my chest ache.

She kissed me again, soft and warm. Our bodies pressed together, her bare tits against my chest, her hand resting over my caged cock like a reminder. I was still leaking slightly, aching already. It didn’t matter.

She brought her lips to my ear, voice low and smooth.

Sixteen. Fifteen. Fourteen.

“You’re in for the best January of your life,” she whispered.

My breath caught. I shivered and my cock twitched in its new prison. We lay there together, the countdown rising outside the door, fireworks already beginning in the distance.

Ten. Nine. Eight.

Her hand stayed on my cage, her nails sliding up and down my locked swollen shaft. She kissed my cheek and the smell of summer apples and woodsmoke frilled my nostrils.

One.

And she pressed her tongue into my mouth, claiming me.


Act 2


Chapter 1: Penny Discovers My Chastity Cage

Twenty seven years old and groggy as hell, I woke up with fresh eyes and a new year stretching out before me like an endless map of possibilities.

I also woke up rock hard.

Which, considering the chastity cage my date had locked me in the night before, was not ideal.

It was sore. Aching with desire as it twitched within the prison, frustrated and desperate to grow to it’s full length.

My body kept trying to get hard inside the cold steel of the cage, and every twitch made the pressure worse. There was nowhere for it to go. Every pulse just made it throb harder against the inside of the ring, snug and tight and maddening.

I rolled onto my back with a groan. The sheets were damp with sweat. My balls were sore. I was leaking, a lot I think, and I could feel the cage pressing into me with every breath.

Happy New Year, I muttered grimly, wincing as another useless pulse hit.

I was still naked, still (metaphorically) tied up in knots from last night. My wrists bore faint red marks from Calliope’s binds. My cock was locked in a shiny metal prison because a hot, terrifying woman had kissed me, fucked my mouth, called me her pretty boy, and told me she owned me for the month of January.

And like a fucking idiot, I’d begged her to do it.

I’d agreed to everything actually.

I was still panting and trying not to move when my door opened without warning.

“Seb?”

I panicked.

Twisting way too fast, I tried to yank the comforter up over myself and ended up throwing it on the floor. With heated cheeks I stared at the door in horror.

There stood my roommate Penny.

Tiny grey booty shorts. No bra. Thin white tank top that didn’t cover a damn thing. Her nipples were clearly visible through the soft cotton, pierced and perked, and her tits, big, soft, bouncy tits, shifted deliciously as she leaned against the doorframe and raised one perfect eyebrow.

Her golden blonde hair was a mess. Her eyes were bright. And she was grinning like she’d just caught me mid-hand-in-the-cookie-jar.

“Oh my god,” she laughed, stepping into the room. “I was just coming to see if you wanted a latte, and this is not what I expected.”

I didn’t know what to say. My face burned. My cock throbbed painfully in its cage.

Penny’s eyes dropped immediately to where I was trying—and failing—to hide my lower half with the blanket.

“Oh no,” she said, covering her mouth with one hand. “Oh my god. Calliope locked up your cock!?”

“Penny—”

I was dying. My whole body was on fire.

PEnny, chaotic, beautiful, terrifying Penny, shut the door behind her casually and strolled further in, completely unfazed. Her tits bounced softly with each step, the tank top clinging to her chest like it had nowhere else to go. Her flat stomach dipped into a cute little v, her belly ring catching the morning light. She moved like she knew exactly how good she looked—like she was used to people staring.

“Oh please, Sebby,” she said, rolling her eyes. “We’re roommates. And I’m the one who barged in. Chill.”

She plopped herself down on the edge of my bed. The mattress dipped under her weight, and I caught a flash of bare hip before her shorts settled again. She spread her legs slightly and rested her hands between her thighs, fingers grazing the hem of her tank.

I stared at her knees. Anywhere but her chest.

“You okay?” she asked with a smirk.

“I’m fine,” I muttered furiously embarrassed.

She leaned closer, her tits jiggling slightly. “You’re very very red in the face.”

“I’m trying….fuck this is embarassing…I’m trying my best not to get hard,” I said through gritted teeth.

She snorted. “Oh, baby boy. That ship has sailed. Look at me. I make boys drool. There’s no shame in it, is there Sebby?”

My cage pulsed again. I could feel how tight it was. It hurt. I whimpered.

Penny smiled like Christmas had come early.

“Wanna even the score?” she asked.

I looked at her, suspicious.

“What score?”

She shrugged, her eyes glinting. “You flashed me. I think it’s only fair I flash you.”

My mouth went dry. “Penny, I’d obviously love that, but you don’t have to feel like you’ve gotta—”

She cut me off with a lazy grin. “Relax, you perverted little chastity slut. I want to.”

And then she lifted her top.

Not slowly. Not shyly. Just a confident, casual flash.

Her tits were fucking perfect. Round, soft, heavy, jiggling slightly as she adjusted her posture. Both nipples were pierced—silver bars that gleamed against dusky, tight buds. The skin of her breasts was smooth and pale, her cleavage deep and unbothered by gravity.

She dropped the shirt after a few seconds and laughed.

“Oh my god,” she cackled. “You actually winced. I think your cock twitched!”

I had. It had. Christ, this was embarrassing.

My cock had slammed against the inside of the cage like it was trying to punch through. I was sweating. Shaking a little.

“You are so fucked,” Penny said, eyes wide with delight. “Oh, poor baby.”

She leaned in and kissed my cheek sweetly. Then patted it like I was some pathetic little puppy.

“Your cock doesn’t stand a chance, Sebastian. You’re absolutely screwed. Hopeless.”

I groaned and buried my face in the blanket.

“And,” she said cheerfully, “on the plus side—”

She lifted her shirt again.

“Penny!”

“What?” she grinned. “You’re already locked. I’m not making it worse.”

I peeked.

They bounced a little. She squeezed one lightly, adjusting the angle just enough for me to see the full curve, the piercing, the soft underside of her tit where the shirt had ridden up.

Then she dropped it again.

“That Calliope bitch you met for coffee,” she said, biting her lip. “She sounds hot. Like, really hot.”

“She is,” I said, breathless.

Penny stood and stretched. Her tank rode up enough to flash more of her flat stomach, and I caught a glimpse of her lower back, the waistband of her shorts tugged low, revealing the delicate thong.

“She didn’t just do a bit of girl on top and spank you a little, she liked….claimed you,” Penny said. “Fuck, I don’t like guys but for some reason that makes me so wet. I want her.”

Though hopelessly embarrassed, I nodded helplessly. “Who wouldn’t.”

Penny giggled and stroked my cheek. “She clocked your little sub-boy energy and went bam—cock’s mine now.”

I blushed even deeper and for some humiliating reason my cock twitched in the cage. “Penny—”

She giggled again, padded barefoot to the door, then turned back.

“And babe?” she said, licking her lips.

“Yeah?”

“You’re not just locked. You’re fucking cooked. A woman you barely know owns your cock!”

The door clicked shut behind her.

I collapsed backward, cage pulsing, face on fire, cock aching like it wanted to cry.

And still, underneath all of it—burning humiliation, aching need, total loss of control—I felt this weird, heady thrill.

Because she was right.

A woman I barely knew owned my cock.

And I was deliriously, stupidly, completed excited about it.


Chapter 2: A Very Special Movie Theatre

I met Calliope the next day at the subway, exactly where she told me to wait, the cold morning air pushing through the tiled tunnel in restless currents that whipped around my ankles. Commuters hurried past in clusters, but she stood still as though the platform itself were a stage meant only for her. The black silky blouse she wore clung to her body in a way that made my throat go dry and my cock throb in it’s cage, the thin fabric turning her nipples into hard little peaks that pressed forward with unapologetic intent. Below it, a teeny leather skirt squeezed her thick ass so tightly it looked sculpted, rounded, perfect, the hem riding high enough to show the tops of her stockings. The heels clicked as she walked toward me, each step deliberate, confident, claiming the space around her.

“Happy for a surprise?” she asked, voice low and warm and edged with the kind of promise that made my knees weaken.

I swallowed and forced myself to breathe. “You’re the boss.”

Her smile deepened, sharp and pleased, and she crowded me back against one of the tiled pillars before I could think. The scent of her perfume slid over me, rich and dark, and then her mouth brushed my neck. A slow warm press of lips that lingered just long enough to make every hair on my arms rise. Then she sucked, gently at first, and then harder, her tongue dragging against my skin until heat shot through my spine and the sound that escaped me was embarrassing and wonderfully helpless. A little moan, thin and high.

She released me only when she wanted to, admiring the forming bruise. “You bet your perky little ass I am.”

The words made my locked cock twitch inside its cage, straining pointlessly against the bars. She looked down when she heard the metal shift and smiled again, pleased with herself. Then she took my hand and led me away from the platform and up the stairs, her skirt swaying over her hips like something meant to hypnotize.

We took the train out to Queens, the ride long enough that my chest buzzed with anticipation. She didn’t touch me during the trip, which somehow made it worse. She just kept her hand on my thigh, nails grazing the denim from time to time, each tiny scrape a reminder that she owned the space between my legs even when she wasn’t actively claiming it.

When we stepped outside, she guided me wordlessly down a side street, past shuttered storefronts and flickering signs, until we reached an old brick building with a faded marquee. Only three letters glowed. The rest had died long ago.

“The last porn theatre in New York,” she said, pushing the door open with one hand. “Thought we should go before it finally collapses.”

Inside, everything smelled of velvet and dust, the kind of forgotten corners that once held secrets. The lights were dim and warm and the man behind the counter didn’t even look up as we walked past. The auditorium was empty, the screen glowing faintly as the projector waited. Calliope chose the third row, the center seats, and sat with her legs crossed, leather skirt riding even higher.

An old erotic film flickered to life, grainy and slow, the edges blurred and soft. She didn’t watch the screen though. She watched me. Watched the way I tried to keep my breathing steady. Watched the twitch of my jaw. Watched the cage bulging slightly against my jeans.

When she reached into my lap, it wasn’t tentative. Her fingers pressed against the outline of the cage, then slipped lower, cupping my balls through the denim, massaging them with an experienced, almost clinical assurance. Sparks shot up my spine. My cock jerked inside the cage, dribbling precum immediately, helpless and eager and pathetic.

“Aww,” she murmured. “Have you been horny? Worked up?”

I could barely speak. “Yes.”

She hummed, satisfied, and her hand kept working slowly, rhythmically, as though she were kneading something delicate and willing to break it if she wished. The movie moaned in the background, two actors writhing on a bed decades older than me, but Calliope’s focus was completely on the heat between my legs.

Then she slipped her hand deeper, between my thighs, fingers searching with purpose until she found the space beneath the cage. One fingertip pressed against my hole and then slid in, slow but inexorable. My hips jerked before I could stop them, a groan tumbling out of me that echoed embarrassingly through the empty theatre.

“You like getting fingered like a girl?” she whispered into my ear, her breath a warm caress.

I could only moan, trapped between the push of her finger and the throbbing of my cock inside the bars.

She slapped my balls lightly with her other hand. Not hard. Just sharp enough to force a coherent answer out of me.

“That is not an answer.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I like getting fingered like a girl.”

“Good.” Her voice was velvet. “Then you should dress like a girl.”

Before I could process that, she reached under her leather skirt with one hand, lifting slightly as she hooked her thumb around her panties. When they slid free, I could see how drenched they were, the pink fabric dark and soaked with her arousal. She held them up between us for a moment as though evaluating me, then pressed them into my palm.

“Put them on.”

My breath hitched, but my body moved before hesitation could catch me. She watched with quiet satisfaction as I unbuttoned my jeans, lifted my hips, and slid the warm, wet panties up my thighs. The fabric clung to me immediately, slick and intimate, hugging the cage and pushing it forward in a humiliating little bulge.

“Good boy,” she said softly, leaning back against the seat. “Now make me cum.”

She hiked her skirt up until the leather rested around her waist, revealing her thighs, her stockings, and the glistening heat of her pretty pink pussy. I dropped to my knees between the seats, the carpet rough beneath me, the air thick with the smell of her. When my mouth met her, she moaned into the dim light, fingers sliding into my hair and holding me where she wanted me. I licked and sucked and worshipped, every movement driven by desperation and need, the cage pressing painfully against the panties as she rolled her hips against my tongue.

Her orgasm came fast and deep, her thighs tightening around my face, her breath catching in her throat as she pulled me harder into her. When she finally loosened her grip, I rested my cheek against her thigh, panting softly, the taste of her smeared across my mouth.

She stroked my hair for a moment, considering me with a lazy, satisfied smile.

“If you are good all week,” she said, her voice syrup-slow and rich, “I will unlock you and let you cum this Sunday. Does that sound fun?”

My whole body throbbed.

“Yes please,” I answered beaming.

She kissed me full on the mouth, licking her own arousal from my lips with a smile. “Good boy.”

We stayed for a little longer but the movie went a little weird and plot heavy, I really didn’t think we needed to see as much of the bank heist as we did.

“Get up,” she added, straightening her skirt. “Let’s go for a walk.”

I stood, the wet panties clinging to me, the cage jutting forward, humiliation mixing with a warmth so deep it felt like electricity in my veins. She took my hand again as she led me out of the theatre and into the cool evening air, her stride confident, mine shaky. Every step reminded me of the fabric between my legs and the promise dangling above me like a reward I hadn’t yet earned.

And she knew it. She looked at me from the corner of her eye, pleased with how I moved now, pleased with the quiet little whimper I made each time the panties shifted.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Stay close.”

I did. I couldn’t imagine doing anything else.


Chapter 3: I Want You Nice and Pretty

The walk to the lingerie store felt longer than it really was, mostly because every step I took reminded me of the warm panties clinging to me beneath my jeans. The fabric had cooled from her arousal but still felt intimate and humiliating, a constant whisper against the cage that made me swallow hard every time Calliope glanced in my direction. She held my hand as though she owned it. She walked as though she owned the sidewalk. And when the storefront came into view, pale pink signage glowing against the cool afternoon light, she stopped and lifted her chin.

Calliope licked all across my cheek and then whispered into my ear, “Come on, pretty boy. I want to play.”

Inside, the shop was everything she loved. Velvet curtains. Racks of silk and lace. Soft golden light that made every fabric shimmer. The salesgirl barely looked old enough to be working there, but she perked up the moment she saw Calliope, clearly recognizing a high-roller. Calliope squeezed my hand and smiled with that dazzling confidence that always made my pulse throb.

“Hey darling, can I book a private booth,” she said with a knowing smile. “We’ll need time.”

The girl nodded quickly and led us to the back, past sheer robes and satin chemises that would have made my knees buckle if I weren’t already at the edge. The booth was enormous, more like a small lounge than a changing room. A velvet loveseat sat in the center. The mirror filled an entire wall. The drapes were thick and sound-softening. Calliope slid inside gracefully and pulled the curtain shut with a flick of her wrist.

Then she turned to me with a wicked glimmer in her sapphire eyes.

“Sit,” she ordered, pointing to the loveseat.

I obeyed instantly. My chest tightened. The panties pressed firmly against the cage, outlining my helplessness in a way that made me feel exposed even fully clothed.

Calliope began pulling lingerie from the hooks she’d grabbed on the way in. Silk. Lace. Ribbon. Black, cream, deep red. A few glints of metal clasps. She laid each piece on the table like ritual offerings, then stepped close enough that the scent of her perfume wrapped around me.

“Behave, like a good boy” she murmured, touching my chin lightly. “And watch my body and think about what you’d do to me if you weren’t caged.”

She undid the top button of her blouse. The silky fabric parted, revealing the upper curve of her breasts. Her nipples were already visible through the thin material, but seeing her bare skin made my breath catch. She locked eyes with me as she unbuttoned the rest, slow, deliberate, letting the blouse fall off her shoulders in a ripple of shadow and satin.

Her breasts were full and perfect, bouncing slightly as she moved, her nipples flushed and tight in the cool air. She hooked her thumbs into her leather skirt and slid it down inch by inch, revealing the dark lace tops of her stockings, the supple lines of her thighs, the soft perfect cunt where her legs met, arousal trailing down those perfect thighs.

My entire body tensed. The cage pressed harder against the panties. My breath became shallow.

“You like looking at me,” she said softly.

I nodded, jaw clenched.

She smirked. “Good. Then this will be fun.”

There was no trace of a lie in her voice, only mischief.

She picked up the first set, a black corset lined with delicate embroidery, paired with matching panties and stockings. The moment she lifted the corset, I could imagine how it would squeeze her waist, how it would force her breasts upward, how the satin would shape her body like a sculpture made only for me to fall apart over.

She stepped into it and began to lace it herself, pulling the ribbons tight, her breasts rising with every inhale. Each adjustment made the curve of her hips sharper, her waist narrower, her thighs fuller. When she finally faced me in the mirror, she looked like sin shaped for the sole purpose of ruining me.

“Touch your thighs together,” she said.

I did. The panties squished slightly, the cage straining. She noticed.

“You are leaking already. Pathetic.” She smiled sweetly. “Next.”

The second outfit was a sheer nightie, pale lavender, soft and flowing, the kind of fabric that revealed everything while pretending to hide it. She pulled it over her head and let it fall around her body, the hem brushing her thighs with every step. Her breasts bounced freely beneath it, outlines visible through the translucent sheen. When she pressed a hand between her legs, the fabric lifted slightly, hinting at everything beneath.

She looked at me in the mirror again, her lips curving slowly.

“I love how frustrated you look,” she said. “It makes my cunt so fucking wet.”

My thighs clenched involuntarily.

The last set was the one that nearly broke me. Stockings. Garters. A matching bra. Lace panties that sat high on her hips and framed the outline of her sex with devastating precision. When she clipped the garters into place, her thighs rippled softly, supple and warm. Her breasts sat beautifully in the bra, round and mouthwatering, the lace shaping them into a perfect distraction.

She posed in the mirror, lifting her chin, pouting, arching her back just enough that the swell of her breasts pushed forward.

“You like my lips too, don’t you?” she teased, running her thumb across her mouth. “Kissable. Soft. Perfect for whispering filthy things to you.”

I could barely breathe.

She stepped closer, still in the lingerie, until she was standing between my knees. Then she climbed onto my lap in one smooth motion, straddling me with practiced ease. Her thighs enveloped mine. Her breasts pressed lightly against my chest. The heat of her body poured over me.

“Hands behind your back,” she whispered.

I obeyed. She ground her hips slowly, deliberately, the lace panties rubbing over the bulge of my caged cock, pushing the wet fabric of her panties deeper against me. The pressure made me whimper.

“Aww,” she cooed, brushing hair from my forehead. “Are you leaking in your little panties?”

I nodded helplessly.

She rolled her hips again, slower this time, her breath pooling hot against my ear, her lips grazing the shell of it without kissing. The nightie had been soft. The corset had been structured. But this set was weaponized. Every movement of her thighs, every brush of lace, every teasing lift of her hips made me throb painfully, constantly, uselessly.

“You should see your face,” she breathed. “You look ruined.”

I was.

She began to move like a lapdance now, slow and rhythmic, her breasts rising and falling with every shift of her body. She dragged herself along me, up and down, side to side, the lace catching slightly on the fabric of my jeans, adding friction I could barely endure. Her hands rested lightly on my shoulders as she rocked, her lips hovering close enough that I could feel her smile.

“You are going to think about this all week,” she said. “All seven days. Every time you leak. Every time your cage throbs. Every time you remember how close my body was to making you fall apart.”

I made a strangled sound. She kissed my cheek, soft and mocking.

Then she leaned in, her lips brushing my ear, her breath warm and intoxicating.

“I am buying all of them,” she whispered. “A set for me. And a matching set for you.”

My whole body jolted.

She kissed my neck once, lightly, then pulled back and stood, leaving me panting and leaking into the pink panties she’d forced me to wear.

“Get up,” she said, smoothing the garter straps over her thighs. “It’s time we got you home before you spurt in your panties, huh?”

Interlude: Penny, Unstoppable

Penny noticed the panties first.

They were impossible to miss—pink, soft-looking, edged with lace, peeking over the waist of sebastian’s jeans. The apartment was still cold from the January air seeping in through the old windows, the radiator ticking uselessly in the corner, and the thin fabric seemed to glow against the grey afternoon light. Sebastian hovered awkwardly in the doorway of the kitchen, cheeks flushed, eyes darting away from hers like he was afraid she might say something.

Which, of course, meant she absolutely was going to.

“Okay, panty boy,” Penny said, leaning back against the counter and folding her arms beneath her chest. The laminate was cool through her shirt. The movement pulled the cotton tight across her breasts, her pierced nipples brushing the fabric, a sharp, familiar awareness sparking as the metal caught slightly. “You don’t just walk in here like that and not explain yourself.”

Sebastian swallowed. The sound carried in the quiet kitchen.

She smiled. “Sit. Start talking.”

He did.

At first it came out in halting, embarrassed fragments. The walk. The store. Being told to sit and watch. Penny stayed still, letting him talk, head tilted, eyes bright and intent. She could hear the tremor in his voice, the way it softened whenever he said Calliope’s name, as if it warmed his mouth just to form the syllables.

“What kind of lingerie did she try on?” Penny asked casually, though her fingers were already curling against the counter’s edge. This bitch sounded hot as fuck.

Sebastian hesitated. “A lot.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Be specific.”

That did it.

He told her about the corset. The way it pulled her waist in, pushed her breasts up. Penny’s mouth went dry imagining the pressure of it and the way her tits would be hoisted upward. Then the nightie. She pictured pale fabric drifting, catching light, hiding nothing while pretending to. Her thighs pressed together without her meaning to, denim rasping faintly.

“And the last set?” Penny prompted, voice softer now.

Sebastian exhaled shakily. “Stockings. Garters. Lace. Oh and I didn’t even tell you about the theatre yet! We...”

Penny inhaled sharply through her nose, the sound almost a hiss.

Penny laughed quietly, stunned and delighted, the sound fogging the cold air between them. “Jesus.”

Her questions came faster after that. Where Calliope’s hands went. How close she got. What she whispered. What she called him. Penny could feel heat gathering low and insistent, a slick awareness spreading that had nothing to do with the cold apartment. Her nipples tightened painfully beneath her shirt, the piercings tugging with each breath. Her pussy was so fucking wet.

“And you were caged the whole time?” Penny asked, voice dropping.

“Yes.”

“And she knew exactly what she was doing,” Penny murmured, more to herself than him.

Sebastian nodded again.

Penny pushed off the counter and paced once, then twice, socks whispering against the floorboards. The image in her head was vivid and intrusive: Calliope’s body, deliberate and assured, using him without rushing, without apology. Penny had never even met her—and yet the idea lodged deep, unsettling and intoxicating all at once.

Her phone was already in her hand before she consciously decided to leave.

“Sorry,” she said to Seb, her voice hitched and breathy with arousal, pulling on her coat, the wool rough and cold against her wrists. “I need… air.”

Outside, January hit her full in the face. The city was sharp with it—exhaust, snow-melt, metal, the cold pressing in on every exposed inch of skin. The cab’s heater barely worked, blowing lukewarm air that smelled faintly of rubber and coffee. Penny watched the lights smear across the window as Midtown slid past, her reflection ghosted over the glass, flushed and distracted. Every detail Sebastian had shared replayed itself, her imagination filling the gaps with alarming ease.

By the time the cab stopped, she was achingly wet, breath shallow, thoughts narrowed to something tight and urgent.

Henrietta opened the door barefoot.

The warmth of the apartment spilled out immediately, yellow light against dark wood floors, the air smelling faintly of tea and clean laundry. Henrietta’s hair was loose around her soft shoulders, curls soft and uncontained, her dark skin glowing in the warmth after the cold hallway. She wore a simple long-sleeved top, sleeves pushed up, collar open just enough to show smooth skin and the hint of muscle beneath.

She smiled—then took in Penny’s expression.

“Oh,” she said softly. “Hey, I hear you wanna fuck?”

Penny stepped inside and grabbed her without hesitation, fingers curling into the fabric of Henrietta’s shirt, grounding herself in the solid warmth of her body. She pressed her forehead into Henrietta’s perfect tits, breathing her in—soap, heat, something faintly citrus.

“I’m so wet,” Penny blurted, voice rough. “Make me cum. Please, baby.”

Henrietta sucked in a breath, startled—and then laughed, low and rich, the sound vibrating through Penny’s chest.

“With pleasure,” she said.

She kicked the door shut with her heel, the lock clicking, and tugged Penny closer. Her hands moved with easy certainty, thumbs hooking into the waistband of Penny’s leggings and drawing them down just enough. The sudden cool air against sensitive skin made Penny gasp, toes curling against the floor.

Henrietta dropped to her knees without hesitation, dark eyes focused, intent.

The first touch of her tongue made Penny cry out, hands flying to the wall as the contrast—warm mouth, cool room, the aftershock of cold outside—hit her all at once. Henrietta moved slowly, thoroughly, unhurried in the way only someone completely confident could be. Penny’s hips rocked helplessly, breath breaking apart as sensation stacked fast and sharp.

Calliope’s name flickered through Penny’s mind uninvited. The confidence. The control. The certainty.

“Oh god,” Penny moaned. “I’m close—”

Henrietta hummed, the vibration sending Penny right over the edge, her mouth relentless, focused, driving her through it.

Penny screamed.

The orgasm tore through her, bright and overwhelming, her whole body shaking as pleasure flooded every nerve. She clung to the wall, laughing and sobbing at once, joy and desire tangling together until she could barely breathe.

When it finally ebbed, she sagged, boneless, Henrietta’s hands steady and warm as they held her upright.

Henrietta kissed her thigh and grinned up at her. “Wow,” she said. “What was that about?”

Penny closed her eyes, heart still racing, heat lingering beneath her skin.

And realised—half stunned, half thrilled—that the woman she’d been picturing most vividly wasn’t even here.

She’d never met Calliope.

Which somehow made it even hotter.


Chapter 4: A Booty Call Midweek

Two days passed.

Two days of aching in my chastity cage. Two days of thinking about the feel of Calliope’s thighs and tits and ass in the lingerie booth, the warmth of her breath against my ear, the lace dragging across my lap as she grinded on top of me. Two days of waking up hard inside the cage, the metal tightening around me every morning, every night, every time the memory of her body flickered through my head. Two days of her silence, which was somehow worse than any teasing, because it let my imagination run wild with the thought that she was doing it on purpose.

By the second night I was almost trembling with the need to see her again. My phone buzzed just after nine.

Come over. Now.

That was all it said. No punctuation. No heart. No instructions. Just the expectation that I would obey.

I didn’t think. I just grabbed a jacket, made sure the pink panties were clean and still hugging my cage, and left my apartment with a pulse that wouldn’t settle. The subway ride felt endless. The walk up her block was worse. My hands were shaking by the time I reached her door.

I knocked once.

The lock clicked immediately.

Calliope stood in the doorway with the kind of effortless sensuality that made my knees weak. She wore a soft, deep-blue dress that framed her breasts so perfectly that I forgot how to breathe for a moment. The neckline dipped low enough to show the swell of her cleavage, and the fabric hugged her waist before flowing loose around her hips. Her long sexy legs were bare and smooth, long and toned, ending in a pair of black heels that made her calves flex with each shift of her weight.

She looked me over slowly, from my shoes to my eyes, and smiled in a way that warmed and threatened at the same time.

“Good boy,” she said. “You came quickly.”

“I…” My throat felt dry. “You said to.”

She stepped back, allowing me inside. The air of her apartment smelled like vanilla and something darker. Candles glowed on the counter. Music played softly from the living room, warm and lazy. She shut the door behind me, then leaned her back against it, crossing her arms lightly beneath her breasts so they pressed upwards.

Then she tilted her head.

“From now on,” she said, voice soft, measured, and devastating, “whenever you enter my apartment, I would like you to ask, no… to beg… to kiss my feet.”

My heart pounded.

She lifted one foot slightly, letting the heel tap the floor.

Her eyes narrowed with amusement. “Do you like my feet?”

My mouth went dry. “Very much.”

“Then go on,” she murmured. “Ask.”

I swallowed, heat spreading through my chest, down my stomach, all the way to the cage that immediately tightened against me.

“Calliope,” I whispered. “Please… please let me kiss your feet.”

She smiled slowly, a long blooming expression that made me feel like I was kneeling even before she gave permission.

“Better,” she said. “But you can do more than that. I want your need to show. I want to hear how badly you want it.”

I exhaled shakily. My cage throbbed, pressing painfully against the panties beneath my jeans. My voice felt thin and earnest.

“Please… let me kiss your feet. I need to. I need to show you how much I want to serve you.”

Her eyes softened, pleased, and she stepped forward until the toes of her heels were inches from me.

“Good boy.” Her voice curled around me like smoke. “You may.”

I dropped to my knees instantly. It didn’t even feel like a choice. She lifted her right foot, placing the pointed toe of her heel against my thigh. Slowly, she slid her foot out of the shoe, letting it fall to the side with a soft sound. Her toes were painted a pale lilac, perfectly shaped, the skin smooth and warm.

My breath shuddered.

“Go on,” she said gently. “Show me.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to her big toe, soft and tentative. Heat surged through me so sharply I almost gasped. Her foot was warm, freshly moisturized, faintly perfumed. I kissed the next toe, then the next, each one making the cage twitch and pulse, tightening painfully as more frustration pooled inside me. I kissed the base of her toes, the arch, the soft pad beneath them. My lips lingered, tasting her skin, letting the submission sink deeper into me.

She sighed softly above me, brushing her fingers through my hair.

“Oh, look at you,” she murmured. “You are so worked up. All of this just from my feet?”

I nodded against her skin.

She laughed quietly, a warm pleased sound. “I love that. I love how honest your body is. How eager.”

She shifted her weight and lifted her other foot, offering it with the same effortless authority. I kissed this one too, slower this time, letting my lips press firmly against each perfectly pedicured toe. My cage throbbed again, a desperate frustrated pulse that made my breathing uneven.

“Your little cock is trying so hard,” she teased softly. “Straining in its cage just because I let you kiss my toes. Pathetic and adorable.”

I moaned softly against her foot, unable to hide how much her words affected me.

She let me continue for long, aching minutes. The kind of minutes that build and build until you forget where air ends and want begins. My hands stayed respectfully on my thighs, my lips moving reverently over her skin, the scent of her lotion sticking to my mouth.

Then she finally stroked the back of her fingers down my cheek and said, almost tenderly, “Enough.”

I looked up at her, panting softly. She gazed down at me with warmth mixed into the dominance, something softer shining beneath the command.

“Come sit with me,” she said, turning to walk toward the couch.

I followed, still unsteady. The cage dragged painfully with every step. My thighs trembled.

Calliope sat gracefully, crossing her legs in a way that displayed the length of them fully. She patted the space beside her.

I sat.

She took my chin in her hand, tilting my face toward hers. Her eyes were impossibly blue in the low light.

“I used to date the same kind of men over and over,” she said softly. “Alpha, macho, aggressive, always needing to prove something. Always loud. Always exhausting. Men who wanted to dominate me because they thought it made them strong. Men who never listened. Men who treated every relationship like a battle.”

Her thumb stroked my lower lip, and my breath caught.

“I was so tired,” she whispered. “So sick of being around that kind of energy. I stopped believing that I could ever have something I actually wanted. Something gentler. Something that made me feel powerful instead of cornered.”

Her hand slid to my throat, not squeezing, just holding, feeling my pulse race beneath her fingers.

“And then I met you.”

My whole body tightened.

She smiled, slow and warm.

“You make me feel excited again,” she said. “You make me feel… playful. Confident. Desired the way I want to be desired. You give me your softness without ever pretending to be something you’re not. I cannot tell you how good that feels.”

I swallowed, heart pounding.

“You are exactly the kind of man I wish I had met years ago. Someone who gives power instead of taking it. Someone who lets me be myself.”

Her lips brushed my cheek, not quite a kiss.

“And I intend to enjoy every moment of this.”

She leaned back, smoothing her dress, her eyes lowering to the bulge in my jeans.

“Poor thing,” she murmured. “Look how hard you are. And I haven’t even touched you.”

My breath trembled.

“Take a deep breath,” she said. “We are only getting started.”


Chapter 5: A Shopping Date With My Girlfriend

Chelsea Market on a Saturday afternoon felt alive in a way nothing else in the city did, buzzing with chatter and perfume and the clatter of plates and the warm hum of people who believed weekends were meant for pleasure. Lights strung along the ceilings glowed like suspended embers, and smells of bread, spices, seafood, and something sweet I couldn’t place drifted in a swirling mix that made my stomach flutter with excitement and nerves both.

Calliope arrived five minutes late, which somehow made her entrance feel even more cinematic and grand. She never rushed for any man. She never needed to.

We’d wait.

And her outfit—Fuuuuuck.

She wore a cropped black satin top that tied in the front with a loose bow, leaving the center of her chest exposed in a suggestive but elegant line. The fabric pushed her perfect tits upward, framing them perfectly without looking desperate for attention. Below it she wore a beige silk midi skirt cut high on the thigh, each step revealing warm toned leg, the line of her hip, the suggestion of the curve beneath. When she turned I saw her absolutely massive ass. On her feet were strappy heels that laced delicately around her ankles, her toes perfectly pedicured.

She found me easily. And the smile she gave me when she reached me was soft and bright, the kind of smile that made everything inside my chest loosen.

“Hi, pretty boy,” she said, looping her arm through mine. “Ready to wander?”

I nodded, though the cage tightened the moment her scent hit me—bergamot, amber, and something faintly floral. “With you? Always.”

Calliope squeezed my arm and tugged me into the flow of people.

It’s funny. You might think our relationship was all kink and foreplay, but it wasn’t all like that, not really. Sure we had fun, but most of the time we were like any other couple.

That day I’d just finished telling her about how I’d grown up and lived in New York most of my life, and she asked thoughtful questions and showed she was listening and she cared in a hundred different ways.

We talked as we walked, her voice low enough that only I could hear, her accent a mixture of all the places she’d lived.

“I was born in Tokyo,” she said, picking up a small ceramic dish from a vendor who lit up when he saw her. “My mother is American-Japanese. My father is English. I only lived there for a while, but it still feels like a place inside me.”

The vendor greeted her by name, slipping a discount into her hand with a wink. She winked back, and he blushed so deeply I felt it in my own chest.

Calliope giggled as we stepped away.

“He has such a crush,” she whispered. “I bet that makes you swell in your cage. Knowing how much other men want to fuck me. Tell me Seb, how would you react if I told you I once let him fuck my mouth?”

My breath caught. I tried not to show it, but she smirked knowingly before continuing down the aisle.

The cage pulsed immediately beneath the panties, pressing insistently against my jeans. I swallowed and focused on keeping my steps steady.

Calliope’s fingers brushed mine as we passed a bakery that smelled like warm dough and cinnamon.

“After Tokyo we moved to London. My father’s job. Learned to love the damp cold, the pubs, the loud men with soft hearts. British humor shaped me more than I’d admit.”

I glanced sideways at her. “Did you like it? Living there?”

She nodded. “I liked the people, especially the Scots. They were silly and serious at the same time. I liked the museums. I liked the way everyone drank tea constantly.” She paused, smile widening. “I learned to flirt in England.”

“Seems like you learned it well,” I said before thinking.

She laughed, delighted. “Oh, sweetheart. You have no idea...”

We stopped at a small jewelry stand run by two women—one tall with short silver hair, the other curvy with a caramel complexion and a warm smile. The second woman called her name immediately.

“Calliope! Where have you been hiding?”

“In the depths of hell of course,” Calliope replied with a grin. “As usual.”

The two hugged tightly, breasts pressing, arms winding around each other with the easy intimacy of old friends. I felt my cage throb just watching.

The silver-haired woman looked me up and down, assessing but kind. “New boy toy?”

Calliope hummed, running her fingers across a row of gemstone necklaces.

“Absolutely not, this wonderful gentleman is Sebastian,” she said. “I’m afraid he might be a keeper.”

When we walked away, she leaned in, lips at my ear. “I bet she made you swell too. If I’m being completely honest, I still occasionally play with my clit under the covers and think about the time she fucked me in the ass…”

I exhaled sharply. She giggled.

We reached the spice stall next, where jars of cardamom, saffron, turmeric, and rose petal glittered like treasure. Calliope lifted a jar of cinnamon and inhaled deeply.

“Maine,” she said. “We lived there for three years. Small town. Cold and quiet. That was where my mother opened her bakery.” Her expression softened. “She used these spices in everything. Cinnamon rolls. Honey bread. Pumpkin mochi.”

I smiled. “That sounds perfect.”

“It was,” she said. “It was also stupidly fucking boring. I wanted cities. Noise. People. And…and….”

“And flirting?” I teased.

She bumped her shoulder against mine. “Yes. Especially that.”

A man walking past—a handsome, broad-shouldered type with warm brown skin—turned when he spotted her.

“Calliope?” he laughed. “I haven’t seen you in forever.”

They hugged, lingering a little too long, his hands sliding down her back in a way that made my chest tighten with a cocktail of jealousy, admiration, and arousal.

When he left, she leaned close.

“You liked watching that?” she murmured. “I bet you’re expecting another tawdry story, yeah?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

“Good boy,” Calliope said, before winking and whispering in my ear. “I once let him…buy me a coffee. God I bet you’re hard.”

We both laughed. That was one thing I loved about her. Calliope never had a persona, normal girlfriend or harsh domme, it was still her.

We wandered deeper into the market, stopping to look at pastries shaped like roses, handmade soaps, intricate lamps, vendors grilling skewers over open flames.

“Ah, then there was Paris,” she said at one stand selling imported teas. “My favorite city. I lived there during my post-grad. Learned how to walk in heels properly. Learned that love can be soft and vicious at the same time. Learned that I liked women. And men.” Her lips curved. “And people who didn’t have to decide.”

“You lived there alone?” I asked.

“With my friend Tilly. She was wild. She never cared what anyone thought.” Her smile warmed. “From her I learned that pleasure should never be quiet.”

A blonde woman behind the counter leaned so far forward her cleavage nearly spilled out. “I have a new jasmine-oolong you should try,” she said breathlessly. “Only for you.”

Calliope touched her wrist affectionately, almost flirtatiously. “You spoil me.”

The woman blushed, hard.

When we walked away, Calliope let her hand slide down my arm until her fingers intertwined with mine.

“She wanted me and I finger fucked her until the only word she could say was ‘Calliope’,” she whispered. “Does that make your cage throb?”

My breath shook. “Yes.”

“Good.”

At last we found a quiet corner where the crowd thinned, the noise replaced by soft music from a nearby stand selling handmade candles. Calliope stopped walking and looked out at the market, her expression thoughtful.

“New York is the first place that ever felt like mine,” she said. “I came here in my mid-twenties. Tried everything. Failed at a lot. Learned more. Loved some people. Left some people. And discovered parts of myself I didn’t know existed.” Her voice lowered. “Including the part of me that likes having someone soft. Someone willing. Someone who isn’t trying to out-dominant me.”

I felt heat rise beneath my skin.

She turned toward me, eyes bright.

“You listen,” she said softly. “You care. You don’t rush. You let the world move through you. You’re gentle, and still you want me fiercely.” She touched my chest lightly. “That’s a rare combination in a handsome man.”

I swallowed. “I want to understand you. All of you.”

She beamed. “You already do more than most people ever bothered to try.”

We walked again, slower this time, her body brushing mine casually, intimately, like the contact meant something deeper than flirting. She stopped at a stall selling small fruit tarts dusted with powdered sugar.

“Share one with me,” she said.

We ate it together, breaking pieces with our fingers. Powdered sugar dusted her lips. I stared without meaning to.

She noticed.

“You want to kiss me,” she said, voice tender but teasing. “You’re allowed to want it. You’re not allowed to take it.”

“I know.”

Her smile softened further, almost affectionate. “Good. Because waiting is half the fun.”

At the far end of Chelsea Market, near the exit, a young woman was selling fresh flowers from a mobile cart. She had long braids, sharp cheekbones, a pair of the fattest tits I’d ever seen, and a warm smile. When she saw Calliope, she lit up.

“Looking beautiful as ever,” she said, handing her a rose without charge.

Calliope tucked it behind her ear with a sly smile. “Trying to be.”

As we walked away, she leaned in again, lips grazing my ear.

“I bet she made you swell in your cage too. One of her nipples is an inny, always a lowkey kink of mine if I’m being honest…”

My knees wobbled.

She squeezed my hand.

“I love how honest and horny you are,” she said. “I love how your body reacts. I love that walking beside me is enough to torment you.”

I exhaled shakily.

“And sweetheart,” she added, voice dipping, “we’re not done today.”


Chapter 6: A Carnival Of Souls

Calliope’s apartment always felt different at night, softer somehow, as if the lamps lowered their glow out of respect for whatever version of her existed after dark. Tonight it was that quiet, intimate version: hair loose, face clean, legs tucked beneath her on the couch as the flickering black-and-white of Carnival of Souls washed the room in ghostly light.

She wore an oversized t-shirt that slid off one shoulder and a pair of soft black leggings, the kind that hugged her juicy ass and long legs tightly. Her socks were plain white tube socks, slightly scrunched at the ankle, perfectly casual and perfectly her. I sat beside her in sweats and a tee, trying to pretend the cage wasn’t making itself known with every shift of my body.

The movie played in low volume, eerie and slow, while we talked in that drifting, unhurried way that came so naturally with her.

“Favorite 70s band?” she asked, head resting on my shoulder but angled enough that I could see the curve of her cheek.

“Fleetwood Mac,” I answered. “Predictable, I know.”

“Hmm,” she hummed, tapping her fingertip on my knee. “A safe choice. Beautiful harmonies. Ideal if someone is already halfway in love or deep in the bowels of the worst breakup of your life.”

My pulse skipped. She didn’t seem to notice, but her smile suggested she did.

“You?” I asked.

“Roxy Music,” she said immediately. “Swoony. Messy. Dramatic.”

“Very you.”

She nudged me with her toes. “Watch it.”

We drifted into a long, animated talk about subways, pedestrian plazas, that wonky new bridge someone at City Planning pitched last spring, and the way she said “infrastructure” with casual passion made my chest tighten. She spoke with her hands, her fingers dancing through the air, her eyes bright and intelligent in the half-light. I loved listening to her like this, no teasing, no power games, just her mind unfolding.

But then she stretched out her legs over my lap, and everything changed.

Her heels caught under the hem of my t-shirt, and she sighed dramatically.

“My feet are getting sweaty,” she said. “And you know what that means?”

My breath hitched. “What does it mean?”

“That I want them bare.” She wiggled her toes inside the socks, then looked at me with deliberate sweetness. “Kneel and peel them off for me.”

Heat surged through me instantly. I slid off the couch to the floor, knees pressing into the rug as I turned toward her. The position was familiar feeling. Natural at the very least.

Calliope lifted her right foot, placing it lightly on my thigh. The sock was soft and slightly worn, stretching smoothly over the shape of her foot.

“Slowly,” she instructed. “I want to feel every inch of it leaving me.”

I pinched the end of the sock between my fingers and rolled it down her ankle, revealing warm skin that made my cage immediately throb. Her arch, her heel, the delicate curve beneath — each detail undid me. I slid the sock off fully and held her bare foot in my hands, reverent.

“Good,” she murmured. “Other one.”

I repeated the motion, peeling the second sock away with the same care. Her toes were painted a pale mauve tonight, neat and glossy, perfect. When both socks were gone she stretched her legs, pointing and flexing her feet like a dancer warming up.

Then she looked down at me with a subtle shift in her expression — a soft, serene authority settling over her.

“Massage them.”

I obeyed immediately, cradling her right foot in both hands. Her skin was warm, smooth beneath my thumbs as I pressed into her arch, slow and steady. She let out a quiet sigh, melting into the cushions.

“That’s good,” she whispered. “You always start out so earnest. So hungry to please.”

Her voice curled around me, low and affectionate. My cage tightened painfully.

I moved to her heel, her toes, her instep. She relaxed deeper, her calf muscles softening under the touch, her breaths slowing. The movie continued flickering in the background, eerie shadows moving across her face as she tilted her head back.

“Now kiss them with your slutty little mouth,” she said softly. “All over.”

I bent without hesitation, pressing my lips to her big toe first. The satin-smooth texture of her skin made me tremble. I kissed down the line of her toes, slow, lingering, savoring each one. Then the arch. The ball of her foot. Her heel. Tiny reverent kisses that made the cage throb harder and harder with each soft exhale she made above me.

She watched me now, eyes half-lidded.

“You look so sweet like this,” she whispered. “Like kneeling and licking my sweaty feet is where your body belongs.”

A shiver ran through me.

“And your little cock,” she added lightly, “is trying so hard to get hard. So pathetic and cute.”

My cheeks burned as she smirked.

“It must be so frustrating being so small and so locked. All that useless eagerness trapped away. Your teeny tiny clit must be streaming your precum, yeah?”

I swallowed. “Yes.”

She giggled softly and hooked her feet around my shoulders, pulling me closer until my face rested against her thighs.

“You’re such a mess for me,” she said. “It’s adorable.”

My breathing went ragged. She grazed her toes along my jaw, tracing the line of it.

“You get so worked up. Just from my feet. Just from serving. Just from being told no.”

Her voice grew breathier, her chest rising and falling faster, her hand sliding into her hair as she shifted her weight. Her thigh brushed my cheek, warm and trembling slightly.

“You make me so… turned on,” she whispered, letting the admission hang in the air like heat. “You and your soft mouth and your sweet obedience. My pussy is fucking soaked, if you didn’t have such a tiny dick I’d make you fuck me right now!”

She guided me closer by the chin, pressing her foot gently into my chest, letting her toes graze my lips again. Her breath caught; her thighs tensed. Her voice dropped to a husky whisper.

“God, I love this.”

Her warmth, her movement, the tension in her thighs — everything in her body told me what she was feeling, even without explicit words.

“Calliope,” I whispered, voice thin with need. “Please can I fuck you?”

“Shh.” She stroked my cheek with her toes. “Don’t think. Just focus on my pleasure, it’s all that matters...”

Her breathing hitched again, her back arching slightly against the couch. The soft, burning sound that slipped from her throat was enough to make my whole body tremble. Everything about her posture, the flush on her chest, the way her thighs tightened — all of it built toward a crest I could feel more than see.

Her fingers curled into the cushion.

Her voice slipped out in a trembling hush.

“Oh… God…”

And then her whole body softened and melted back into the couch with a long exhale, one hand pressed flat over her chest, the other dropping loosely to her thigh.

She looked at me through heavy lashes.

“You,” she breathed. “Are… dangerous.”

I swallowed. My cage throbbed violently. “I… I want to come so badly.”

She laughed — breathless, warm, teasing, delighted all at once.

“I bet you do,” she said softly. “I bet you’re dripping in those cute little panties.”

“I am.”

She cupped my face with her foot, lifting it so I had to look at her fully.

“God,” she whispered, “I love how desperate you are.”

I trembled.

She let her foot slide down to my shoulder, gentle, affectionate.

“Tell you what,” she murmured. “Just a few more days of denial and chastity… all the way… and I’ll give you a huge reward to tide you over for a while. Something big. Something you’ll remember.”

My breath caught. “Okay.”

“Say it properly,” she teased. “Let me hear your need.”

“I’ll do it,” I whispered. “I’ll make it to the end of the week. I’ll be good. I promise.”

She smiled slowly, beautifully.

“Good boy.”

She tugged me up to sit beside her again, tucking her legs over my lap like nothing unusual had happened at all, pressing her warm socks into my hands.

“Now,” she said with a soft sigh, “rewind that scene. I missed it.”

But she kept one hand resting on my tiny caged cok the whole time, thumb brushing small circles — a reminder, a claim, a promise.


Chapter 7: The Best Cheerleader You Ever Saw

It was the end of the week and I was already hard in my cage before she even opened the door.

But when Calliope finally did—when she leaned casually against the doorframe in that obscene, ridiculous, perfect cheerleader outfit—it was like my body stopped even pretending I had control.

Her skirt was microscopic, bright red with crisp white pleats, flaring high over toned thighs and the faintest shadow of red lace beneath. Her top was cropped to hell, the letters across her chest stretched tight over the bounce of her breasts, the kind of bounce that mocked gravity and made me feel like my cock—my clit, as she called it—wasn’t even worthy of the outfit.

“Well,” she smirked, hand on her hip, one knee cocked to the side, “isn’t this every horny boy’s fantasy?”

I swallowed, throat dry. “Uh… yeah. Definitely.”

My cage pulsed. I could feel my cock straining against the bars, leaking already, humiliated just by existing in her presence. She grinned wider, taking a slow, deliberate step forward.

“Take a breath, princess. You’re drooling.”

I blinked, cheeks flushing hot, and dropped to my knees without being asked. “Can I… please. Can I kiss your feet?”

“You remembered!” Her smile turned fond. “Good boy.”

She raised one sneakered foot and held it between us, hovering. I stared at the worn rubber sole, the untied laces, the glimpse of her bare ankle above the striped sock. I kissed it reverently, then again, moving slowly up to the sock, then the edge of her calf, my lips trembling with need. She watched the whole thing in silence, letting me worship her in small, aching kisses.

“Inside,” she said finally, stepping past me. I crawled behind her without thinking.

She led me to the dining room, then turned and looked me up and down like she was checking a roast for doneness. “Clothes off. On the table. Spread out.”

I obeyed at once, stripping clumsily, my caged cock bouncing helplessly with each movement. The table was cold beneath my back as I climbed on. She tied me quickly—wrists and ankles to each leg of the table, arms wide, legs spread. Helpless. Humiliated. Home.

She stood over me, eyes roaming with ownership, then climbed onto the table and straddled my chest. Her feet rested on my shoulders, her toes brushing against my lips.

“Worship my perfect feet chastity bitch.”

I did. I kissed and licked and moaned against the soft pads of her toes, my tongue tracing the arch of her foot as if it were holy. She sighed, pleased, shifting to grind her heel against my collarbone. Then she rose to her knees and peeled off her little red panties with a flourish, dropping them onto my face.

“Breathe me in, slut.”

She moved forward, crawling up my body, and settled her thighs over my mouth. I was drowning in her scent before my tongue even reached her, her wet cunt already glistening. She didn’t ride gently—Calliope used my face, grinding herself down until I was slick with her, my chin aching, my neck tense, and my brain fogged with nothing but the taste of her.

She came fast, sharp and sudden, gasping with laughter as she gripped my hair and shuddered. “That’s my little foot-licking clit-slave. Good job.”

She slid off me slowly, letting me catch my breath, and walked barefoot to the end of the table. She took her time—stretching, humming, stepping out of her skirt—before climbing back up and settling between my legs.

“I bet you’re aching, huh?” she said sweetly. “Look at that pathetic little cage. All twitchy and shiny. Like it thinks it deserves a reward.”

I whimpered. She slid her foot between my thighs and began to press against the cage with slow, perfect pressure. Her toes curled around it, the arch of her foot rocking up and down with practiced control. I gasped at the friction—pure tease, pure torment, just enough to make me leak, to make me tremble, never enough to push me over.

“That’s it,” she cooed. “Get it all nice and wet. That’s what pretty little clits do, isn’t it?”

She pressed harder, watching me squirm.

“Say it.”

“My… my cock,” I whimpered.

She frowned.

I corrected myself immediately. “My clit. My tiny clit. I’m sorry.”

“Mmm.” She smiled and kept going. “That’s better. And you are pretty, you know that? So soft. So fuckable. I could dress you in bows and no one would question it.”

I moaned, my whole body straining in its bonds, my clit thumping against the cage with every gentle stroke of her foot.

“Do you wanna cum?” she whispered.

I nodded frantically.

“Then you’ll agree to two things.” Her voice was sweet poison. “One: if you cum, you lick it all up. Every drop. Off the cage. Off my foot. Wherever it lands.”

I shuddered. “Yes. Yes, please.”

“And two…” Her toes curled beneath the cage and lifted it, just a little, just enough to make me gasp. “Afterwards, we get you a smaller cage. Something cuter. Something tighter. Something that suits your adorable little clit.”

She looked at me, waiting.

“Yes,” I said, voice cracking. “Yes. Please. Anything. I want that. I need to cum!.”

She smiled—and pressed harder.

“Good girl, but the cage would be much much smaller,” she giggled. “Are you sure? Really sure?”


Chapter 8: An Explosive Finale

I nodded frantically, breath stuttering in my chest.

“I agree,” I said, the words tumbling out of me. “Please. I agree.”

Calliope’s expression softened just a little, not kinder, but warmer. Satisfied. She reached down and unlocked the cage with unhurried precision, the click loud in the quiet room. My cock sprang free, flushed and leaking, painfully hard and aching in a way that made me gasp.

“Oh my god,” she laughed softly. “Look at it. That’s it? That’s what all that begging was for?”

I whimpered, hips twitching uselessly against the restraints. Being exposed like that—after being caged all week—felt almost unbearable.

She slid her foot between my thighs and wrapped it around my cock, the arch pressing just right. I groaned as she started to stroke me slowly, deliberately, her skin warm and smooth.

“It’s so cute,” she murmured. “Honestly embarrassing. All flushed and twitchy like that. Such a little cock. So sweet. So needy.”

Her foot moved with lazy confidence, not fast, not merciful. Just enough pressure to make me throb, to make me drip. I could feel myself leaking already, sticky and humiliating.

“Look at you,” she went on fondly. “The perfect submissive pretty boy. You’re so much fun. So sweet. So cute. And so drippy already.”

I moaned, my whole body straining, my cock slick against her foot as she stroked me again and again, watching my reactions with delight.

“Don’t you dare hold back,” she said. “I want all of it. All your gross boy-juice”

Then she lifted her other foot and pressed it gently against my mouth. “Open.”

I did immediately, tongue out, obedient. She slid her toes between my lips, resting them there while the other foot kept stroking my cock, slower now, firmer.

“Suck,” she ordered softly.

I moaned around her toes, saliva slicking them as she laughed quietly, enjoying the sight of me—spread out, bound, flushed, mouth full, cock trapped between her feet.

“Alright,” she said. “You’re going to cum for me. On my feet.”

I was shaking uncontrollably now.

“Three,” she said, her foot tightening just a little.

“Two.”

Her soft dainty toes circled beneath the head of my slick tiny cock.

“One.”

I cried out as I came, the orgasm ripping through me hard and fast, spurting messily across her feet, streaking her skin as my cock pulsed helplessly. I sagged against the table, breathless, humiliated, overwhelmed.

She withdrew her foot from my mouth and took her time looking down at the mess I’d made. My cum clung to her skin in thick, uneven streaks, glossy and shameless, still warm where it had landed. A few slow drops slid along the curve of her arch, evidence of just how hard I’d come for her.

She smiled, satisfied.

“God,” she said quietly, almost fondly, “you really spurted, didn’t you?”

My chest was still heaving, the aftershocks of the orgasm rippling through me, my cock oversensitive and slackening now, my whole body loose in a way that felt both humiliating and deeply relieving. All that pressure, all that ache, gone—emptied out onto her feet like I was made for exactly that purpose.

“That’s your gross little boy juice,” she continued, turning her foot slightly so she could see it better. “All bottled up all week, and then—splat.” She laughed softly. “You couldn’t even help yourself.”

My face burned. I nodded, mortified and grateful all at once.

“And look how proud I am of you,” she added, glancing down at me. “You did exactly what I wanted. You gave me everything.”

She lifted her foot back toward my face, closer this time, close enough that the smell hit me properly—salty, sharp, unmistakably me, mixed with the clean warmth of her skin. The scent alone made my stomach flip and my throat tighten. This was going to be so fucking humiliating.

“Such a good boy,” she said again, calm and pleased. “Now.”

She pressed her toes to my lips.

“Lick.”

I opened my mouth immediately, no hesitation, tongue sliding out as I dragged it slowly along her foot. The taste was intense—salty and thick, my own cum coating my tongue, unmistakable and embarrassing in a way that made my ears ring. I whimpered softly as I cleaned her, the humiliation sinking in with every deliberate stroke of my tongue.

But beneath it was relief. Deep, full-bodied relief. My mind felt quiet now, empty in the best way, my body warm and pliant as I focused only on making her clean, making her pleased.

I took my time. I had to. I traced every toe, every curve, making sure nothing was left behind, swallowing carefully, obediently, until her foot was spotless again.

She watched the entire thing, eyes warm, mouth curved in a small, proud smile.

“There,” she said softly when she finally pulled her foot away. “See? All taken care of.”

Her gaze lingered on me—spent, flushed, and utterly exposed.

“That’s my pretty boy,” she added with quiet satisfaction. “All emptied out. Exactly how you’re supposed to be.”


Chapter 9: Epilogue, Lola Has An Announcement

Ten minutes later, I was in her arms, soft and warm and pink, the world narrowed down to the steady rhythm of her breathing and the gentle rise and fall of her chest beneath my cheek.

Calliope had dressed me in one of her spare pajama sets: bubblegum pink, scattered with tiny satin hearts and finished with delicate white bows that felt absurdly pretty against my skin. The fabric was impossibly soft, worn thin from her body and her warmth, carrying the faint scent of her laundry soap and something sweeter that was unmistakably her. It should have felt ridiculous. Instead, it felt like being wrapped up and claimed.

Her arms were snug around me, protective without being tight, one hand slowly stroking through my hair in long, soothing passes. Each touch made me sink further into her, my shoulders loosening, my breath finally evening out. We matched. She wore the same pajamas, but on her they looked effortlessly sexy, the waistband slung low on her hips, the top slipping off one shoulder to reveal warm skin and the curve of her collarbone. On me, they felt humiliating.

I was still uncaged. The absence of it made me feel exposed in a way that was almost dizzying, my body hypersensitive, every small movement a reminder of how open I was and how much I’d given. The thin fabric didn’t hide much, and I was acutely aware of how vulnerable I must have looked tucked against her like that.

She kissed the top of my head, slow and unhurried.
“You were so good for me,” she murmured, voice low and affectionate. “So sweet. So obedient. You really let it all out, didn’t you?”

The praise made my chest tighten. I nodded against her shoulder, heat creeping back into my face, caught between pride and embarrassment in that familiar, delicious way she always pulled out of me.

Her hand drifted lower, resting there with casual ownership, not doing much at all and somehow doing everything.
“Still such a small clitty,” she teased softly, not unkind. “Even now. That’s what makes you so adorable.”

I shifted instinctively, a soft sound slipping out of me before I could stop it.

She smiled against my hair. “Honestly,” she went on, amused, “you look like a shy little thing trying to sneak through the women’s locker room without being noticed.”

I squirmed, overwhelmed by the warmth of her body, the safety of her arms, the way she could tease me and make me feel treasured at the same time.

She nipped my earlobe, playful and precise. “That new cage,” she added lightly, “is going to be tiny.”

The word sent a little shiver through me. I whimpered despite myself, the sound pulled from somewhere helpless and honest.

Then there was a knock at the door.

A second later it opened, and Lola stepped in.

She was barefoot, casual, and devastating. An oversized tank top skimmed over her torso, soft fabric clinging just enough to hint at the shape beneath, paired with barely-there sleep shorts that showed off long, toned legs. Her hair was twisted into a loose bun, a few strands falling free to frame her cheekbones, and her skin glowed in the low light like she belonged exactly where she was.

She leaned against the doorframe with easy confidence, the kind that didn’t need to announce itself. The room seemed to recalibrate around her.

“Calliope?” she said, voice lazy, amused. “Someone called while you were...indisposed. Basically, you’ve gotta go away for a few days. Work stuff.”

Calliope groaned, tipping her head back. “You’re kidding me.”

Lola just shrugged, eyes already drifting toward me.

Her gaze took its time. My flushed face. The ridiculous pink heart pajamas. The way I was curled into Calliope like I’d been put there on purpose. Her lips curved, slow and knowing.

“Want me to cage-sit your pretty boy while you’re gone?” she asked lightly, like she was offering to water a plant.

The room went still.

Calliope looked down at me. I looked up at her.

And then we both smiled.

Matching. Certain.

And in that moment, wrapped in pink and held tight, with Lola watching us like she already knew exactly what she was getting into, I realized I wasn’t going to get much rest while Calliope was away.

Not at all.


Act 3


Chapter One: Strip Poker

Penny shuffled the floor confidently, her dainty bare feet flexing lazily on the carpet as she sat cross-legged across from me on the floor. Her toes were delicate and pale, and every movement made the soft see-through bra shift gently against her heavy tits. Penny’s nipples pressed clearly against the thin fabric, the piercings glimmering slightly, and she stretched her arms overhead with a casual grin that made my stomach tighten in a helpless reaction.

Her jeans were still on, hugging her round ass tightly whenever she went to the fridge. She tapped the cards lightly against her supple thigh before dealing with quick accurate motions, the practiced rhythm showing she actually knew poker well enough to take advantage of someone distracted and half-hard in a chastity cage.

“So remind me again how this all started,” she said teasingly as she dealt us both two cards face down, then paused to burn a card before flipping the first three community cards, doing it properly and smugly.

“Well you said I was being annoying and needed to entertain you,” I began with a sigh. “So, we’re playing strip poker.”

“Not the strip poker, obviously, I’m not a goldfish,”  Penny said warmly, brushing her blonde wavy hair out of her face. The strands fell messy and pretty against her cheek, making her look even more like a chaotic lesbian dream girl. “Start explaining what the hell happened after that last date with Calliope, because you have been walking around with this stupid dreamy expression all day and it’s killing me.”

I swallowed nervously, my cheeks heating immediately.

She raised an eyebrow sharply. “And don’t you dare skip details.”

I breathed slowly, trying to speak steadily. “Well… at the end of the week she invited me to her apartment and well, things got intense kind of quickly.”

Penny giggled. “More intense than locking you in chastity and making you her new years resolution project?”

I tried to focus on the cards and not the soft swell of Penny’s tits or the faint outline of her nipples as I continued. “Like I said we went back to her apartment—”

“Ah,” Penny said knowingly. “Here we go.”

I shifted, uncomfortable and aroused at once. “She tied me up.”

Penny clapped her hands once, loudly. “Yes! Finally some action. Keep going, big boy.”

I felt my cock inside the tight cage twitch, painfully tight, and winced.

Penny noticed my reaction instantly and bit her lip.

I laid down my cards. “I fold.”

“Good,” she said as she grinned and pointed at my hoodie. “Take it off, loser.”

I shrugged it off slowly, and she watched my chest openly, her head tilted as she assessed me.

The next hand went even worse. I kept explaining between losses, shedding my t-shirt next, then my socks, then trying desperately not to blush when she stretched her arms again, her tits bouncing freely behind the thin bra.

“So she tied you up,” Penny said softly. “Then what?”

“She made me beg to see her breasts.”

Penny pressed a hand to her chest dramatically. “And did she have good breasts?”

My throat tightened. “Very good breasts. Full and soft and round. She likes teasing me with them.”

“I love a girl with a big rack! She sounds perfect,” Penny said dreamily. “Meanwhile, you’re losing again.” She tapped my belt. “Drop the pants, Seb.”

I exhaled shakily and stood, unbuckling my jeans. The zipper slid down slowly, and I pushed them off my hips. Penny leaned forward instantly, laughing delightedly the moment she saw what was underneath.

“Oh my god,” she said loudly, “she has you wearing panties all the time now?”

I flushed hard as she stared at the tiny pink frilly panties stretched tightly around my hips, the silky fabric hugging the chastity cage beneath them. The panties were small and humiliating, the lace trim digging lightly into my thighs, and Penny covered her mouth as she laughed again.

“They’re frilly,” she said breathlessly. “They’re actually more frilly than any panties I even own. Bless that bitch, she’s dressed you like a shy little maid.”

My cock throbbed helplessly inside the cage.

We played two more hands, and I managed to recount the rest of the week—the porn theatre, the panties, the lingerie store, the foot worship, the humiliating teasing, the way Calliope used her body so confidently while keeping me desperate and obedient with just her voice.

Penny watched me closely, her eyes sharp and excited.

“And then she finally unlocked you, I’m guessing?” she said softly. “And then what, she you fuck her? I’d have fucked her.”

“She gave me a footjob,” I whispered. “And made me beg to finish on her feet.”

“You’re insane,” she said warmly. “Insane and adorable.”

The final round sealed my fate. Penny laid down her cards triumphantly.

“Strip.”

I hesitated for only a second before hooking my thumbs into the sides of the little panties. The cage pressed forward visibly as I slid them slowly down my thighs. Penny leaned in eagerly.

When the cage came into view, she gasped and then giggled.

“Sebastian,” she said with delighted disbelief, “that Calliope woman is either the sexiest woman on earth… or the craziest.”

I covered my face with my hands. “Christ Penny, I’m so embarrassed, but I’m so into it as well. I think I’m falling for this girl. Am I crazy?”

She reached over and flicked the cage lightly with one finger. “Never. Besides, blushing suits you, and as far as I’m concerned every man should be in chastity, it’s so much cuter!”

Before she could tease more, the loud buzz of the door intercom filled the apartment.

“Oh shit,” Penny said suddenly as she scrambled to her feet, tits bouncing in her bra. “That’s my date. Riley. She’s like… a ten out of ten and she is not waiting.”

She hopped into her heels clumsily, grabbing her purse and jacket. “See you later, roomie,” she said warmly as she rushed to the door. “Have fun on your date!”

“Date?” I repeated weakly.

But the door slammed, and Penny was already running down the hall, laughing excitedly as she left me naked except for my cage.


Chapter Two: A Dinner Date

I dressed slowly in my room with music playing softly from my phone, the low steady beat helping me breathe more calmly even though my chest felt tight with excitement. I chose a dark button-up shirt that fit me neatly across the shoulders, nice slacks. Calliope had complimented me on a similar outfit once, her plump natural lips curving into a smile as I’d blushed afterwards. The memory alone made my cock throb painfully in the tiny chastity cage, the pressure unyeilding and immediate as I tucked my shirt carefully and tried to stand straighter in the mirror.

My reflection looked nervous and hopeful, which only made me ache even more. I kept smoothing my hair, adjusting the collar, checking my breath, trying desperately not to think about Calliope’s full breasts or her supple thighs or the way her soft warm skin felt when she pressed her body against mine. The more I thought about her, the more my cock strained inside the cage, twitching visibly beneath the tight pink panties she insisted I keep on tonight, the silky fabric rubbing snugly against the metal with every movement.

By the time I left the apartment and walked briskly toward the subway, I was already leaking slightly, the cage damp and tight. The cold air couldn’t stop my body from reacting eagerly and embarrassingly.

On the train, the doors slid shut and I held the pole with one hand, trying to breathe slowly. The car swayed gently and people pressed in around me. My phone buzzed suddenly.

Calliope: Are you wearing my panties like a good boy?

My stomach dropped instantly, and heat spread across my chest and neck as I typed quickly.

Me: Yes.

The cage throbbed so hard I shifted my stance slightly, hoping no one noticed.

Another buzz.

Calliope: Show me. Send a pic.

My breath caught. I typed fast, my fingers trembling slightly.

Me: I’m in public.

She replied immediately, the text sharp and confident even on a tiny screen.

Calliope: Find a bathroom. You have three minutes or you’re in trouble.

I swallowed hard and stepped off at the next stop without thinking, my pulse racing as her authority pushed me into action. There was a coffee shop right by the stairs, warm lights glowing against the cold evening. I pushed the door open quickly.

Inside, the bar smelled strongly of espresso and sugar, and the barista looked up at me with warm dark eyes. She was a sexy Brazilian woman with glossy black hair pulled into a high ponytail that showed the curve of her long neck. Her tank top hugged her full breasts tightly, the fabric stretched prettily across her chest, and when she leaned forward on the counter her tits pressed heavily together, creating a deep inviting line of cleavage that hit me so suddenly I nearly moaned.

“Hi,” she said warmly, her accent soft and inviting. “Cold night, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said quietly, my voice embarrassingly thin.

She smiled knowingly. Her eyes dropped for a moment, and I realized with horror that the front of my jeans had a faint bulge from the cage and the panties beneath. My body reacted helplessly to her attention, my cock pulsing again, trapped and desperate.

“You want something to warm up?” she asked teasingly.

I shook my head quickly. “Bathroom?” I said, my voice cracking slightly.

She pointed with a small laugh and bit her lip in a way that made my knees feel weak. “Go ahead, sweetheart.”

I rushed through the hallway, trying not to imagine Calliope’s reaction to how hard I was for a stranger’s attention. The second the bathroom door locked behind me, I exhaled shakily and pulled my jeans down just enough to reveal the embarrassing girly panties stretched tightly over the cage. The pink fabric was pulled snug across the metal, the lace edges sitting high on my hips, the shape humiliating and adorable exactly the way Calliope liked.

I took the picture quickly with my hand shaking, the cage shining faintly in the bright bathroom light, the panties hugging me tightly in a shamefully feminine way.

I sent it.

The reply came instantly.

Calliope: So cute.

The cage throbbed again, aching more intensely now that her approval hit me directly.

But then another message arrived.

Calliope: But that was three minutes and fifteen seconds. You’re in so much trouble later.

I stared at the words, my face burning, my stomach tightening, and my cock twitching helplessly inside the cage. I felt the humiliation sink slowly into my chest and lower, warm and intense, the idea of punishment making the tight metal feel even smaller and more unforgiving.

I pulled my pants up quickly, still hard, still leaking, and stared at myself in the mirror. My face was red, my breath unsteady, and the panties pressed tightly against the cage beneath my slacks like a secret she owned completely.

I knew I had to hurry.
I knew she would be waiting.

And I knew I was already shaking with excitement.


Chapter Three: A Date With a Domme

Calliope stood waiting for me just outside the entrance to the restaurant, and the second I saw her my body reacted helplessly. She wore a black satin dress that clung tightly to her waist and hips, the fabric hugging the round curve of her ass and outlining the smooth shape of her thighs. The neckline plunged confidently, showing the soft upper swell of her full breasts, their natural weight pressing gently against the thin fabric with every slow breath she took. Her skin looked warm and soft under the lights, a faint sheen highlighting the elegant shape of her collarbones and the delicate line of her throat.

Oh yeah, Calliope knew exactly what she was doing, and she smiled when she saw the way my eyes moved over her body.

“Take my arm,” she said teasingly, holding it out with quiet command.

I stepped forward immediately, sliding my hand carefully into the crook of her elbow. Her body felt warm and solid beside me, her perfume surrounding me in a way that made the cage tighten painfully beneath my slacks. She led us inside with an easy confident stride, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor as she guided me through the dining room and toward a small corridor at the back. A server opened the door for us, revealing a fully private room with tall windows overlooking the city and a long heavy table set for two.

Calliope waited until the door closed firmly behind us before she spoke again.

“Sit,” she said warmly, pointing to the chair across from her.

Dinner felt strangely normal at first. We talked about her job, and she spoke openly, her voice steady and proud as she described the pressure of being in line for partner at her firm. Her eyes brightened when she explained how much she enjoyed the challenge, and she touched her hair repeatedly as she laughed softly at her own stories. Her breasts shifted naturally inside the silk, the soft curves pushing forward each time she leaned closer. I nodded along, trying to focus, but my cock kept twitching helplessly in the cage, responding to her voice and her scent and the way her legs crossed slowly beneath the table.

When dessert arrived, she dismissed the server with a polite smile, waited until the door clicked shut again, and then turned her attention fully to me.

“Come here,” she said quietly.

I stood shakily and approached the end of the table, my breath unsteady. She reached out and took my wrist gently before guiding me onto her lap. Her thighs were supple and warm beneath me, and she shifted me until I was sitting sideways across her legs, my weight resting partly on her strong smooth thighs and partly against the soft fullness of her breasts.

“You look nervous,” she said teasingly as she dipped one finger slowly into the dessert. “Open your mouth.”

I obeyed instantly, my lips parting obediently. She lifted her finger and pressed it gently to my tongue, letting the sweet cream smear across it before pushing her finger slightly deeper. I sucked softly at first, then more eagerly when she raised an eyebrow in approval. Her heavy tits pressed against my side as she held me close, her other hand resting possessively on my hip.

“Good boy,” she said quietly. “Suck nicely. Suck my finger like it’s a cock.”

I whimpered around her finger. Within the cage my aching cock throbbed violently beneath my slacks, the panties stretched tight against the metal, and I felt a small humiliating leak of precum dampen the fabric.

She pulled her finger free slowly, letting a small sound escape her lips as she watched me swallow.

“That is very cute,” she murmured warmly. “Now I want your mouth on me.”

My breath hitched hard. She guided me down gently, her fingers sliding into my hair as she nudged me under the tablecloth. The soft fabric draped around my shoulders as I knelt between her legs, and when I lifted my gaze, her thighs were parted for me, the dress pushed up to reveal the smooth warm skin rising to her hips. She wasn’t wearing panties. Her pussy glistened faintly in the dim light, the soft folds already slightly open from anticipation, and I swallowed eagerly as the scent of her reached me.

“Lick,” she said firmly. “Slowly. You should know how I like this by now…”

I leaned forward and pressed my mouth against her, my tongue sliding gently along the warm slick center. She gasped softly above me, her hand tightening in my hair as she guided my rhythm. Her thighs trembled faintly on either side of my face, the soft smooth skin brushing my cheeks each time she shifted. I licked her carefully, circling her clit with slow deliberate movements, and her breath grew louder, heavier, more uneven as she tilted her hips upward against my mouth. This was all about her pleasure. I didn’t matter at all.

And for some crazy reason that only turned me on even more.

“That’s it,” she whispered breathlessly. “Keep going. Make me cum.”

The cage tightened painfully around my pathetic cock as I worked, my own breathing growing desperate and uneven. Every sound she made made me throb harder, the metal digging sharply into me as my tongue moved faster. I felt her thighs tense suddenly, her hips rolling forward into my mouth as her body tightened and shook. She came with a low broken gasp, her hand gripping my hair hard, her warm slickness flooding gently against my tongue while her chest rose and fell in heavy trembling breaths.

I stayed there obediently until her muscles softened and her breathing slowed. Then she lifted the tablecloth slowly and looked down at me with flushed cheeks and bright satisfied eyes.

“That was gorgeous, baby,” she said warmly. “Absolutely gorgeous.”

I climbed carefully back onto her lap, my chest tight with pride and frustration both. She stroked my cheek gently, then tapped the front of my slacks where the cage bulged embarrassingly.

“You’re so worked up,” she said teasingly. “You poor desperate thing.”

She kissed me slowly, tasting herself on my lips, then pulled back with a breathless smile.

“Now,” she said confidently, “as you know, I need to go away for work for a few days.”

I nodded, my heart pounding quickly.

“And to keep an eye on you,” she continued softly, “I’d like to put my roommate Lola in charge of you.”

My stomach flipped. Lola was stunning in a different way—in her late-twenties too, but compact, sexy in an adorable way, with small high breasts and a round firm ass and a face that could switch between sweet and dominant instantly. The thought of serving her made the caged cock twitch hard again.

“Happy?” Calliope asked teasingly. “I bet you like the thought of her touching your cute little cock, huh?”

I swallowed and nodded quickly. “Yes. That sounds fun.”

She cupped my jaw gently and kissed me again.

“Good boy,” she whispered warmly. “And if you’re good for her all week, I’ll unlock you on Sunday and let you spurt your cummies. Deal?”

“Deal,” I said quietly, almost shaking with relief.

She smiled brightly, satisfied and amused.

“Then finish your dessert,” she said softly, brushing my cheek. “And try not to leak on the chair, sweetheart.”


Chapter Four: His Master

Calliope and Lola’s apartment door was already cracked open when I arrived, and the soft warm light spilling into the hallway made my stomach twist nervously. Calliope had left that morning for her work trip, and she had sent one simple message before boarding her flight:

Be at my apartment at eight. Lola will inspect you. Behave.

I stepped inside quietly, my heartbeat thudding in my chest. The apartment smelled faintly of vanilla and orchids. Lola appeared in the kitchen doorway a moment later, stretching her arms overhead lazily, her crop top lifting enough to show the smooth soft skin of her athletic stomach and the faint line of muscle above the waistband of her jeans.

Her body hit me instantly. She wore a loose grey crop top with no bra underneath, the shape of her small full breasts visibly outlined. Her nipples pressed against the fabric in a way that made me swallow hard. The jeans hugged her hips tightly and shaped the round curve of her ass, which looked impossibly firm and inviting. A pair of dark stockings clung to her legs all the way to mid-thigh, the fabric smoothing along her supple thighs and accentuating the warm shape of her calves.

She pushed her tousled hair back casually, exposing the strong elegant line of her neck as she tilted her head and smirked.

“Well,” she said teasingly, “Calliope’s little toy finally showed up. You remember me right? My name’s Nicole, or Nikki, but lately I’ve been going by Lola.”

My throat felt tight. “Hi, Lola.”

She stepped closer slowly, her hips swaying naturally, and stopped directly in front of me. She looked me up and down in one long, deliberate motion, her eyes lingering on the bulge of the cage under my pants.

“You look nervous,” she said softly, almost a purr. “Good. You should be. You gonna be a good boy for me all week? Your girlfriend won’t let you cum if I give her a bad report.”

Heat crawled up my neck. My breath hitched slightly as I whimpered, ridiculously turned on. “I’ll be good Lola.”

She snapped her fingers once.

“Strip,” she said firmly. “All of it. I want to see what she sent me to take care of.”

I obeyed immediately, pulling my shirt off with shaking hands, unbuttoning my pants, sliding everything down slowly as she watched every inch of exposed skin. When I stepped out of my clothes completely, I stood naked in front of her except for the cage snug against my cock and Calliope’s pink panties bunched in the discarded pile beside my foot.

Lola walked around me slowly, circling me like she was evaluating a display she wasn’t sure she wanted to buy. Her fingers traced lightly down my back, following the shape of my spine until she reached my ass. She squeezed one cheek firmly.

“Pretty,” she murmured quietly. “Soft. Lithe. You have a girly butt, Sebastian.”

I tensed, humiliated and aroused.

She tapped the cage lightly with her fingernail. “But this is so unsightly,” she said teasingly. “Unfortunately the rest of you is so hairy.”

Her fingers brushed along my chest, then down my stomach, her nails grazing lightly. She made a soft unimpressed sound.

“What a mess,” she said playfully. “No wonder Calliope told me you needed grooming.”

I swallowed hard. “She… she did?”

“Oh yes,” Lola said with a slow smile. “She wants you smooth, and while I love taking boys for a wax today that means she just wants you shaved. She wants you exposed and pretty for her. I told her I’d help.”

My cock twitched violently inside the cage, the metal digging sharply into me.

Lola laughed quietly.

“I saw that,” she said teasingly. “You got hard from a pretty girl bossing you around. Calliope was so right, you really are so embarrassingly predictable.”

She sighed heavily and lifted the small key Calliope had left for her from the counter.

“I’m unlocking you reluctantly,” she said, voice slow and amused. “Because I don’t trust you to behave for even one minute. However, needs must, as they say!”

She knelt down, her round ass settling onto her heels, the curve of it pushing tightly against her jeans. Her breath brushed warmly over my thigh as she slid the key into the lock. The cage clicked open easily, and she pulled it off with one smooth motion.

My cock sprang forward immediately, flushed and hard and twitching painfully.

Lola stared at it with raised brows. “Wow,” she said dryly. “You really get excited for any attention at all.”

She wrapped her fingers loosely around the base, squeezing firmly just once. The sudden pressure made me gasp sharply.

“Such a naughty, messy, little clit,” she said in a low voice, tapping the tip of my bobbing cock with her fingernail with a crinkled forehead. “Sebastian, you are actually hard just from being told you’re messy. That is pathetic.”

My knees nearly buckled I was so turned on.

Lola stood again and pointed toward the bathroom.

“Move,” she said firmly. “Get into the bath.”

I walked quickly, my cock bouncing helplessly with each step, and climbed into the tub. Lola followed behind me, rolling up her sleeves casually. When she took out the razor and shaving cream, my whole body tensed with a mix of humiliation and anticipation.

“Sit,” she ordered. “Good slut.”

She knelt beside the tub, her tits hanging heavily inside the loose crop top as she leaned over. The neckline slipped slightly, showing the soft curve of her left breast and the faint outline of her nipple against the fabric. She didn’t bother adjusting it.

She smoothed shaving cream across my chest slowly, rubbing it in with firm confident motions. Her hands felt warm, her fingers spreading deliberately, touching me more intimately than she needed to.

“You’re shaking,” she said softly.

“I’m nervous,” I whispered.

“You have a safeword and I haven’t heard you even consider it so enough bullshit, you’re turned on,” she corrected teasingly. “Look at your clit. It’s leaking.”

My cock twitched again.

She worked steadily downward, shaving my chest, then my stomach, then guiding my legs open so she could reach everywhere else. When she reached between my thighs, her fingers brushed deliberately close to my cock, and I gasped quietly.

Lola’s eyes flicked upward.

“Hold still,” she said firmly. “If you flinch, I’ll squeeze your balls.”

I forced myself to stay steady while she shaved me completely. The humiliation was intense and warm, the sensation of being groomed by her slow and strangely tender. She noticed every reaction, every twitch, every little sound I made.

When she finished, she rinsed her hands and wiped away the last foam from my skin. Then she gripped my cock between her fingers suddenly, squeezing it sharply in a way that sent a jolt through me.

“You got hard from being shaved,” she said breathlessly. “Sebastian, that is so naughty.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered helplessly.

“No you’re not,” she said with a wicked smile. “You love this.”

I swallowed, unable to deny it.

She released me and dried her hands calmly.

“Now,” she said, stepping back and crossing her arms beneath her small firm breasts, “Calliope told me you had a deal with her.”

I nodded slowly.

“And that means,” she continued with a cruelly sweet smile, “it’s time for your new tiny cage.”

My cock throbbed violently at the word tiny, already leaking instinctively.

Lola laughed softly dragged me into my girlfriend’s bedroom.


Chapter Five: A Small Upgrade

Lola pulled a long rope from the drawer and smiled at me quietly, the expression settling on her face with an easy confidence that made my stomach tighten almost painfully as I lay back on Calliope’s bed. Lola walked toward me slowly, her bare feet hidden under the sheer black stockings clinging tightly to her calves and thighs, the soft nylon hugging every curve of her round legs and smooth skin. The loose crop top shifted gently over her small, sensitive breasts as she moved. She set the rope beside me and reached down to stroke my thigh lightly with her fingertips, dragging upward toward the crease of my pelvis, and I shivered visibly as she watched me.

“Arms up, slut!” she said teasingly, her tone warm and amused.

I lifted them obediently, feeling a rush of embarrassment as my unlocked cock twitched openly against my lower stomach. She tied my wrists to the headboard with slow, deliberate knots, pulling the rope snugly until there was no slack at all. My breathing picked up as each tug settled my arms higher above my head. She stepped back, looked me over with a satisfied little nod, then moved down to grab my ankles.

“Spread those soft silky legs for your Keysitter,” she instructed confidently.

I opened my legs wider, my thighs trembling slightly as the stockings brushing against the comforter made a soft sound. She tied each ankle firmly to the corners of the footboard, leaving me stretched wide open, exposed completely, unable to move at all. Lola stood between my legs and looked down at my body like she was inspecting something she enjoyed owning already. Her gaze moved from my chest to the soft inner skin of my thighs and finally to my cock, free for the moment, small and already reacting.

“You look very pretty like this,” she said softly, almost affectionately.

Her fingernails touched my cock lightly, barely grazing the skin, and the sensation shot up my spine in a sharp wave that made me gasp audibly. Lola laughed quietly at the sound and ran her nails slowly up the underside, tracing the vein with such minimal pressure that it felt both impossible to bear and impossible to escape. Her nails reached the tip and circled it lazily, and the humiliation of how quickly my body responded made my cheeks burn with heat.

“Look at you trying so hard,” she murmured teasingly. “Already leaking, and I’ve barely touched you.”

She pressed one fingernail against the crown of my cock and dragged it in a tiny, slow circle, and I whimpered helplessly. She raised both eyebrows, delighted.

“That was my pinky,” she said mockingly. “My smallest finger, and you’re shaking like you’re about to lose control.” She tapped the tip again. “Calliope said you were sensitive, but this is even better than I pictured.”

She placed her warm palm flat against my inner thigh and pushed down gently, opening me further, her black-stockinged thigh brushing my hip as she knelt on the bed. Her breasts shifted softly beneath her top when she leaned forward, her breath warm on my skin. She flicked her pinky across the head again, deliberately light, barely a touch, and it made my breath stutter in a strained, humiliating way.

“You are sensitive everywhere,” she said quietly. “It’s adorable.”

She straightened, repositioned herself at my side, and lifted her leg slowly so she could rest the soft nylon of her arch against my stomach. The stocking texture glided smoothly against my skin, warm and intimate, and she dragged her toes downward in a slow, teasing line toward my cock. I trembled visibly.

Her toes brushed my shaft lightly, almost playful in how gentle she was being, and I jerked upward involuntarily. Lola pressed her heel into the mattress and trapped my cock between her toes, squeezing very lightly, stroking me with the nylon-covered digits while she watched every reaction with an amused little smirk.

“You like this too much,” she said teasingly. “I could edge you with one foot without even trying.”

She dragged her toes up and down again, the stocking creating a smooth, warm pressure that felt embarrassingly intense. I let out a desperate, muffled sound, and her grin widened.

“Good,” she said warmly. “Let it take you.”

She removed her foot and shifted closer, lifting her arm slowly. Her armpit pressed against my cheek for a moment, soft and warm, carrying the faint scent of her skin beneath the cotton of her top. She adjusted herself and guided my cock between the smooth, hot skin of her armpit, trapping me securely as she pressed her upper arm down with steady pressure.

“Grind,” she ordered quietly. “Fuck my armpit if you want, I don’t really care but you seem desperate, and I’m certainly not offering you my pussy.”

I moved my hips upward awkwardly, sliding helplessly against the tight warmth of her armpit. The pressure was snug and overwhelming, and she held me in place with her arm, her body weight controlling the angle and rhythm. I was so humiliated.

“You are so small,” she said frankly, almost affectionate in how direct she was. “You fit there perfectly.”

The humiliation hit me hard, and my breath broke into shallow gasps as she controlled me with subtle, firm shifts of her arm, letting me thrust helplessly against her until she decided she’d seen enough.

“That’s enough,” she said finally, pulling away. “No messes please. I’m not Calliope, I have no intention of letting you make your yuckie cummies that easily.”

She reached into the drawer beside the bed and pulled out a new tiny metal cage, the short barred nub almost shockingly small, leaving no room at all to grow. She held it between her fingers so I could see the scale clearly before crouching between my legs again.

“This,” she said calmly, “is half the size of your last one. Calliope wants you helpless every time you get even a little excited.”

She wrapped her hand around my cock, squeezing firmly to push out the remaining hardness, and I whimpered softly as she guided the ring into place around my base. She pushed my softening cock into the extremely confined metal shape with slow, deliberate pressure until it was fully enclosed, her fingers pressing firmly to seat the last bit inside.

Then she clicked the lock shut.

“There,” she said warmly. “Perfect. Small and useless again.”

She rested her palm on my thigh, rubbing slowly and affectionately as she watched me breathe through the shock, arousal, and helplessness of being reduced and confined again under her control.

I fucking loved it.

I could only wonder what Calliope would say about all this when I saw her next.

And I wondered too, what she was doing right now.

Interlude: Calliope in Toronto

Calliope had flown into Toronto for a short business meeting that wrapped two hours early, and she decided to treat herself to proper sushi instead of room service. She took a seat at the quiet corner of a softly lit sushi bar, her long legs crossed, her white blouse tucked neatly into a fitted pencil skirt that hugged her hips and waist. Her hair was sleek and straight, framing her face perfectly. She ordered sashimi and a dry sake and settled into the relaxed atmosphere—until a woman sat down two seats away and stole her attention immediately.

Gemma Blaizer was unmistakable even out of context. Short, curvy, soft-bodied in a way that drew the eyes without effort. Her skin had a deep warm tone, her breasts full and high under a tight black top that clung to her chest and waist, and her ass was round and heavy, stretching her skirt in a tempting curve. Her hair was styled in loose, glossy curls that framed her pretty face. She wore subtle makeup—clean eyeliner, glossy lips, warm blush—and she had a refined English accent when she ordered her food that made Calliope straighten slightly.

Gemma noticed her looking.

She smiled slowly and said softly, “You’re staring a little, darling.”

Calliope smiled back. “It’s difficult not to,” she said warmly. “You’re gorgeous.”

Gemma laughed quietly, a low, confident sound. “I could say the same about you.”

The compliment settled into Calliope’s stomach with a warm, pleasant weight. They talked easily after that—work, traveling, why Gemma preferred Toronto for filming, why Calliope liked hotels with proper bathtubs. They shared sushi plates and sipped sake. They sat closer without noticing the shift, their knees brushing, their voices softer, their attention fully on each other.

Gemma leaned in slightly and said quietly, “Tell me you’re not going back to your hotel alone.”

Calliope met her eyes. “I’m not,” she answered gently.

They left the sushi bar with Gemma holding Calliope’s hand casually, both women already breathing a little faster. When they reached Calliope’s hotel room, the door had barely shut before Gemma pressed her gently against the wall and kissed her deeply. Their mouths opened against each other with slow hunger, Gemma’s hands squeezing Calliope’s waist, Calliope’s hands sliding down the curve of Gemma’s heavy ass, feeling the soft warmth and firm muscle beneath the fabric.

Gemma pulled back slightly, her lips wet and her voice low. “You taste good.”

“So do you,” Calliope whispered breathlessly.

They kissed again, slower, deeper, their tits pressing together, their thighs brushing. Calliope felt Gemma’s body pushing confidently against hers, and it made her stomach tighten in a way she hadn’t expected.

Gemma smirked. “You strike me as someone who likes to take charge.”

“Usually,” Calliope said calmly.

“Usually,” Gemma repeated teasingly. “So which of us is on top tonight?”

Calliope grinned and pulled a coin from her purse on the table. “Let’s find out.”

Gemma giggled, delighted. “Oh, I love that.”

Calliope flicked the coin into the air. It landed in Gemma’s palm.

Gemma opened her hand.

“Heads,” she said, her voice warm and victorious. “That’s me.”

Calliope felt a sharp rush of excitement.

“All right,” she said softly. “Show me what you got.”

Gemma tugged her toward the bed and pushed her down gently, guiding her onto her stomach with firm hands. She slid Calliope’s skirt up around her hips, revealing her black lace panties. Calliope’s ass looked round and full in the lace, the soft curve framed by her long legs and smooth thighs.

Gemma cupped both cheeks with her hands, squeezing firmly.

“Such a pretty ass,” she murmured approvingly. “I bet all the boys want to fuck your tight little hole.”

Calliope exhaled slowly, surprised by how quickly she wanted more.

Gemma brought her hand down in a sharp slap.

Calliope gasped loudly, her hips jerking. The sound echoed clearly in the room. Gemma grinned and spanked her again, her palm landing squarely on the soft flesh, making the curve of Calliope’s ass ripple.

“Good,” Gemma said softly. “You take it beautifully. A natural born slut.”

Calliope’s face flushed hot, her breath quickening.

Gemma slid Calliope’s panties down her thighs, exposing her fully. Calliope’s pussy was already wet, her lips soft and swollen. Gemma slid her fingers along the wet seam, making Calliope shiver visibly.

“You like this,” Gemma said warmly. “You’re a dirty bitch, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Calliope admitted breathlessly.

Gemma lay back on the bed and guided Calliope onto her face. Her thick thighs framed Calliope’s head as she lowered herself down. Gemma’s pussy was warm, wet, and full against Calliope’s mouth, her round ass heavy against Calliope’s cheeks. Calliope grabbed her thighs and pulled her down more firmly, licking with slow, eager strokes, tasting her deeply.

Gemma moaned loudly and grabbed the headboard for balance. “Fuck, that’s good,” she said, her voice rough with pleasure.

While Calliope worked her mouth between Gemma’s thighs, Gemma reached behind her with one hand and slid her fingers between Calliope’s legs. She slapped Calliope’s pussy lightly—sharp enough to make her moan into Gemma’s clit.

Calliope groaned, her hips moving automatically toward the touch.

“You love that,” Gemma said breathlessly. “Good girl.”

Gemma slapped her again lightly, then rubbed her wetness with slow circles. Calliope’s body reacted immediately, her thighs shaking as she licked Gemma harder, desperate and focused.

Their breathing quickened together.

Gemma’s voice broke. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop. God, don’t stop.”

Calliope moaned into her pussy and sucked her clit gently.

Gemma’s thighs tightened around her head.

Both women trembled.

Both women cried out.

Both women came at the same time—Gemma grinding down onto Calliope’s mouth as Calliope climaxed hard from the slaps and Gemma’s fingers, their bodies shaking together, their breaths loud and unrestrained.

When it passed, Gemma collapsed down onto Calliope’s mouth with a slow exhale, her thighs warm and heavy.

Calliope slid her hands up her sides and held her gently.

Gemma finally lifted herself off Calliope’s face and flopped beside her, laughing softly, breathlessly.

“Well,” Gemma said, her voice rough and satisfied. “I’m very glad I went for sushi tonight.”

Calliope smiled, still catching her breath. “So am I.”


Chapter Six: Distraction

January air always felt bitter cold in New York, especially on days like this when the cold pushed into every gap of my coat and made my body feel more sensitive, more aware, more reactive. The faint sting on my cheeks only made the heat between my legs more obvious. The cage sat heavy and tight the whole subway ride, and by the time I reached the market, the place was already buzzing with the late-day rush, people shuffling through produce and bread stalls in thick scarves and puffy jackets, their breath rising visibly in the air every time the doors opened.

I didn’t mean to get hard. It just happened. Again. It was almost embarrassing how automatic it had become, how quickly my body betrayed me whenever a woman’s voice slid into a warm tone or when I caught a glimpse of soft skin or a round hip between winter layers. I shifted awkwardly behind a bin of oranges, pretending to inspect them while trying to calm my breathing and adjust my coat to hide the bulge. The cage didn’t budge, obviously—it never did—but the ache pulsed hot and constant and needy, and the cold only made the sensitive skin ache harder. I was leaking already, the slightest movement rubbing it just enough to keep the frustration alive.

“Hola, cariño,” the vendor said with a warm, casual lilt, and I felt the sound go straight through me. Her stall smelled like citrus and sugar, the air warmer around her because of the heat lamps set above the fruit. She was older than me, probably early thirties, curvy in that unapologetic, mature way that made my heart race instantly. Her chest was full and heavy under her white tank top, the fabric stretched visibly over her round breasts, her nipples faintly outlined from the temperature change. Her hips flared generously under fitted jeans that hugged her shape, and her lips curved into a teasing smile as she leaned forward to weigh my tomatoes. The dip of her cleavage deepened as she moved, her breasts shifting softly, and a single drop of sweat slid slowly down the inside of her chest.

“You like these ones?” she asked, brushing her fingers along the ripest tomatoes. “Firm. Juicy. You want to squeeze them?”

I froze. My thighs tightened. The cage throbbed immediately, straining uselessly.

She laughed quietly, maybe unaware, maybe not. “You're red like a tomato yourself, guapo,” she teased, her thick accent making it worse, her grin tightening knowingly. “You okay?”

I nodded quickly, mumbling something about sauce. My cock throbbed, trapped and useless in the cage, warm from the friction and the dripping I could already feel. Then my phone vibrated in my pocket, and I didn’t even need to look to know who it was.

Calliope [2:42 PM]:
You better not be getting hard in public.
If you leak before you get home, you will tell me.

Lola [2:43 PM]:
I hope you are shivering in that cage.
Good boys stay frustrated.

I swallowed hard, face flushed, and hurried toward the next stall. My breath felt warm and heavy in my mask as I tried to calm down, but the ache stayed sharp and steady, and the crowded aisles only made everything feel tighter. People brushed past me with grocery bags and coffee cups, and the whole place smelled like bread, roasted nuts, and cold winter air trapped on coats.

The cheese vendor was even worse.

Her stall had silver trays of samples, little toothpicks in neat rows, and behind them she stood tall and blonde with strong arms and a thick ass that swayed naturally as she moved. Her skin looked soft and pale under the warm lights, and her skirt was short enough that I caught a quick, shocking glimpse of bare skin when she bent down to grab something from the cold case. No panties. Just the smooth, pale curve of her ass before she straightened up and turned to me with a piece of cheese on a toothpick.

“Try this,” she said, holding it out with long, manicured fingers, her nails glossy and clean. “It’s creamy. You should always taste before you commit.”

I took it slowly, my breath caught somewhere in my throat. Her smile widened as her eyes slid down my body, pausing exactly where I didn’t want her to look, though the cage made everything visible anyway. I knew she could tell. I felt it in the way her lips twitched, the way her posture shifted.

“You’re cute,” she said lightly, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. “Why do you look so nervous?”

My phone buzzed again.

Lola [2:55 PM]:
I bet you’re so horny for my touch…

Calliope [2:55 PM]:
Don’t speak to any woman without remembering who owns your cock, and don’t worry, most of the vendors are in on our little secret…..but I won’t tell you which ;)

I didn’t say thank you properly. I couldn’t. My whole body felt hot despite the January cold sneaking in from the open doors. I left with the cheese and a full, visible pulse against the inside of my jeans. My cock was completely stiff behind the metal bars, and I could feel the tension in my thighs with every step, my body reacting helplessly to the way the cage pressed and dragged. Each movement pulled a little more precum from me, wetting the inside of my underwear, a warm reminder of how little control I had. And that I’d agreed to all of this.

By the time I reached my apartment building, the sun was already fading, the sky a dull, early-January blue. The stairs were cold under my feet as I climbed them, my hands full of groceries, my fingers stiff from the weather. My whole body felt wound tight with frustration, the kind that made my breathing shallower and my chest warmer.

I pushed the door open without knocking—and froze.

Penny was bent over the couch, hands gripping the back cushions, her black hair hanging wild around her shoulders. The apartment was warm, dim, and smelled faintly of sweat and cheap candles. Her pale skin was flushed bright pink across her shoulders and thighs, and her plump ass shook visibly with every thrust she took. A thick-thighed Spanish student I didn’t know was behind her, gripping her hips firmly and pounding into her with a thick, glossy black strap-on. The woman’s tits bounced heavily with each movement, full and round and warm-looking under the low lights.

She was gorgeous—dark curls around her face, flushed cheeks, thick lashes, and that soft, casual cruelty in the relaxed set of her mouth as she looked up and saw me standing there helplessly in the doorway.

“Well, look who’s home,” she said coolly, still thrusting steadily, her hips slapping audibly against Penny’s ass. “Is this the roommate with the tiny locked cock?”

Penny moaned loudly, her voice high and trembling, her fingers digging into the couch cushions. “Y-yes, that’s him. That’s our pathetic little princess.”

They both laughed, not unkindly but with an amused, teasing edge that made my stomach twist. It didn’t hurt in a bad way. It just stung—deep, humiliating, hot enough that my face flushed instantly. My cage throbbed hard, and I felt wetness spill again, soaking even more into my underwear.

I didn’t know where to look. At Penny’s shaking ass, at the thick strap-on vanishing into her, at the woman’s heavy tits, at the collar on Penny’s neck, or at the floor like a flustered idiot with a full bag of produce and a cage that wouldn’t stop pulsing.

My phone buzzed again in my pocket.

I stood there trembling, holding my groceries, my breath catching helplessly in my chest.

And the cage pulsed again, warm and tight and humiliatingly eager.

Interlude: Penny Gets Her Wish

The cold hit Penny first. A sharp, winter bite on her bare thighs as she hurried down the narrow alley toward the club’s side entrance, her boots crunching lightly over patches of ice. Her nipples pushed hard against her tiny black crop top from both the cold and the anticipation that curled warm and low in her stomach. She tugged her denim shorts lower on her hips as she stepped inside, letting the heavy door close behind her, the sudden wash of warmth rolling over her skin almost immediately.

The hallway was tight, covered in fading stickers and old flyers, and Penny’s pierced tits jiggled freely under the thin fabric as she moved. Her shorts rode high up her thighs, hugging her tightly enough that every step made her aware of her body, aware of the heat building between her legs. The contrast of cold skin turning warm made her feel awake and needy, exactly how she liked to feel when she went looking for trouble.

She spotted Irené as soon as she entered the main room. The lighting was low and saturated, bodies moving lazily on the dance floor, and Penny saw her immediately leaning against the back wall like she owned the space. Irené’s dark curls were pulled into a loose bun, thick strands falling around her full cheeks and strong jaw. Her skin was a deep golden brown, smooth and warm-looking even from across the room. Her hips were round and lush, her tits pushed up tightly inside a black bodysuit that hugged her curves. Thick thighs crossed leisurely as she watched the room, not hiding that she was on the hunt for someone interesting.

Penny felt heat pulse through her body as she approached, every step deliberate. She liked the way Irené looked at her—slowly, boldly, like she was already imagining how Penny would sound when she came.

“You’re not from around here,” Penny said softly, letting her eyes run openly over Irené’s tits, her thighs, the soft curve of her stomach under the thin fabric.

Irené tilted her head and smiled, her expression confident and amused. “Madrid,” she said, voice low and firm. “And you’re very easy to read, baby.”

Penny flushed at how directly she said it. Not embarrassed—just turned on by being seen so quickly.

“Penny,” she offered.

“Irené,” she replied, ignoring Penny’s hand completely and instead gripping her by the front of her shorts, tugging her in close. Irené’s fingers slipped just past the waistband, warm against Penny’s lower stomach. “Dance with me.”

It wasn’t a question. Penny loved that.

They danced until Penny was shaking, Irené’s thick thigh sliding between hers, Irené’s round ass brushing her hips, Irené’s tits pressing against her chest. Every movement made Penny’s panties wetter, every breath of Irené’s warm against her ear made her clench.

When Irené pulled her toward the bathroom, Penny followed instantly.

The moment the door shut, Irené pressed her firmly against the sink, pinning her in place with one powerful thigh wedged tightly between Penny’s legs. Penny’s breath hitched as Irené grabbed both her wrists and lifted them easily over her head. Penny nodded quickly when Irené paused for a beat, silently checking for permission. Penny’s thighs trembled as she whispered, “Yes. Anything.”

That was all the confirmation Irené needed.

She kissed Penny hard—wet, hungry, possessive—her tongue sliding into Penny’s mouth while her grip on Penny’s wrists tightened. Penny whimpered helplessly, her pierced nipples rubbing against the fabric of her top as she arched into the kiss. Irené let go just long enough to yank Penny’s crop top up to her collarbone, letting her tits drop free. The cool bathroom air brushed Penny’s flushed skin, and Irené’s strong hands cupped both breasts immediately, thumbs brushing over the metal bars in her nipples.

“You like showing these off,” Irené murmured teasingly as she pinched one nipple, slow and deliberate.

“Yes,” Penny gasped, chest pushing eagerly into her hands.

Irené slapped one breast just hard enough to make it bounce, then slapped the other, watching Penny’s mouth fall open. She kissed the sting, licking over the sensitive metal, and Penny moaned so loudly she had to bite her own lip to quiet herself.

Irené kissed down her stomach, her warm mouth trailing lower.

“We’re leaving,” she said finally, straightening up. Her eyes were dark with intent. “Now.”

The walk back to Penny’s apartment was freezing. The wind wrapped around Penny’s bare thighs and made her nipples ache, but Irené’s warm hand holding hers tightly kept her focused. Irené didn’t rush, didn’t hide her grip, nails grazing Penny’s palm every few steps. Penny couldn’t stop glancing at her—the curve of her hips, the heavy swell of her tits under the bodysuit, the easy confidence in her posture.

Inside the apartment, the heat wrapped around them immediately. Penny kicked off her boots and tried to reach for Irené, but Irené grabbed her by the hair and guided her smoothly to her knees.

“You don’t touch unless I say so,” Irené said quietly, firmly.

Penny’s cunt clenched at the tone. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Oh, good girl,” Irené said warmly, brushing Penny’s cheek.

She undressed Penny quickly, tugging her shorts and panties down in one motion. Then she sat on the couch and pulled Penny over her lap. Irené’s strong thighs supported her easily, and Penny spread her legs automatically, offering herself. Irené brought her hand down on Penny’s ass in firm, steady slaps, alternating cheeks, watching the skin redden under her palm. Penny moaned into the cushion, her cunt dripping freely.

“Say thank you,” Irené told her.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Penny gasped, voice trembling.

“Louder.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” she moaned again, and Irené rewarded her with another sharp slap followed by a slow stroke over the warm skin.

Irené lifted her off her lap and guided her onto her back on the floor. Penny looked up at her with wide, eager eyes. Irené stroked her cheek, her touch soft for a moment.

“Do you want my hand on your face?” she asked softly, giving Penny the chance to back out.

“Yes,” Penny breathed. “Please.”

Irené nodded and slapped her gently first, then harder, watching Penny melt under it. Penny’s thighs fell open, her whole body shaking with need.

“Again,” Penny begged.

Irené obliged.

Soon Penny was writhing, tits heaving, hair messy, ass red and beautiful. She looked up at Irené desperately.

“Please,” she said, voice breaking. “Fuck me. Please, ma’am, I need it.”

Irené unzipped her bag and pulled out a strapon harness. Penny watched every movement, trembling as Irené strapped it on, tightening the buckles with deliberate, unhurried confidence. The dildo was thick and smooth, curving upward just enough to make Penny moan as soon as Irené held it.

“On your back,” Irené said.

Penny obeyed instantly, legs open.

Irené rubbed the tip against Penny’s swollen cunt, teasing her. “You thank me with every thrust,” she said calmly.

“Yes, ma’am,” Penny whispered.

Irené pushed in slowly, deeply, stretching her until Penny grabbed the sheets and cried out, back arching.

Irené fucked her in steady, powerful strokes, hips slapping against Penny’s ass. Penny thanked her with every thrust, voice breaking as pleasure built too fast to control. Every moan made Irené fuck her harder, and every time Penny begged, Irené smiled down at her like she was being rewarded. Irené was vicious and perfect, dragging her from room to room, fucking her in every position until…until…

Penny came suddenly, loudly, her whole body arching, tits bouncing, thighs shaking uncontrollably. She was still gasping when the front door opened.

Her roommate froze in the doorway, staring at the scene—Irené still inside her, Penny spread open and glowing.

Irené didn’t stop. She just looked at him and said calmly, “Close the door.”

Penny burst out laughing, breathless and deliriously happy, her body still trembling.

“Hi,” she said cheerfully, waving weakly from the floor. “Meet Irené.”

Irené thrust once more, making Penny gasp sharply.

The roommate shut the door without a word, stunned.

Penny laughed harder, chest rising and falling. “God, I love New York.”


Chapter Seven: Right To The Edge

The elevator doors slid open with a soft chime and I stepped into the wide, silent hallway. The carpet muted every footfall, which only made the tight, rapid thudding of my heart sound louder in my body, each beat pushing hot blood downward until I could feel the cage twitching with every step. My palms were slightly damp, my breathing uneven, and I wiped my hands against my coat as I walked toward the penthouse door, trying to look normal even though nothing inside me felt normal. My cock was already swelling inside the cage, pulsing steadily, the ache spreading through my stomach and down my thighs.

I raised my hand to knock, but I didn’t even get close.

The door opened a fraction of a second before my knuckles touched it.

Lola stood in the doorway like she had been waiting there, like she already knew exactly how long I’d take to gather the courage to knock. She didn’t look surprised to see me. She looked satisfied.

She wore a sheer black lace bra that barely held her heavy tits, the delicate cups low and soft, doing nothing to hide the shape of her full breasts. Her nipples were firm beneath the transparent fabric, the dark tips visible, tight, and impossible to ignore. Every slight shift of her body made them move gently, the weight of her breasts swaying just enough to make my mouth dry out.

Below, a matching pair of high-cut black panties clung to her hips, the fabric thin and shaped perfectly to the smooth curve of her lower stomach. The panties disappeared between her thighs, the material pulled tight across the center of her body, perfectly outlining the soft mound under it. Garter straps framed her hips in thick black lines that hugged the sides of her waist and bit subtly into her skin where they connected to sheer thigh-high stockings. Her thighs were soft at the tops, pale and warm-looking, and the slight indentation left by the straps made her legs look even fuller.

She was barefoot, her toenails painted glossy deep red. Her feet were small and elegant, arches lifted gently, toes relaxed on the doorway threshold. My cock throbbed helplessly at the sight.

Her voice was warm and casual, like this was not the most overwhelming moment of my life.

“Your safeword today,” she said clearly, “and forever as far as I am concerned, is carrot. Say it and I’ll stop. Got it?”

I swallowed, nodded too fast, and managed, “Yes. Carrot. I got it.”

She smirked without moving from the doorway. “Good boy.”

Then she looked down at me, dragging her eyes slowly over my clothes, over the coat, the jeans, the shoes, until her gaze landed exactly where she meant it to. She stared at my shoes long enough that my face went hot.

“Now then,” she said teasingly, “weren’t you supposed to beg for something?”

The words hit my stomach hard. I flushed from my chest to my ears and nodded, the need to please her tightening everything inside me. I dropped immediately to my knees on the penthouse carpet, cheeks burning, heart hammering.

“Please,” I whispered breathlessly. “Please, Lola, can I kiss your feet?”

She made a low, thoughtful sound, one hand absently toying with her bra strap. “Hmm… fine, loser. Go for it.”

I didn’t hesitate. I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the top of her foot, kissing her skin softly. She was warm, slightly fragrant from lotion, and her toes flexed a little as my mouth moved across them. I kissed each toe individually, then slid my tongue along the arch of her foot, slow and careful. Her skin was soft and delicate, and the act of worshipping her like this sent humiliating heat rushing through me. I could feel the cage tightening, feel myself leaking again.

She watched me silently, amused, arms crossed under her breasts so the weight of them pushed up slightly. Her eyebrow lifted as I worked my way across her foot again, more slowly this time, letting myself give in to the rhythm of kissing and licking her warm skin.

“Enough,” she said eventually, nudging my face back with her toes. “Get up. I made coffee.”

I stood shakily, my legs almost unsteady under me. The cage felt tighter than ever, painfully so, and when she turned and walked inside, I followed without thinking. Her ass was perfectly shaped in the thin lace, each step making her cheeks shift under the fabric, round and smooth and full.

The penthouse was warm, clean, minimalist, softly lit with golden lamps instead of overhead lights. It smelled like coffee and something faintly floral, probably her lotion. She moved to the kitchen island and poured a second mug without asking if I wanted one. She didn’t need to. I stood just inside the room, unsure where to put my hands, feeling awkward and bare even though I was still clothed.

She looked over her shoulder. “Clothes off. Obviously.”

Heat shot through me again. I obeyed immediately, unzipping my jacket, kicking off my shoes, pulling my shirt over my head, unbuttoning my jeans with fumbling hands. Cold air hit my skin as I stepped out of everything. My nipples hardened instantly. The metal cage felt colder and tighter, pressing my cock down at an unforgiving angle. I stood there naked, exposed, trying not to shake.

She handed me the mug like we were just two people having a slow morning. “January’s been brutal,” she said conversationally. “You walk here?”

I nodded. “Yeah. It’s freezing.”

She smiled softly. “I bet that poor little thing was even smaller outside.”

Her eyes moved to the cage, and she leaned in just enough to tap the metal with her fingernail. The tiny clicking sound made my stomach drop.

“Still pathetic,” she said calmly.

I looked down and saw the shine of fresh precum on the plastic. She was right. I was already dripping and hadn’t touched anything.

After a few minutes of quiet sipping, she put her mug down and turned toward me fully. Her expression sharpened, losing the casual warmth.

“Couch,” she said firmly. “On your knees. We’re doing some training today.”

I obeyed instantly. The couch was wide and soft beneath my knees, and I felt the cushion sink slightly as she climbed up and reclined in front of me. She spread her legs slowly, deliberately, the panties open at the front so her bare pussy was visible, framed perfectly.

Her folds were soft, warm pink, slightly swollen. A faint sheen already coated her skin. Her scent filled the small space between us, thick and real and almost dizzying.

“Pay attention,” she said quietly. “I’m going to show you how I like it.”

She grabbed a handful of my hair—not painful, but firm enough to take control—and guided my mouth forward. My lips brushed her inner thigh first, her skin warm and slightly flushed. Then my tongue touched her gently, just barely, tasting the first trace of her arousal. I tried to go slowly, wanting to savor it, but she corrected me immediately.

“More pressure,” she said. “Up and down. Use your lips too. Don’t go inside yet. That’s something I like only once I’m warmed up.”

Heat rolled through me. I followed her instructions exactly, licking her more firmly, kissing her folds with soft, steady pressure. Her thighs brushed my cheeks as her breathing changed. Her fingers tightened in my hair whenever I got the angle right.

Her hips began to move, small shifts at first, then steadier, pressing forward so I had to keep up with her pace. Her moans were soft but real, the kind that slipped out naturally when she stopped trying to control them. Her chest rose and fell faster, breasts lifting with each quiet gasp.

She came with a low, satisfied moan, her thighs squeezing lightly around my head as her hips pushed into my mouth. She held me there until her breathing steadied, then she let go.

“Sit back,” she murmured. “I’m not done with you.”

I sat back immediately. My cage was slick with precum, the plastic shiny and wet. I could feel drips sliding down my balls. She sat up, still open, still warm, still radiating control.

Then she reached down and clicked the lock.

The cage opened with a soft snap.

My cock sprang free instantly, stiff, red, pulsing visibly. The release of pressure made me gasp. She laughed openly.

“God, that’s it?” she said teasingly, wrapping her fingers around the shaft, her grip loose and unimpressed. “I’m surprised every time how small it is. No wonder we keep this thing locked up.”

My face burned. “Please…”

She ignored my voice completely. She stroked me slowly, barely applying pressure, just enough to drive me insane. Then her other hand slid back, and cold lube touched my skin. Her finger pushed between my cheeks, unhurried, then slipped inside. I moaned helplessly as her finger sank deeper, curling slightly.

Her hand on my cock moved faster, just a little. Her finger inside me pumped steadily, perfectly coordinated. My hips jerked forward, body tensing. The pleasure was sharp and overwhelming.

“You gonna cum?” she asked softly, almost sweetly. “Hmm? You think you get to cum just because I unlocked you?”

I shook my head frantically. “I—I don’t know, I…”

Her hand sped up. My spine arched. Heat rushed up my stomach.

“No.”

Her voice cut through me, calm and cold.

Then she slapped my balls, quick and sharp. I cried out, the orgasm ripping away instantly, leaving me panting and shaking.

“No cumming,” she repeated. “Get the cage.”

I whimpered, reaching for it with trembling hands.

“Put it back on. Right now.”

I slid myself back into the plastic, still throbbing painfully, still dripping. She clicked it shut, locked it, and tugged the ring lightly.

“There,” she said with smug satisfaction. “Much better.”

I stayed kneeling, panting, cheeks burning, body shaking. She looked totally relaxed, tits still out, legs spread comfortably, like using me had just been part of her morning routine.

She grabbed the remote, leaned back, and glanced at me casually.

“Wanna watch a movie?”

I stared at her—at her soft thighs, her full breasts still rising and falling slowly, her relaxed expression—and nodded weakly.

“Yeah,” I said softly. “That’d be fun.”


Chapter Eight: An Unexpected Visitor

Lola showed up the next afternoon without warning, knocking once before letting herself into my apartment like she owned the entire building. The second the door opened, her presence filled the space with an effortless kind of authority that made my stomach tighten. She wore a huge grey overcoat that almost swallowed her compact, curvy frame, but even with the heavy fabric covering her body, I could still see the shape of her hips and the curve of her ass when she stepped inside. Her hair, which she dyed constantly, was electric pink today and hung straight and glossy, and the deep red streak near the front framed her cheek when she tilted her head at me. Her eyes were sharp and amused as she looked me over.

“Wow,” she said casually, pushing the door shut with her heel. “Your building is… something.”

I flushed immediately. “It’s cheap as shit, which is about all I can afford.”

“Clearly,” she added teasingly, brushing past me. “Where’s your roommate?”

“Penny’s out,” I said quietly. “She’s meeting two girls on the upper-east side for, and a quote; ‘a potential orgy, but a definite brunch’.”

“Good. I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable.” She paused, smirked, and added softly, “I only wanted to make you uncomfortable.”

My cock twitched instantly inside the cage.

She walked directly toward my bedroom like she already knew exactly where it was. The coat swayed heavily behind her, bouncing off her ass as she moved. She pushed the door open and stepped inside. My room was not awful, but it was definitely cluttered. She looked around with an expression that was somehow both judgmental and delighted.

“Oh my god,” she said lightly. “This is tragic. You live like this?”

I stood in the doorway, embarrassed and already warming under the humiliation. “It’s… not that bad.”

She bent to pick up a wrinkled T-shirt from the floor, holding it between two fingers like it was contaminated. The coat pulled tight across her ass when she leaned, making the shape even more obvious under the heavy fabric.

“It’s disgusting,” she said bluntly, tossing the shirt onto my bed. “Messy boys are always so helpless, honestly.” She paused and eyed me from head to toe. “Good thing you’re cute.”

The compliment hit me so hard I could barely respond. She reclined onto my bed casually, stretching out on her back, propped on one elbow, her legs crossing lightly at the ankle. The oversized coat hid everything underneath, but the outline of her thighs was visible when the fabric gathered around them.

“Strip like the submissive slut you are, bitch,” she said simply. “Then clean while I watch.”

My throat tightened. I began undressing immediately, pulling off my shirt, kicking off my socks, sliding my pants down my legs. The air in my room felt colder than usual with her watching me, her eyes tracing the cage, her gaze lingering on the pathetic, swollen shape pressing tightly against the bars.

She smiled. “You look better naked,” she said softly. “Clothes don’t suit you as much. You’re body is so fucking beautiful and your tiny swollen clit is giving me palpatations!”

Heat rushed up my chest. I stood there awkwardly until she flicked her fingers toward the pile of clothes on the floor.

“Now clean this fucking sty, loser,” she said teasingly. “I want to see the carpet. All of it.”

I started picking things up—shirts, socks, chargers, notebooks—trying to tidy quickly but not sloppily, because she was watching every move. She commented under her breath whenever she spotted something embarrassing.

“You own this?” she asked, holding up a worn stuffed penguin Penny had bought as a joke. “Adorable.”

“That’s—Penny put that there,” I said weakly.

“Mhm. Sure.” She tossed it aside lazily.

When I bent forward to pick up a towel, she spoke again, her tone amused. “Your ass is cute,” she said warmly. “Keep going.”

I cleaned faster, flustered, wanting her approval desperately. By the time I finished, my room actually looked decent—maybe the cleanest it had been in months. Lola sat up straighter on the bed and crossed her legs again, the coat shifting around her thighs.

“Better,” she said softly. “Come here.”

I stepped closer, breathing fast.

Then she opened the coat.

Slowly.

The heavy fabric fell away from her shoulders and dropped behind her onto the mattress. Underneath, she wore a black leather dominatrix outfit that made my cock lurch painfully against the cage. The top was a structured leather bustier with underwire cups that lifted her small, high-set breasts, pushing them forward so her nipples pressed visibly against the tight material. The leather hugged her torso, emphasizing her compact waist and the soft definition of her stomach. Thin straps crossed over her shoulders and down her back, highlighting her smooth, warm skin.

Below, she wore high-waisted black leather panties cut sharply at the sides, shaped to frame the round fullness of her ass. The material stretched tightly across her hips. Her thighs were smooth and supple, and the garter straps attached to glossy black stockings that hugged her legs all the way down to her ankles. She removed her footwear and suddenly her feet were bare, delicate and perfectly arched, toenails painted a new shade—deep plum today instead of red.

She sat back slightly, letting me take it all in while she raised one eyebrow with slow satisfaction.

“You like?” she asked teasingly.

I nodded immediately, unable to speak. Her outfit, her body, her expression—it all hit at once, overwhelming and electric.

She reached into the bustier and pulled out the tiny cage key, dangling it lightly between two fingers. “Come closer,” she said quietly. “I want to see how pathetically hard you are for me.”

I stepped forward. My knees were shaking.

She unlocked me with a soft click.

My cock sprang out, fully hard, twitching helplessly in front of her. She looked at it with an expression so unimpressed it made my entire stomach twist.

“Oh my god,” she said teasingly. “I think you might be even smaller without the cage.”

Her fingers wrapped loosely around the shaft, stroking lightly, almost absentmindedly. “So small,” she said softly. “So eager to please. So easily excited.”

I whimpered, breath shaking.

She let go suddenly. “Lie on the floor,” she said firmly. “On your back.”

I obeyed, my cock standing straight up, red and stiff and embarrassing. Lola slid off the bed and knelt between my legs, not touching me yet, just watching.

“Use one finger,” she said. “Only one. And edge yourself. Slowly.”

I reached down with a trembling hand and touched myself with a single finger, dragging it lightly from the base to the tip. The sensation was so sharp I moaned aloud. My hips jerked slightly, and she smacked my thigh lightly with her palm.

“Slow,” she said sternly. “I didn’t tell you to hump the air like a bitch.”

I forced my body to settle, stroking painfully slowly with one finger while she watched, bored and amused. She glanced at her nails, then at my cock, then back at my face.

“This is honestly pathetic,” she said calmly. “Keep going. Don’t you dare get close without permission.”

I edged myself for what felt like forever, the tension building painfully, my stomach tightening, my toes curling. My hips kept trying to jerk upward and I kept forcing them down.

Finally, Lola sighed dramatically. “I’m bored,” she said simply. “Stop.”

My body froze mid-stroke. The tension throbbed painfully through me.

She stood up, picked up her phone, and reclined on my bed. “Come here,” she said, patting the mattress near her feet.

I climbed onto the bed and knelt beside her feet, staring at them hungrily.

“Worship my feet, they’re all you’re allowed,” she said casually, scrolling on her phone.

I lowered my mouth immediately and pressed my lips to the top of her foot. She shifted slightly, giving me better access, and her soft skin warmed under my mouth. I kissed slowly, licking her arch, sliding my lips around each toe, breathing heavily against her warm skin.

She scrolled lazily, completely focused on her phone. “I’m looking at girls on that new dating app, huk-up,” she said casually. “They are some really sexy bitches on here.”

My cock twitched painfully.

“Maybe I’ll go out with one of them,” she added softly. “Let her lick my pussy and tell her all about you.”

My mouth pressed harder to her foot involuntarily, kissing more eagerly, trying desperately to please her.

She giggled quietly. “You’re so jealous,” she said warmly. “Keep kissing.”

I obeyed, humiliated and turned on beyond thinking, kissing her delicate feet while she scrolled for other women to flirt with.

“Good boy,” she murmured eventually, not looking away from her phone. “You’re useful for something, at least.”

She tousled my hair. “I’m so glad I said yes when Calliope asked me to take your key.”

I beamed, three of her perfect sweaty toes in my mouth.

And I thought ‘me too’.


Chapter Nine: We Must Be Ready

I rang the doorbell with both hands trembling slightly, my fingers sticky against the brushed metal. I could feel my pulse pounding all the way up my forearms, my skin hot and restless with anticipation. It was Sunday. Unlocking day. My cock was already aching inside the cage, raw with need, the tip sensitive, twitching at the thought of freedom. The metal had felt tight all week, but today it felt brutally snug, the pressure constant and humiliating. I adjusted the bag on my shoulder and tried not to squirm in my jeans, but every movement reminded me how swollen I was, how desperate I’d become, how my whole body felt tuned toward this moment.

The door opened with a soft mechanical click, and Lola stood there grinning.

She wore a tight, flirty air hostess uniform in pink and navy blue, with glossy gold buttons lined neatly down her torso. The fabric looked smooth and expensive, hugging her waist and the curve of her hips. A little scarf was knotted carefully at her throat, drawing attention to her long neck and the soft, warm skin just below her jaw. The dress was short, scandalously short, lifting slightly when she shifted her weight and letting me see the creamy tops of her thighs above her sheer white stockings. Her heels were tall, shiny patent leather, shaped to frame her arches and showing off the slender line of her ankles. Her electric pink hair was pulled into a tight bun that made her face look even more mischievous, her eyeliner sharp, her smile proud and excited.

I dropped instantly to my knees, my breath leaving my body in a rush.

“Please, Lola,” I whispered breathlessly. “Please let me kiss your feet.”

She tilted her head with a smirk, resting one hand sassily on her hip. Her lipstick was a soft red, glossy and warm against her skin; her eyes were bright with amusement as she looked down at me. “You missed them, didn’t you, baby?” she teased sweetly. “Go on then. Gently. I’ve got a fresh pedicure.”

I bent forward eagerly, my lips already tingling with anticipation. I kissed the glossy black toe of her shoe, then the arch, tasting the smooth cold surface. I moved lower, kissing the exposed skin above the heel, warm and faintly scented with her lotion. My breath spread softly against her ankle as I licked the delicate curve of it, and she giggled, shifting her weight slightly so I could reach higher. Her skin felt silky, soft in a way that made my dick twitch painfully inside the cage.

“Mmm, you’re good at this when you’re needy,” she said teasingly, tapping her heel gently against my chest to make me sit back. “But you stink of boy. Strip.”

My cheeks flushed instantly. I stood slowly, fingers fumbling with my clothes as I undressed right there in the entryway under her gaze. The air felt cool on my bare skin. My chest tightened with nerves, but the cage kept pulsing, reminding me how helplessly turned on I was. Lola didn’t look away for a second. She watched like it was entertainment, arms folded, lips parted slightly as she took in the twitching metal between my legs.

The lingerie she picked for me was humiliatingly cute—bubblegum pink, all ruffles and bows and delicate mesh. The panties were low-cut and narrow, barely covering anything. The color looked ridiculous on my body, and being seen in them made my stomach tighten and my smooth thighs tense with embarrassment.

She knelt down and pulled them up my thighs herself, dragging her nails lightly along my skin. The sensation made me gasp quietly. She adjusted the panties over the cage with slow, deliberate movements, tugging them into place until the soft material pressed tightly against the metal. The girly fabric clung to me in a way that felt intensely vulnerable.

“You’re so smooth,” she whispered, running her hand up my inner thigh slowly. Her fingers were warm, her touch gentle but deliberate. “So soft. You could almost pass for a real girl if it wasn’t for that sad little clit twitching like it’s got something to prove.”

I whimpered helplessly. The sound slipped out of me before I could stop it. She laughed loudly, delighted.

“Aww, are you leaking precummies already?” she teased, tapping the cage with her fingernail. The sharp click of metal made me shiver. “That’s pathetic. I haven’t even made you spin for me yet.”

I covered my face with both hands, overwhelmed and humiliated. The cage was painfully tight now, the tip wet against the inside of the metal. Lola moved behind me and tugged the matching pink bralette over my head, guiding my arms through the straps and adjusting the tiny cups against my chest. The fabric was ridiculously soft and thin, barely a whisper of coverage.

“Perfect,” she murmured, brushing her fingers lightly across my shoulder. “You’re such a good little dolly for us. I can’t wait until she sees you.”

The front door opened.

I froze so completely that my breath caught in my throat.

Lola didn’t freeze. She squealed.

“Calliope!” she shouted gleefully, sprinting barefoot across the floor and launching herself into her arms. “You’re back!”

I turned slowly, every muscle tightening with panic and arousal. My heart hammered hard, the cage pulled forward by how violently my cock pulsed inside it.

Calliope stood in the doorway like a vision.

She wore tight white leather trousers that clung shamelessly to her long, round ass, the glossy material hugging her shape and creasing perfectly where her legs met her hips. The trousers fit her like they had been sculpted directly onto her body. Her oversized white blazer hung open in a casual, confident way, exposing a sheer white lace bra underneath. The bra showed everything. Her breasts were full, heavy, round, the lace hugging the underside of each curve. The outline of her nipples was visible through the thin material, dark and firm against the white.

Her raven-black hair was straight and gleaming, perfectly even, with that sharp blunt fringe framing her bright blue eyes. Her skin looked smooth and warm, with a slight natural sheen across her collarbones and the tops of her breasts. Her lips were soft pink, glossy, parted slightly as she exhaled.

My knees almost buckled.

“I missed those lips,” Lola moaned.

To my surprise Lola kissed her deeply, moaning into her mouth, pressing her soft body tightly against Calliope’s stronger frame. Her hands slid through Calliope’s hair and down her back, and she whined playfully as Calliope lifted her easily.

“Oh my god, I missed you,” Lola gasped. “You should’ve seen him begging to suck my toes.”

Calliope's gaze finally slid to me.

Her lips parted slowly, and her brow lifted just a millimeter. Her eyes traveled down me—pink panties, mesh bralette, trembling caged erection, flushed face, bare thighs.

“I see,” she said calmly, closing the door behind her without glancing away. “Well. That’s a very pretty little girl we’ve got waiting.”

Heat spread up my chest in a painful wave. I opened my mouth to speak, but nothing came out—just a breathless, broken sound.

“Did you pick this out?” Calliope asked Lola, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek.

“Mhm,” Lola giggled proudly. “Don’t you love how tiny she looks today? His cage is so tight.”

Calliope took a slow step toward me.

Her hips swayed naturally, the leather clinging tightly to every curve. My stomach flipped violently. My cock throbbed helplessly inside the metal, pushing against the soft pink fabric.

“I can see that,” Calliope said softly.

She reached down and lifted the front of my bralette gently, her fingers brushing my skin, then letting it fall again with a bounce. I felt the fabric shift against my chest, embarrassingly delicate.

“Tell me, sweetheart,” she continued quietly. “Did you ask to wear this? Or did you just let Lola dress you like her little doll? Because you’re an obedient little chastity slut?”

I swallowed hard. My voice cracked as I whispered, “I let her.”

Calliope smirked—slow, warm, pleased.

“Good girl.”

The sound I made was humiliating, high and weak, and completely involuntary.

Lola slipped behind me and nuzzled my neck, her lips warm against my skin. She wrapped her arms around my waist and pressed her soft tits against my back, her nipples firm through the fabric of her uniform.

“She’s been leaking all morning,” Lola said happily. “I think she needs a little discipline before we even think about unlocking her.”

“Hmm,” Calliope murmured, circling slowly around me. Her fingertips brushed my hip as she passed, the touch light but enough to make my knees tremble. “We’ll see. But I’m not touching a thing until she gets on her knees and says please like she means it.”

I dropped to the floor immediately.

The panties tightened around my thighs, the cage pulled forward with every heartbeat, and the cold floor met my knees. My breathing sped up quickly.

My voice trembled.

“Please, Miss Calliope. Please unlock me. I’ve been so good. I did everything you said. Please, I just—please…”

They both watched me—smiling, amused, visibly aroused.

Calliope stepped close and brushed her fingers across my lips, the pads warm and soft.

“Not yet,” she said warmly. “But soon. If you keep begging like that.”

I moaned softly, humiliated and desperate, as Lola gently nudged my legs apart with her foot.

“You’re going to be such a good little cumless princess for us today,” she whispered breathlessly in my ear. “Aren’t you?”

I nodded quickly, my cage throbbing, my whole body tense and needy.

Calliope sat on the wide white couch, her legs crossed, the sheer bra pulling tightly across her heavy tits. She rested one arm along the back of the cushion and gestured lazily with the other.

“Crawl,” she ordered, her voice low and calm. “And let me see how much of a mess you’ve made.”

I obeyed instantly.

I think that’s the most excited I’ve ever been.


Chapter Ten: Begging For A Reward

Calliope giggled at my reaction, the sound warm and amused as she leaned back on the couch with relaxed confidence. Lola settled beside her, their bare thighs touching, and they exchanged a look that made my stomach tighten. They giggled together, soft and playful, before both women turned their smiles toward me. The attention made my chest feel tight and made the cage throb embarrassingly against the pink panties.

“We’re very close roommates, you know,” Lola said teasingly, brushing her fingers lightly along Calliope’s thighs.

Calliope nodded slowly, her vivid blue eyes settling on me. “And we’re both very happy to see you,” she said warmly. “You look so pretty today.”

The compliment hit me like a warm hand on my chest. I straightened instinctively, wanting to show myself properly, wanting to earn that tone again. My cheeks were burning, and my cock twitched helplessly in the cage.

“Stand up, sweetheart,” Calliope said firmly.

I pushed myself upright, my legs shaking slightly as I stood before her. The panties felt tight across my hips, and the mesh bralette clung softly to my chest. Calliope rose slowly from the couch, her white leather trousers creasing tightly around her thighs and ass as she moved. Her sheer bra shifted with her breath, showing the full round weight of her tits as she circled me.

She walked around me slowly, inspecting my body with unhurried attention. I felt her gaze on my chest, my stomach, my thighs, the visible shape of the cage pushing forward under the soft pink fabric.

“Turn,” she said quietly.

I turned. Her fingers dragged lightly across my lower back as she passed behind me, making every muscle tighten in response. She brushed a hand over my ass, her palm sinking gently into the soft curve. My breath hitched loudly.

“You’ll have to stay smooth for me from now on,” she said calmly, letting her nails trail teasingly along the edge of the panties. “I like you soft. I like you exposed. You look gorgeous like this.”

My throat tightened. “Thank you,” I whispered, barely able to breathe.

“Gorgeous,” she repeated softly, her lips close to my ear. “And so very submissive.”

I shivered visibly, my cock pulsing in the metal cage.

“Come,” she said finally. “Bedroom.”

My legs moved automatically. Lola followed with a playful bounce in her step, humming softly as she walked behind us. Calliope pushed open the bedroom door, revealing the wide white bed, neatly made, with soft sheets that looked freshly smoothed. The air smelled faintly of her perfume—clean, feminine, warm.

Calliope guided me inside with a hand on my lower back. The touch was firm but gentle, her palm warm against my skin.

She turned me to face her, and her eyes ran over me again, slower this time. She reached down and lifted the front of the pink panties with her fingertip, letting the fabric snap lightly back against the cage.

“You must have been so frustrated this week,” she said teasingly. “Walking around New York with your little clit trapped like this. Thinking about us. Getting hard for strangers. Dripping for attention you couldn’t have.”

I folded inward slightly, my body reacting instantly. “I was,” I admitted shakily. “I was really frustrated.”

She cupped my face gently. “I know you were,” she said quietly. “And you were good.”

My breath stuttered.

Calliope reached into the drawer of her nightstand without breaking eye contact. I knew the sound instantly—the small metal clink of the key. The noise made my stomach drop.

She stepped closer and slipped her hand into the waistband of my panties. Her fingers closed around the lock, warm and firm, and she examined the cage with a slow drag of her thumb across the top of the metal.

“You’ve been patient,” she said softly. “Very patient.”

I nodded quickly, hardly able to speak.

She inserted the key with practiced movement and unlocked the cage with a soft click. The release made me inhale sharply. She slid the metal off me, her fingers brushing the length of my cock, which sprang out fully, tight and hard and painfully swollen.

“Oh, look at you,” she whispered teasingly. “You were ready to explode.”

My whole body shook.

“Get on my lap,” she said warmly as she sat on the edge of the bed, her legs spreading slightly to invite me between them. Her trousers stretched tight around her thighs, the white leather hugging her shape. Her tits shifted heavily inside the sheer bra, the lace pulling snug across the full curves.

Her voice dropped, confident and gentle.

“Come sit properly. I want to feel your body on mine.”

I climbed onto her lap slowly, trembling, my bare cock pressed against the warm leather of her trousers. Her hands settled immediately on my hips, pulling me closer, guiding me down so my thighs rested over hers and my chest pressed softly against her heavy breasts.

I moaned softly, fully, helplessly.

“Good,” she murmured against my cheek. “Now let me take care of you.”


Chapter Eleven: Worth The Wait

Calliope held me firmly on her lap, her thighs solid beneath me and her white leather trousers warm where my bare cock rested against them. Her heavy tits pressed softly into my chest through the sheer lace of her bra, and her warm breath brushed the side of my neck. Her hands settled me exactly where she wanted me, her fingers spreading over my hips with firm, controlling pressure.

She leaned to my ear and whispered quietly, her voice slow and confident. “You’re such a slutty little bitch for me,” she murmured, letting the words slide warmly along my skin. “And you’re such a good boy when you’re desperate like this.”

My whole body shuddered visibly, my cock jerking against her trousers, leaking steadily. I tried to breathe evenly, but the excitement and humiliation were already climbing sharply through me.

Calliope smirked against my cheek and brought her right hand down between us. She didn’t wrap her fingers around me. She didn’t give me a full stroke. Instead she used just one finger, the pad of it sliding slowly up the underside of my cock in a single teasing line. The touch was soft but agonizingly precise, tracing the length of me from the base to the sensitive tip. My breath broke in a helpless whine.

“That’s all I need,” she said softly, teasingly. “One finger. You’re so easy. You’re so ready.”

Her other hand slid behind me, her fingers spreading gently over the curve of my ass, and then she pushed her index finger slowly between my cheeks. She found my hole easily and pressed inside with a smooth, steady movement that made my hips jerk forward immediately.

“Oh—Calliope—” I gasped breathlessly, clinging to her shoulders.

“Good,” she whispered warmly. “React for me like the desperate slut you are. Let me feel how much you want this.”

She kept the single finger stroking my cock slowly, rhythmically, barely touching me, just enough pressure to make me twitch helplessly. Her finger inside me moved with the same calm rhythm, curling slightly, pushing deeper, spreading me open with confident care.

My body shook in her lap, my thighs trembling around hers. My cock was so hard it felt swollen to the point of pain, the tip wet, the shaft pulsing against her leather trousers. She kept complete control of the pace, teasing me with the smallest movements, using my reactions to set her rhythm.

“You get worked up so quickly,” she whispered, kissing the corner of my jaw softly. “You’re already shaking. You’re already leaking. You’re already my messy little bitch.”

I moaned again, louder this time, my voice strained and raw.

Calliope tightened her hold on my hip. “Look at me,” she said firmly.

I lifted my head and met her eyes. Her vivid blue gaze looked calm, focused, and hungry in a controlled way. Her heavy tits pressed out against the lace, rising and falling with her even breaths. Her nipples were firm and visible through the bra, brushing my chest each time she shifted beneath me.

“When you cum,” she said softly, “you remember it’s only because I allow it, understand?”

“Yes,” I whispered quickly, desperate.

She curled her finger inside me again and slid her single finger along my cock with slow, careful pressure. My whole body tensed, the orgasm building fast.

“Count with me,” she said.

My breath caught in my throat.

“Five,” she said quietly, stroking me with one finger.

“Five,” I echoed shakily, barely holding on.

“Four,” she whispered in my ear as her finger inside me pushed deeper.

I whined softly. “Four.”

“Three,” she said teasingly, dragging her fingertip up the underside of my cock with agonizing slowness.

My legs trembled. “Three.”

“Two,” she said warmly, kissing my cheek.

My body jerked helplessly. “Two—”

“One,” she breathed, curling both fingers at the same time. “Cum for me. Right now.”

My orgasm hit instantly, spilling out in thick, hot pulses across her trousers and her hand. I moaned loudly, my whole body shaking uncontrollably as she held me still. She kept her finger inside me, grounding me, guiding me through every twitch and pulse.

When the last spasm faded, she withdrew her finger slowly, deliberately. Then she lifted her right hand between us. My cum coated her palm and fingers, shiny and warm.

She showed it to me.

“From now on,” she said calmly, “I always expect you to clean up your mess.”

My breath hitched, and I nodded quickly.

“Good,” she murmured. “Then lap it up.”

She brought her hand to my mouth. I leaned forward and licked obediently, tasting myself from her fingers one slow stroke at a time. She watched me closely, her expression soft but authoritative. When I finished, she cupped my chin gently with her clean hand and tilted my face toward hers.

“Good boy,” she whispered warmly.

Then she pressed her lips to mine in a slow, controlled kiss, her mouth soft and warm, her tongue teasing mine with confident care. I melted into her lap, still shaking, still open, still hers.


Chapter Twelve: Girls Trip!!!!

Calliope lay back on the wide bed with her heavy tits rising and falling slowly, the sheer white bra pushed up enough that both breasts were exposed, full and warm under the soft bedroom light. Her nipples were dark and firm, and she guided my mouth down to the left one with a gentle hand on the back of my head. I settled against her chest, still trembling slightly from the intensity of the orgasm and from the feeling of being handled so completely. My new cage was locked snugly between my thighs again, the metal already holding my sensitive cock in place, and the pressure added to the sharp mix of comfort and aching need spreading through me.

“Good slut,” she whispered softly as I wrapped my lips around her nipple. “Gentle. Slow. I want your mouth warm on my hard nipples.”

I obeyed immediately, sucking her nipple slowly, pulling it softly between my lips as she stroked my hair with long, unhurried movements. Her fingers combed through my hair, massaging the back of my head and the nape of my neck with steady, affectionate pressure. She let out a quiet satisfied sigh each time my tongue circled her nipple, her chest lifting under my face.

Her free hand drifted down her stomach, sliding under the loose waistband of her trousers, moving directly to her clit with casual confidence. I could feel the subtle shift of her hips under me as she touched herself idly, tracing slow circles with two fingers. She moaned quietly, her breath warm on the top of my head.

“That’s good,” she murmured, her voice warm and low. “Just stay right there. I like feeling your mouth on my tits while I come down.”

I tightened my hold around her waist and sucked gently, feeling her nipple swell against my tongue. Her skin tasted warm and clean, her breast soft and heavy in my mouth. She continued stroking my hair, occasionally guiding my head slightly lower or higher on her chest, adjusting me exactly how she liked.

The door burst open suddenly.

“Guys—” Lola said breathlessly, then froze at the sight of us. Her eyes widened slightly before she brightened instantly. “Oh my god, sorry, didn’t realize I’d walk in on nipple time, but you both need to hear this.”

Calliope didn’t move me off her chest. She just raised one eyebrow lazily, her fingers still lazily stroking her clit.

“What is it, sweetheart?” she asked calmly.

Lola stepped into the room quickly, her air-hostess uniform still hugging her body tightly. Her thighs looked smooth and supple above her stockings, her makeup slightly smudged from kissing earlier, her lips a glossy red. She held her phone up like she’d sprinted down the hall.

“There’s a cyber attack,” Lola said excitedly. “The banks are down, the city’s basically frozen, and they’re saying everything needs twenty-four hours to reboot. Trains, cards, apps, everything. But we’re totally fine.” She grinned like she found the whole thing entertaining. “The whole city is basically cancelled for the day.”

Calliope’s fingers paused briefly, then resumed stroking her clit at a slower pace. She ran her other hand through my hair and let out a soft amused hum.

“So we’re stuck inside,” she said slowly. “Or we leave.”

Lola nodded eagerly. “Exactly. Everything’s shut. Nothing to do. No transport. No bars. No work. No appointments. Total blackout.”

Calliope looked thoughtful for a moment, then she smiled—broadly, confidently, warmly.

“Then let’s go upstate,” she said casually. “I own a lodge up there. Huge bed, giant TV, no neighbors, a full kitchen, a big fireplace, and absolutely nothing to do. I have a crate of toys in the closet there and two of my favourite girls to enjoy them with.”

I lifted my head slightly from her chest, startled and excited. Lola beamed immediately, her whole face lighting up.

Me and Lola locked eyes.

We both smiled slowly.

Calliope saw it and smirked. “Good,” she said softly. “That’s the look I want.”

Lola stepped forward, her heels clicking softly on the bedroom floor. She climbed onto the bed with practiced ease, swinging one smooth leg over my hips. She straddled Calliope’s waist, positioning herself directly above her, the short skirt riding high on her thighs. Her panties peeked through the split in the skirt, and her breasts pushed forward slightly under the tight uniform.

She rested her hands on Calliope’s shoulders and leaned in.

“My smart boss bitch,” Lola said teasingly, warmly, her voice playful and affectionate.

Calliope slid her hand from her clit to Lola’s thigh, gripping her firmly. “Always,” she whispered.

The two women leaned in and began kissing deeply. Their mouths parted slowly and eagerly, Lola tilting her head as Calliope held her waist with strong hands. Lola moaned softly into her mouth, grinding gently down onto Calliope’s lap.

I stayed at their feet.

Kneeling between their legs, caged again, bare and obedient, watching the two women kiss above me. Calliope’s tits pressed against Lola’s uniform, their tongues moved softly together, and the room filled with the sound of their breathing and the slow movements of their bodies.

Calliope reached down and ran her fingers through my hair once more, not breaking the kiss.

“Pack your things when we’re done,” she murmured quietly against Lola’s mouth, her thumb brushing my scalp. “We leave tonight.”

I nodded quickly, my breath shaking, my cock painfully hard inside the cage again.

I stayed right there at their feet as they kissed, waiting for whatever they wanted next.

Delighted.


Act 4


Chapter 1: Not Packing Much

“Are you still here, roomie?!”

“I’m in my room,” I sighed, well aware the impact Penny was going to have on my day.

I was trying to pack, though “trying” was generous, because every movement made the tiny embarrassing chastity cage shift and press and throb in ways that were impossible to ignore. I kept stopping mid-fold to breathe through the insane levels of frustration, the cold metal prison warming slowly against my skin, the pressure building with that familiar helpless ache of lust.

I had barely managed to get two shirts into my bag before my apartment-mate and best-friend, Penny drifted into my bedroom like she always did, barefoot and sleepy, wearing that tiny lilac nighty that clung to her body in a way that felt engineered to ruin my focus.

Her nipples were pierced, these sexy small silver bars catching the soft light, and the thin fabric outlined everything, from the gentle sway of her breasts to the supple curve of her biteable thighs. Her blonde waves were messy around her face, and her eyelids still heavy with sleep as she rubbed her cheek with the back of her delicate hand.

“What are you doing?” she asked, voice thick and teasing in that way that made my pulse instantly jump and elicited a pathetic twitch inside my chastity cage. She leaned against my doorframe, one hip popped, the nighty tugged slightly higher on one side, exposing even more of her thigh.

“I’m…” I cleared my throat, trying to sound normal, “I’m packing. I’m going away for an overnight trip with Calliope and her roommate. Lola.”

Penny blinked, then grinned, slow and wicked. “Can I come? I’m jealous. I want to meet these girls. They sound so fucking sexy.” She wandered in, the hem of her nighty brushing her legs as she moved. “You disappear for hours with them and come back red-cheeked and ruined-looking. I feel left out.”

“You’ll meet them soon,” I mumbled, folding a sweater that absolutely didn’t need folding. The cage pressed hard against my throbbing cock when I bent over, a warm hum sparking low in my spine.

Her eyes drifted to my open bag, and she paused mid-step.

“Hold on.” She crouched, the nighty falling forward just slightly, breasts swaying naturally with the motion. “Are those…” she lifted the edge of a neatly folded pair between two fingers, “…panties?”

Heat shot through my face. “They’re for… they’ll want… Calliope likes—”

Penny laughed loudly, delighted. “Oh my god, Sebastian. Three pairs? You’re such a bottom.” She tossed the panties back into the bag and stood, her hair falling into her cleavage. “Have fun, roomie.”

“I’m not— I mean— I just—”

“How’s the cage?” she interrupted, head tilting, eyes bright with mischief.

“Tight,” I admitted miserably, though my voice betrayed the spark of arousal winding through the humiliation.

She stepped closer, the scent of her lotion drifting toward me — something warm and slightly sweet. “Tight,” she repeated, almost thoughtfully. “Poor little thing. What kind of things are they making you do these days, you little sub?”

I froze, every muscle tightening in that mix of need and embarrassment I couldn’t ever hide. “Just teasing,” I said weakly. “Shaving. Sometimes kissing their—”

“Men kissing women’s feet,” Penny said, cutting me off with a raised eyebrow. “Seems apt. I wholeheartedly am behind that kind of shit.”

My breath caught. She said it so casually, like it was obvious, like it fit me, like she’d known long before I had.

Her eyes dropped briefly to my cage, then back up. “You wanna try it on mine?”

I swallowed hard. “Really?”

She sighed theatrically, rolling her eyes but smiling. “You’re in chastity. What are friends for?”

The room felt suddenly smaller, warmer, the air thicker against my skin. The cage pulsed in that helpless, humiliating way that always made my knees weak. Penny moved to sit at the edge of my bed, her nighty riding up enough to expose the soft underside of her thighs, her toes flexing lightly against the floor.

“Well?” she asked, patting the space in front of her with her foot, nails painted a glossy pale pink. “Kneel.”

I felt heat climb up my neck. The cage tightened further as I lowered myself, the position obedient and humiliating at once, but also… grounding. Penny watched me with a lazy smile, like she was enjoying the sight far more than she’d admit. Her breasts shifted gently with each breath, nipple piercings faintly visible through the thin fabric.

“You’re ridiculous,” she murmured, amusement soft but sharp. “Calliope’s got you wound so tight you’re leaking through those stupid panties, aren’t you?”

My face burned. I couldn’t deny it.

Penny’s toes brushed my knee, barely a touch, but it felt catastrophic. The cage twitched in response, metal tapping softly against itself. Then reverently, I brought her small dainty feet to my mouth and began to kiss her. I throbbed inside my cage, desperate for more, delighted to be getting as much as I was. Penny was perfect and her feet smelled so fucking good, I rolled my tongue between her pedicured toes and failed to suppress a moan.

“God,” she laughed under her breath, “you really are a mess.”

Her phone buzzed suddenly against the bedspread. She glanced at the screen, and her whole face lit up.

“Oh shit,” she said, sitting up straighter, nighty slipping even lower across her chest. “That’s Yara.”

She turned the phone toward me for a second: a preview message from someone impossibly gorgeous, all sharp cheekbones and big brown eyes.

“Yara?” I repeated, already knowing the answer.

“An absolute dynamite piece of ass from Nepal,” Penny said proudly. “Wish me luck, roomie.”

She hopped off the bed, the nighty swishing around her thighs, her hair bouncing as she darted toward her room. Then she paused in the doorway, looking back at me still kneeling on the floor in front of her bed, flushed, caged, humiliated, aroused beyond reason.

“You should pack a fourth pair of panties,” she said with a wink. “Something tells me Calliope’s gonna ruin the first three.”

Then she disappeared down the hall, leaving me kneeling, trembling, and painfully aware of the cage pulsing helplessly between my legs.


Chapter 2: Two Gorgeous Goddesses

I spotted them before they saw me, which was almost worse, because it meant I had a few extra seconds to stand there on the cold platform and absorb the full disaster of how gorgeous they both looked. The winter wind swept through the station, sharp against my cheeks, and every sudden shift of the cage beneath my jeans reminded me exactly what I was walking into. The metal had warmed from the inside but stayed cold on the outside, a tiny humiliating temperature difference that made me hyper-aware of my own body.

Calliope was the first thing I saw, standing near a column, scrolling through her phone with that calm, composed expression that made my stomach tighten. Her glossy black hair framed her face perfectly, blunt fringe sharp across her brows. She wore a fitted cream turtleneck tucked into a high-waisted wool skirt that hugged her hips in a way that made me stare before I could stop myself. A long camel coat hung open, drifting around her legs with every passing gust of wind. Her tights were sheer, the faintest shadow of her thighs visible beneath them.

Lola stood beside her, more chaotic energy by contrast, though she looked like she’d stepped out of some editorial streetwear shoot. Her hair was straight and glossy with streaks of electric pink tucked behind one ear. She wore a cropped black sweater that revealed a teasing sliver of skin above a pleated tartan skirt, and thigh-high boots that made her legs look luxuriously and powerfully long. Her eyeliner was smudged in the intentional way, giving her eyes a wicked glint even from across the platform.

Even from several feet away, my pulse quickened. My cage pulsed warm with a helpless throb that had nowhere to go.

Calliope looked up first, and her entire face brightened in that soft, devastating way that always undid me.

“Sebastian,” she called, voice lilting with warmth.

She waved me over, her coat shifting to reveal the curve of her waist beneath the knit.

Lola turned too, grinning immediately. “Look who remembered how trains work.”

Heat rushed to my cheeks. The cage pressed sharply as I walked toward them, each step making the metal shift, tap, remind me that I was theirs today, in every small humiliating way.

“You look cute when you blush,” Calliope said as I reached them. She touched my arm lightly, and even through the sleeve of my coat I felt it in my whole body.

Lola tilted her head. “Embarrassed already? We haven’t even boarded.”

I swallowed, trying to maintain something like composure. “Hi.”

“That’s all we get?” Lola teased. “No kiss?”

I froze, glancing instinctively at Calliope. Her lips curled into a slow smile, the lipstick a subtle warm rose that made them look impossibly soft.

“Baby,” she said softly, brushing a stray strand of my hair back into place, “why don’t you consider the both of us your girlfriends. At least for this trip.”

The words hit something deep inside me. My breath caught, my knees wobbled just slightly, and the cage throbbed so sharply it felt like a tiny electric jolt.

“Yes,” I managed, voice smaller than I intended. “I’d like that.”

“Good,” Calliope murmured, leaning in to kiss me. She held my jaw with a gentle, confident touch, and the warmth of her mouth, the faint taste of her lip balm, the brush of her hair against my cheek — it all sent heat spiraling through me. My chest felt too tight, my awareness dissolving into the softness of her lips and the quiet hum of the station around us.

When she pulled back, I was still catching my breath when Lola made an exaggerated huff.

“My turn,” she said.

Calliope’s laugh was soft and low. “Go on, sweetheart. He’s all yours.”

Lola stepped forward, her skirt swishing around her thighs, and cupped my face between her warm hands. Her nails were painted black, the tips grazing my skin as she pulled me into a kiss that was playful and immediate. Her lips were plush, tasting faintly of vanilla lip gloss. She kissed me quick at first, then lingered just half a second longer, enough to make my pulse stutter.

When she broke the kiss, she smirked. “You’re a good kisser,” she said, sliding one hand down to fondle my ass through my jeans — casual, public, claiming. “Very good.”

The cage pulsed with humiliating force, and I hoped desperately they couldn’t see the faint outline of it when I shifted.

Both women watched me with matching amused expressions, like they could read every frantic thought that flickered across my face.

The train whistle blew then — sharp, echoing across the platform — and Lola clapped her hands together.

“That’s us,” she said. “Come on, pretty boy, before we miss it.”

Calliope adjusted her coat, the movement creating a soft sway of her breasts beneath the fitted turtleneck. I felt my breath catch again, completely involuntary.

“Get our bags?” she asked lightly.

It wasn’t a question, not really. I nodded quickly and reached for them, the weight of the straps pulling across my shoulder, the cage shifting again in a warning throb that made me bite back a gasp.

“Good boy,” Calliope whispered, so quietly only I heard.

We hurried toward the train as the doors slid open, wind whipping Lola’s skirt around her thighs and sending strands of Calliope’s glossy hair across her cheek. I followed them up the steps, my chest warm with anticipation, the cage heavy and insistent with every movement.

I wasn’t sure what this overnight trip would hold — what teasing, what rituals, what humiliation, what dizzying softness — only that I would follow them anywhere.

And that they both knew it.


Chapter 3: Fun In Private As The Country Rolls Past

The compartment door clicked shut behind us, and the muted winter darkness on the other side of the window made the little space feel warmer than it should have, like her presence alone thickened the air. Calliope slid the lock with that calm, deliberate motion she used to signal that I was hers again, then pulled the curtain closed, and when she turned toward me her silk blouse caught the dim overhead light in a soft ripple that made my breath stutter.

“Did you do as I asked, sweetheart?” she said, quiet, almost conversational, as if we were discussing train schedules rather than the humiliating pulse of my caged cock.

I nodded, already trembling, already aware of the way the lace panties she had chosen for me clung damply to the metal. “Yes,” I whispered. “I did.”

“Show me.”

My fingers felt clumsy as I undid the buttons of my coat, then pushed it off my shoulders, and the moment I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and slid my trousers down, the cold air inside the compartment washed over my thighs. I stood there in nothing but the embarrassing girly panties she demanded of me in her text that morning, the ones so small that I felt practically bare, the ones with the tiny satin bow that sat right above the pathetic locked metal pressing insistently against the fabric. The lace had already darkened where I had leaked my embarrassing precum through, and the sight made fresh heat bloom up my chest.

Calliope’s smile curled, soft and wicked. “Awh, you’re such a good desperate slutty boy.”

The words slid through me like warm honey, and my little caged cock jerked helplessly against the metal, the twitch painfully obvious beneath the clingy white lace. Lola let out a delighted little laugh, her neon-streaked hair swinging forward over her bralette as she stepped closer, and I felt my face burn in that humiliating spiraling way that always ended in obedience.

Calliope touched my chin, just a fingertip, tracing down the line of my throat to the top edge of the panties, letting the pad of her finger rest over the outline of the cage.

“You are already drooling from your clitty,” she murmured, her voice warm and amused. “Look at you.”

The compartment felt impossibly small when she and Lola moved toward each other, their bodies fitting together in an unhurried slide of silk and soft cotton and warm curves. Lola’s cropped sweater lifted slightly as she reached up to cup Calliope’s jaw, revealing a sliver of waist above her tight skirt, and when they kissed the sound of their lips meeting made my knees soften. I saw Calliope’s breasts rise as she inhaled, saw the faint outline of her nipples pressing through the silk of her blouse, saw Lola’s hands glide down her sides while their mouths opened for each other.

“Sit down and do as we say,” Calliope said without looking at me, as if she knew exactly how I was watching them, as if she could feel the ache in my cage from across the compartment.

I lowered myself onto the small bench seat between them, feeling the lace tug against the metal, feeling the humiliating grind of the cage as it shifted and settled. They continued kissing over my head for another breathless moment, Calliope’s fingers curling lightly in Lola’s hair, Lola’s tongue teasing its way past Calliope’s lower lip, both of them making quiet, confident sounds that made my cock throb painfully against its prison.

Then they eased down beside me, one on either side, their thighs pressing against mine, their perfume wrapping around me in warm layers of sweetness and spice.

Lola was the first to touch me. Her hand slid between my legs, palm warm, nails painted chipped black with a little glitter, and she cupped my balls through the silky panties in a single confident motion. The pressure hit me like a jolt, my breath catching as the cage pressed harder into the lace, and an embarrassing little gasp slipped out of me.

“Oh he is sensitive today,” Lola murmured, leaning in so her voice brushed my ear. Her bralette was thin and dark, the outline of her breasts full and clear beneath the fabric, her cleavage deepening as she bent to look at me. “Poor chastity bitch.”

Calliope laughed quietly, a warm little exhale against my other cheek, and her hand joined Lola’s, slower, firmer, her palm settling over the metal of the cage and squeezing just enough to make my hips twitch. My balls were caught between two warm hands now, squeezed and rolled and toyed with, and each time one of them shifted their grip the cage tapped faintly against itself, a tiny humiliating metallic sound that felt louder than anything in the world.

“Look at him,” Calliope murmured, kissing the corner of my mouth before pressing her lips more firmly to mine. “Already shaking, he wants us so bad…but that’s not going to happen.”

I kissed her back, helplessly, hungrily, then felt Lola’s mouth capture mine from the other side, her kiss messier, hotter, tasting faintly of lip gloss and winter air, and the three of us dissolved into a tangle of lips and hands and soft sounds. Their breasts brushed my bare chest when they leaned in, warm and heavy through their tops, their nipples dragging just enough to make my whole body tighten.

And through it all their hands never stopped. They squeezed my balls rhythmically, alternating pressure, sometimes gentle, sometimes sharper, sometimes playful little slaps that made the cage jolt and made me gasp into their mouths. Every touch sent heat spiraling straight into the locked helplessness between my legs, every kiss stole my breath, every laugh reminded me how small and needy and owned I was.

I felt myself leaking again, soaking the lace further, felt the humiliating wetness spreading, and Calliope broke the kiss to look down at the evidence with quiet satisfaction.

“Sweetheart,” she said, brushing her thumb across my damp cheek. “You are already making a mess.”

And I could only nod, caged and trembling, caught between the two of them, knowing the mess was only the beginning.


Chapter 4: Penny is Put in Her Place By Yara

Penny stood in front of her full-length mirror, the late-afternoon light slanting through the blinds and painting golden stripes across her bare skin. She had already showered, shaved everything smooth, and lotioned herself until she gleamed. Now came the ritual that made her cunt throb.

She stepped into the black lace lingerie set she’d bought specifically for nights like this: a balconette bra that lifted her tits into perfect, overflowing curves, the sheer cups barely containing her pierced nipples, and matching high-cut panties that framed her ass like a needy, dripping invitation. The lace scratched lightly against her skin in the most delicious way, a constant tease against her wet, aching folds.

She slipped into the wrap dress next—a deep emerald green jersey knit that hugged her waist and flared softly over her hips. The neckline plunged low enough to hint at the lace beneath, and the tie at the side allowed her to adjust how much thigh she wanted to reveal. She cinched it just tight enough that every step would remind her how close she was to being exposed, to being used.

Finally, the long wool coat—black, tailored, falling to mid-calf. Respectable. Anonymous. Perfect camouflage for the filthy little slut underneath.

She reached into the nightstand drawer and retrieved the new toy she’d ordered on a whim two days ago. The butt plug was heavier than she remembered from the website photos: matte black silicone, thick at the widest point, tapering to a narrow neck before flaring into a wide base. Bigger than her usual. Much bigger. Obscene.

Penny slicked it generously with lube, then bent slightly over the edge of her bed, one hand braced on the mattress. She pressed the tip against her hungry asshole, breathing slow and deep. The stretch started immediately—more insistent than she’d anticipated. She pushed steadily, lips parting on a raw gasp as the thickest part breached her. Her hole resisted for one burning second, then yielded with a wet, shameful pop.

“Oh—fuck,” she moaned, the sound involuntary and needy. The fullness was overwhelming, pressing against every tender wall inside her, making her clit pulse. She clenched around it, and nearly buckled at the delicious spike of pressure. For a long moment she simply stayed bent, forehead pressed to the duvet, cunt dripping, humiliated by how aroused she already was.

Then she straightened, smoothed her dress, buttoned the coat, and slipped on low black heels. Every movement made the plug shift, grinding against her ass, sending more slick down her inner thighs. She was soaked, her pussy messy and untouched, her body already begging.

Yara’s apartment was only three blocks away—a quick walk down the quiet residential street—but every step felt filthy. The plug nudged deeper with each stride, the coat hiding the way her thighs pressed together, the way she whimpered under her breath. She felt like a walking porno—cunt leaking, asshole stuffed, mind spiraling.

When she reached the door, her hand trembled as she knocked.

The door opened almost immediately.

Yara stood framed in the doorway like a vision carved from raw, feminine power. She was Nepalese, skin a rich warm brown, cheekbones sharp enough to cut, lips painted deep, commanding red. Her massive tits strained against a black leather corset that cinched her waist into cruel perfection before flaring into wide hips and a round, lethal ass. Thigh-high boots, fingerless gloves, and—most important—a thick, beautiful strap-on already buckled into place. It was fat and veiny, proud and heavy between her legs like it had every right to ruin someone.

Penny’s pussy clenched, juices leaking instantly into her panties.

Yara’s dark eyes dragged down her body, slow and unapologetic. “Safeword, baby?”

Penny swallowed hard. “Yes. I’ll use it if I want to stop.”

“Good girl,” Yara growled, low and brutal. She grabbed Penny’s coat, yanked her inside like she belonged there, and kicked the door shut with a bang.

Before Penny could find her balance, Yara had her pinned to the wall, one thick thigh pressing up between Penny’s legs, jostling the plug brutally. Penny whimpered, clenching around it, grinding without thinking.

Yara’s hand slid down to cup her ass through the coat and dress, fingers curling like they owned her. “What’s this, slut?” she purred, pressing directly against the plug. “You walked here with your asshole stuffed like a fucking cum-whore?”

Penny flushed hard. “Y-yes…”

Yara chuckled darkly. “You know what happens to filthy little sluts who get themselves all stretched and dripping before they even knock?”

Penny could barely breathe. “They get… fucked. Hard. In the ass.”

“That’s right.” Yara spun her like a toy. Penny’s palms slapped against the wall as her coat was ripped open and her dress yanked loose in one brutal motion. The air hit her bare skin, her soaked cunt, her shameless lace.

Yara pressed behind her, the thick strap-on already nudging between her cheeks, making the plug shift inside her. “Beg me to take this toy out, you little cock-hungry bitch. Beg for a real fucking.”

“Please,” Penny whispered, shaking. “Please take it out. I want your cock. I want to be fucked with it. Please, Yara—use me.”

Yara tugged the plug out in one long, wet pull. Penny moaned like a porn star, her pussy fluttering helplessly. Then came the blunt, wide pressure of the strap-on—thicker, harder, merciless.

Yara didn’t tease. She took her. One brutal thrust, and the whole fat cock slammed into Penny’s asshole, stretching her around it, burying deep. Penny screamed, forehead thumping against the wall. Her cunt gushed untouched, clit throbbing wild.

Yara fucked her like she was nothing but a hole. Relentless. Hips snapping. Tits pressed against Penny’s back. One hand tangled in blonde hair, yanking her head back to make her gasp. The other shoved her wrists above her, caging her in.

Penny was soaked, leaking down her thighs, her cunt untouched and throbbing. “Please,” she sobbed. “Please, let me rub my clit—just a little—please—”

“No.” Yara’s voice cut through her begging like a whip. “Sluts like you don’t get pussy orgasms. You earn it with your asshole. You come from being humiliated and destroyed.”

The words hit like bullets—each one making Penny’s clit twitch, her hole clench, her pride dissolve. She was Yara’s toy, her little anal whore, and she was fucking soaked from it.

Yara pounded her harder, fucked her deeper, breath hot against her ear. “Look at you, dripping down your legs. You love this, don’t you? Getting turned into my ass-only slut. That’s all you are. Just a tight hole and a stupid, needy cunt I won’t touch.”

“Yes—yes—fuck—” Penny wailed, the orgasm building in her core, unbearable and out of reach. Her clit throbbed uselessly, her body tensing, choking on the humiliation.

And then it broke.

The orgasm hit like a train—ripped from through her asshole into her pussy, her cunt untouched, her body shuddering violently. She screamed Yara’s name, legs giving out, sobbing from the overwhelming release.

Yara held her up, still inside her, still fucking her through it.

Only when Penny was nothing but a twitching, overstimulated wreck did Yara slow, pressing gentle kisses to the back of her neck, lips soft, touch reverent.

“Such a good girl when you’re ruined,” she whispered.

Penny could only moan, still pinned, still stuffed, still marked by that fat cock… and aching for more.


Chapter 5: Training The Maid Properly In A Proper Uniform

The drive up the mountain from the train station had been long, and by the time Lola turned onto the narrow lane toward the lodge I was already leaking steadily into the lace panties she had insisted I wear under my jeans. She hummed softly as she drove, one hand on the wheel, the other resting lightly on my thigh whenever the road straightened, her thumb tracing slow circles that made the cage twitch helplessly. Lola lay sleeping in the back, late twenties and still asleep the second the car started rolling. The windows fogged with our breath, winter air gathering around the edges, and the moment I saw the dark wooden silhouette of the lodge, tucked behind tall trees and dusted with pale frost, something in my chest tightened with the same mixture of dread and need that always hit when I realized there would be nowhere to hide.

The place looked expensive, the sort of quiet, secluded retreat meant for couples who wanted privacy, though I already knew privacy did not mean safety for me. Privacy meant they could do anything they liked, say anything they liked, dress me however they wanted, check the cage every few minutes just because they enjoyed watching me squirm. My cock pulsed painfully at that thought, swelling uselessly against steel, and Lola laughed the moment she heard the faint click of metal shifting as I adjusted in my seat.

“Already drooling in your panties, my lovely princess? She asked, pulling me close and sticking her wet tongue down my mouth before kissing my cheek. “I know the answer to that question of course, save your voice for better things…like begging!”

We parked, and she stretched in her tight cropped sweater, the grey knit lifting high enough that her underboob showed, soft and perfect and framed by the black lace bralette she’d worn all morning. Her breasts moved heavily when she twisted to grab her bag from the back seat, nipples pressing clearly through the thin fabric. I swallowed hard and felt another humiliating tap of the cage against my soaked lace.

Inside, the lodge was warm, scented with firewood and something sweet, maybe vanilla from a candle left burning by the owners. The floors creaked softly under my boots. Lola’s skirt swayed against her thighs as she walked straight to the bedroom, dropping her bag onto the duvet before turning to me with a look that made me already start to kneel.

“Strip for us like an obedient boyfriend, please,” she said.

The word slid through me like hea from an oven. I obeyed before my mind caught up, fingers clumsy on the buttons of my shirt because my heart was hammering so hard. She leaned against the dresser with her arms folded under her breasts, pushing the heavy curves upward in a way that made my breath catch. Her eyes moved over me with the same casual focus she might give a new outfit she was considering buying, deciding if it suited her, deciding how it could be improved.

When my shirt fell away and the cold air hit my nipples, she hummed a quiet approving note. When I pushed my jeans down, revealing the lace panties clinging wetly to the cage, she laughed and told me to turn around slowly so she could see all the embarrassment I was trying to hide.

“Good,” she said softly. “You’re already in the right headspace. We’re going to have a shit tonne of fun.”

I hoped she wouldn’t see how my legs were trembling.

“Panties off next,” she added. “I wanna see that adorable whittle thingy.”

The lace peeled away with a sticky sound of soaked fabric pulling from metal, and that alone was humiliating enough that I flushed all the way down my chest. The cage felt heavier than it had all day, cold and warm at once, the tip of me throbbing through the bars in a way that made my knees bend a little.

Lola stepped close. Her fingers brushed my hip, then trailed down to the cage. She lifted it lightly, humming at the weight, the way it twitched helplessly in her grip.

“You’re shaving as we’ve asked, good boy,” she said approvingly, making me blush. “Smooth. Completely.”

I nodded, and she tilted her head.

“Use your words, princess.”

“Yes, Lola. I shave every day now.”

She kissed my cheek in reward, a soft warm press that made my whole body tighten.

Lola sat on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed, heel dangling, her skirt riding up so far I could see the lace tops of her stockings. Her bralette peeked from under her sweater when she leaned forward, breasts swaying heavily. She patted the floor between her knees.

“Kneel for me like a good submissive boyfriend, baby.”

I did, the wooden floor cool under my bare skin. She inspected me with the same slow, attentive composure she used whenever she checked the cage, as if she were evaluating craftmanship. Her fingers skimmed the shaved skin, soft but decisive.

“Beauitful,” she murmured. “So pretty and demure, you are. We need a maid for this trip, and you’re going to look the part.”

I glanced up before I could stop myself. Her smile widened.

“Oh, darling, you didn’t think we brought you up here for a relaxing weekend, did you?”

She stood and went to her bag. When she turned back, she held a heap of fabric so black and glossy it took me a moment to understand what it was. Silk, lace, ribbons, and a tiny apron that looked decorative rather than useful.

A maid outfit. A humiliating little French maid costume. Stockings. Heels.

She let the pile fall onto the bed and told me to stand with my feet apart. I did, shaking, but she didn’t seem to mind. She started with my face, surprising me by pulling out makeup brushes. Lola stood so close while she worked that her breasts brushed my chest lightly each time she leaned in to blend something along my cheekbones, and that alone made the cage strain forward pathetically.

Her perfume was warm and floral. Her lips were glossy. Her voice was soft near my ear when she told me to stop fidgeting.

“You’re pretty,” she whispered. “And with that tiny little clit, you’re more sissy than man anyway, right?”

My breath shivered. The cage throbbed. She noticed.

Next came the costume. She tugged the silk up my arms, tied the apron around my waist, pulled the neckline low enough that my chest looked soft and exposed. She slid black stockings up my legs, smoothing them slowly, hands warm, nails dragging lightly along my thighs.

Every touch made me leak. Every movement of fabric made the cage tap against itself, a tiny metallic sound that felt louder in the quiet room.

“Step into the heels,” she said.

I wobbled when I did, and she steadied me by gripping my hips, her thumbs brushing close to the cage.

“God, you’re adorable,” she murmured. “Look at you, my shy little maid.”

I tried not to moan. Tried not to imagine how I looked. Tried not to imagine how she would show me off to Calliope and Penny. But the fantasy pressed hard against my mind exactly like the cage pressed against me: inescapable, humiliating, too warm to ignore.

“Almost done,” she said brightly.

She reached into her coat pocket and pulled out something thin and soft, pale pink ribbon tied to a tiny silver bell. My stomach dropped straight through the floor.

She crouched in front of me, breasts pressing together in her low bralette, cleavage soft and deep, her hair falling forward. Her smile was wicked and affectionate.

“Lift your skirt and show us your pretty clit,” she demanded confidently.

I obeyed, lifting the little frilly hem with shaking hands.

She tied the ribbon directly around the base of the cage with slow, delicate care, her fingers grazing metal, grazing skin, making my breath hitch again and again. The bell chimed quietly, a tiny pretty sound that made humiliation bloom so hot behind my ribs that I nearly swayed.

“There,” she said softly. “Perfect.”

She leaned in and kissed the tip of the cage through the bell, then kissed me on the mouth. Slow. Confident. Claiming. Her lip gloss smeared warm against me.

“Your little clit looks so precious with its bell,” she whispered.

My entire body tensed. I could feel myself leaking again, dripping down past the metal.

She tapped the bell once with her nail. It chimed, bright and devastating.

“You’re my maid for the weekend, sweetheart. And I want to hear that bell every time you move.”

I nodded quickly, breathless, overwhelmed.

“Good girl,” she murmured, kissing me again.

And the moment she said it, I knew I would do anything she asked.


Chapter 6: Penny Goes Back For Seconds

Penny’s legs still felt unsteady when she left Yara’s apartment the first time, the ghost of that fat strap-on cock still echoing inside her. Her asshole was sore, stretched, and aching with every step back to her place. Her wet cunt throbbed against the soft fabric of her panties, leaking into the gusset as if it refused to believe the fucking was really over.

She’d barely made it through a quick shower and a glass of water before the ache returned. The sensation was sharper this time, greedy. She needed more. She needed Yara’s hands on her, her voice in her ear, her cock buried inside her again. Her clit buzzed with need, untouched and swollen from denial, as if it were mocking her for coming without it.

She didn’t bother with lingerie or perfume this time. No careful preparations. Just raw, feral need. She threw on an oversized hoodie with no bra and bike shorts that clung tight between her legs. No panties. Her pussy was already soaked.

She walked the three blocks again, faster this time, heart thudding in her chest. Every step made the memory of Yara’s cock flare hotter in her ass. She didn’t knock—Yara had told her earlier, so casually it made Penny’s cunt flutter, “Next time just come in, baby. Door’s unlocked for you.”

So Penny turned the knob and stepped inside.

And froze.

Yara was in the middle of the living room, still in that brutal black leather corset and harness. Her thick strap-on glistened with lube, already inside someone else. Bent over the arm of the sectional was a man—young, about 25 years old, beautiful, the kind of breathtaking that made your knees weak. He looked like he belonged on a high fashion billboard, but now he was moaning like a common whore, his plush lips parted, hair messy with sweat. A lacy black bra stretched across his smooth chest, the cups empty, the straps digging into his shoulders. His wrists were cuffed behind his back, and his long legs shook every time Yara slammed her cock into him.

His cock—average length, flushed dark pink, and completely untouched—swung helplessly beneath him with every hard thrust, dripping a humiliating trail of pre-cum onto the floorboards.

Yara didn’t miss a beat when she saw Penny in the doorway. Her rhythm didn’t falter. Her hips kept moving, thick cock pounding into the boy’s ass. She turned her head slightly, lips curling into a cruel, beautiful smirk.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she said, voice heavy with heat and control, punctuating it with a thrust that made the man cry out. “But I’m done with you today, little slut.”

The words hit Penny like a slap. Her breath caught. Her stomach dropped.

Arousal and humiliation tangled inside her like barbed wire. Her clit throbbed, hard and aching. Her soaked pussy clenched around nothing.

Yara jerked her chin toward the armchair in the corner. “Sit. And don’t touch that needy little cunt.”

Penny didn’t hesitate. Her body obeyed before her mind could catch up. She crossed the room on unsteady legs, face burning, and folded herself down beside the chair like an obedient pet. Her back pressed to the wall, knees drawn up. The position made her feel small. Overlooked. Owned.

Yara scanned the room lazily, then grabbed a thick velvet throw cushion from the couch and tossed it at Penny’s feet.

“Hump that,” she ordered. “That’s all your greedy little cunt gets.”

Penny stared at the cushion. Her hands shook. Her clit ached. Her bike shorts were already wet, clinging to her like a second skin. She could feel her arousal leaking out, shameful and hot.

She straddled the pillow, pulled it between her thighs, and pressed her soaked pussy down. The soft velvet dragged across her clit through the thin shorts. She whimpered immediately—helpless, filthy, wrecked.

Yara laughed, low and sharp, without breaking rhythm.

“Look at her,” she said to the pretty boy beneath her. “Came crawling back for cock and all she gets is a pillow. Pathetic, isn’t she?”

The boy moaned, his voice trembling. “Y-yes, Mistress…”

Penny’s hips rocked faster. She couldn’t help it. The friction was maddening. Her clit throbbed with every grind, desperate for permission that wouldn’t come. Her pussy lips were swollen and slick, pressed hard to the seam of her shorts. She could feel how soaked she was—could feel it seeping into the cushion. Her whole body was one pulsing ache.

And she couldn’t look away.

The boy’s cock bounced with every thrust, hard and unused, leaking helplessly. Every time Yara drove into him, it slapped against his stomach like a metronome of failure. He was gorgeous, wrecked, humiliated—getting fucked like a girl while his useless cock begged for attention.

Yara reached around him, pinched one nipple through the bra, and leaned in close to his ear.

“Such a small, pathetic dick,” she murmured, loud enough for Penny to hear every poisonous word. “No wonder you wear pretty things and take cock like a bitch. This limp little thing couldn’t satisfy anyone.”

The stranger gasped, body locking up—then he came, untouched.

He let out a broken, strangled cry as thick ropes of cum spilled from his cock, splattering the hardwood below. He kept twitching, kept moaning, kept shaking as Yara pounded through it, forcing every drop from his aching, ruined body.

Watching him—watching Yara fuck him through a ruined orgasm, laughing at his tiny cock, praising him for being a good little sissy fuckdoll—broke something in Penny.

She ground down on the cushion harder, desperate and frantic. Her hips moved like they had a mind of their own. The velvet dragged across her swollen clit perfectly, the pressure right where she needed it. Her whole body shook. Her pussy clenched, leaking more shame.

The scene—the sounds of Yara’s strap-on filling someone else, the slapping skin, the filthy praise, the sight of that beautiful, broken boy—was too much.

Her orgasm hit like violence.

She bit down on her knuckle to muffle the sound, but the sob still escaped. Her legs buckled around the cushion as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her. Her cunt spasmed, pulsing against the soaked fabric, and she cried silently, face twisted with desperate, humiliated bliss.

When it finally ebbed, she slumped against the wall, chest heaving. Her thighs were wet. Her bike shorts were soaked through. Her clit still throbbed, overworked and aching.

Yara slowed her thrusts, then pulled out of the boy with a wet, obscene sound that made him moan weakly. She gave his ass a lazy smack and unbuckled the harness, letting the cock drop heavily to the floor.

Then she looked at Penny.

Her eyes glittered. Her mouth curled.

“Good girl,” she said, voice warm and sharp. “You didn’t touch that needy little clit. You took what I gave you.”

Penny could only nod, dazed, ruined, soaked and wrecked by the sound of someone else’s orgasm.

Yara’s smile deepened.

“Next time,” she said, voice velvet and venom, “maybe I’ll let you clean him up with that pretty little mouth.”

Penny’s cunt clenched so hard it hurt.

She stayed in the corner a while longer, watching Yara unbuckle the trembling boy, cradle his spent body against her chest like something precious.

And even though she’d just come, even though she’d been humiliated, ignored, denied and dismissed, Penny knew one thing with perfect clarity.

She would be back tomorrow.

And she would crawl if she had to.


Chapter 7: A Good And Obedient Maid

The heels clicked softly on the wooden lodge floor as I followed them into the living area, the bell tied around my caged cock chiming with every tentative step I took, and I could not stop thinking about the way the panties were already sticking to me, already warm and damp and embarrassing, even though nothing had happened yet beyond Lola dressing me like her shy little doll. The buzzing anxiety settled in my chest the same way the cage settled between my legs, a constant presence, a pinch at the base, the weight of denied arousal dragging against the silk of the panties they had chosen for me. The French maid outfit clung tightly to my torso, the thin straps barely covering my shoulders, the little apron bouncing when I moved, making the bell chime again and again, so soft that it felt like my own body was tattling on me.

Calliope walked ahead of us, shedding her winter coat as she went. Her sleek black hair fell in a single perfect line down her back, the movement so fluid it looked choreographed. She wore a dark charcoal bralette under a fitted burgundy cardigan that hugged her breasts in a way that made my breath thicken with need. The cardigan gaped when she reached to set her coat aside, revealing the soft swell of her cleavage, the fabric pushing gently outward as if her chest resisted being contained. Her leggings were black and smooth, clinging to the elegant curve of her hips, outlining her thighs with a firm sensuality that made the cage jerk helplessly against the bell.

Lola followed behind her, also changed into leggings and a cropped lilac bralette that lifted her breasts high and left a full expanse of her stomach bare. Her eyeliner was darker now, slightly smudged at the corners, giving her a playful, mischievous look. She moved barefoot across the rug, toes flexing, her pink-polished nails catching the firelight. The two of them together looked like a fantasy I had no right to witness, never mind serve, and I felt myself leak again at the thought of being useful to them, even for the smallest task.

Calliope turned and looked at me steadily. Her voice was calm, precise, devastating in its confidence.

“Come here, sweetheart.”

My legs wobbled in the heels, the stockings brushing my skin with every step, the skirt of the maid outfit lifting in the slight draft. When I reached her, she lifted my chin with two fingers and inspected me, taking in the blush, the way my lips parted when she touched me, the faint tremble in my thighs.

“You look so sexy,” she said quietly. “A perfect little maid.”

The praise splintered through me, lighting up every nerve. The cage throbbed and tapped the bell, and the sound made her smile.

“Turn around,” she said. “Bend over and show me that sexy juicy ass.”

A flush rushed through me so fast I had to breathe twice before I moved. When I bent, the skirt rode up automatically, leaving my ass exposed, the lace of the panties stretched tight. Calliope walked behind me, her steps slow and deliberate. She placed one hand at the center of my back to keep me down.

“Maids need a red bottom at all times,” she said softly.

Then she spanked me.

The first strike made my whole body jolt forward, the cage pressing hard against the silk fabric, the bell chiming pitifully. Her palm was firm and controlled, and each smack landed on a slightly different part of my ass, spreading heat through me until I could hardly breathe. Lola watched from the sofa, leaning back so her bralette shifted downward and revealed the upper swell of her breasts, soft and perfect and bouncing lightly when she laughed.

“Look at that skirt,” she said. “With such a tiny adorable clit? She was born to wear it.”

Calliope spanked me harder, making my knees spread wider, making the cage grind humiliatingly against the panties. I leaked through them, felt the wetness spreading, felt the cold metal warm against my skin. My breath came in small gasps.

When she finally stopped, she slid a hand slowly over the new heat she had created, soothing lightly.

“That is much better,” she said. “But you need motivation.”

She pulled me upright, turned me gently, and kissed my cheek. Then she reached into the dresser drawer beside the sofa and pulled out a small vibrating buttplug, smooth and black with a tapered end.

“Take your panties off,” she said.

My fingers shook as I peeled the wet lace down my legs, the cold air rushing over the cage, making it feel even more exposed. Calliope knelt in front of me, her breasts shifting heavily inside her bralette, nipples pressing faintly against the thin fabric. Her sleek hair brushed her collarbone as she angled her head to inspect me.

“Hold still,” she murmured.

She lubricated the plug and pressed it slowly against me. The first inch made me gasp and grip her shoulder. She allowed the touch for a second before giving me a gentle warning.

“Let me work, baby.”

I shuddered as she pushed it deeper, the stretch sending pleasure and humiliation spiraling through me at once. When it was fully inside, she tapped the base.

“Panties back on.”

The lace dragged over the cage, over the ribbon and bell, over the plug, and I nearly whimpered. The pressure was perfect, maddening, constant.

She switched the plug on.

A low, steady buzz filled my core. The vibration radiated outward, making my thighs shake, making the cage throb so hard it hurt. The bell chimed softly with every involuntary twitch.

“Oh my god,” Lola said, laughing from the sofa. “He is going to leak himself senseless.”

Calliope stepped back and surveyed me. Her calm smile was gentle, affectionate, devastating.

“You leak, you suffer. You hold still, you suffer. Either way, you serve.”

I nodded helplessly, so fucking humiliated.

And so fucking turned on.

Calliope liked my attitude and said, “Good. Now make us mocktails.”

The humiliation of getting spanked, filled and put to work hit me in a warm wave. I turned toward the kitchen, the heels clicking, the skirt lifting, the bell chiming at every movement. The plug buzzed constantly, making me jolt slightly each time the intensity shifted with my steps. I could feel the wetness in my panties growing again, the cage filling with pressure that had nowhere to go.

Behind me, Lola and Calliope settled onto the sofa. Their leggings stretched tight over their supple thighs, their bralettes lifting their breasts in soft, tantalizing shapes. Their bare dainty feet rested on the ottoman, toes flexing, painted nails catching the firelight.

As I sliced fruit and mixed juices, the plug pulsed steadily inside me. I had to grip the counter more than once to stay upright. Every motion made the cage knock against itself, metal tapping metal, a tiny sound I could never escape. When I carried the glasses to them, Lola reached out lazily and hooked a finger under the waistband of my panties, checking how wet I was.

“Oh, he is soaked like a true chastity whore,” she said, laughing. “Sweet little maid.”

Calliope stroked her thigh with one hand and looked at me with slow amusement.

“Make dinner next,” she said. “Something simple. We want to watch you move.”

I cooked while they murmured to each other, their voices low, occasionally interrupted by soft laughter. I could feel their eyes on me, on the skirt swaying, the bell chiming softly under the panties, the plug making my hips shift in a helpless rhythm. My face burned the whole time, my breath shallow, my body trembling in the humiliating outfit.

After dinner, they sat back on the sofa and extended their bare feet toward me.

“Kneel for us, bitch,” Calliope said.

I dropped instantly, the wood cool under my knees. The plug buzzed harder after the movement, startling a gasp from me. Lola laughed softly.

My face burned with fresh embarrassment as I settled into position—kneeling at their feet like this, caged and plugged and leaking, while they lounged above me in nothing but pretty lingerie. The shame twisted low in my gut, hot and insistent, making everything feel sharper, more real. I was so fucking exposed, so obviously desperate, and they both knew it.

“You may worship,” she said.

I leaned forward and kissed their toes, one by one, soft and obedient. Calliope’s feet were long and elegant, high arches curving gracefully, toes painted a deep crimson that caught the light every time she flexed them. Lola’s were smaller, softer, with perfectly rounded tips and a delicate French pedicure that made her soles look impossibly smooth. Their skin was warm, faintly scented with something floral and expensive, and every brush of my lips against them sent a humiliating jolt straight to my tiny cage.

God, their feet were so sexy—perfect in that effortless way that made my mouth water and my locked cock strain uselessly. The metal bars of the cage dug in harder with every reverent press of my lips, the tiny prison throbbing in time with my heartbeat. I could feel how swollen I was inside it, how the head pushed futilely against the end, slick and aching. It was so small, so pathetic, and yet it felt like the entire center of my body right now—pulsing, denied, humiliated.

Calliope pressed her toes to my lips and whispered,

“You serve beautifully when you are frustrated.”

The words landed like a slap. My cheeks flamed hotter; I could feel the blush spreading down my neck. I was embarrassed—mortified, really—to be this turned on by something so degrading, to be leaking pre-cum through the slit of the cage just from kissing their feet. But I couldn’t stop. Didn’t want to.

Lola stroked the back of my head, her bralette pressing her breasts together as she leaned over me, the soft weight of them swaying gently.

“You want to cum so badly,” she murmured. “I can tell from how your little clit twitches.”

The cage throbbed so hard I almost buckled—sharp, insistent pressure that made my hips jerk forward involuntarily. The bell on my panties chimed softly with the movement, another layer of shame. I was rock-hard inside the tiny device, every denied inch screaming for release that wasn’t coming.

“Too bad,” Calliope said. “You have certainly not earned the right for any kind of release…not yet anyway.”

They both laughed softly as I kissed their feet again, bell chiming, panties soaked, plug buzzing deep inside me, body aching with a need so sharp it felt like it owned me.

And I knew I would do anything for them to keep going.


Chapter 8: In Which Penny Takes A Break From Yara

Penny had always told herself she was good at being normal, which mostly meant she was good at talking fast enough that nobody had time to notice she was thinking about sex.

It was a talent. A survival skill. A personality trait.

Tonight was supposed to be normal. A girl’s movie night, the kind where you pretend you chose the film for the plot even though half the room was really there for the snacks and the gossip and the chance to sit too close to someone you absolutely should not be thinking about in that way. Penny’s apartment smelled like microwave popcorn and vanilla candle wax and the faint sweet bite of whatever room spray she’d panic-misted five minutes before Kira arrived, as if lavender mist could disguise the fact that Penny’s brain had been stuck on one single thought all day.

Kira in her doorway.

Kira was tall enough that the top of Penny’s doorframe felt like it should apologize for being in her way. She had shoulders that stretched the line of her fitted black tee, forearms that made the grocery bags look like toys, and that steady, amused confidence that always made Penny’s mouth run faster, because if she stopped talking she might do something embarrassing, like stare.

Which she did anyway.

Kira’s hair was pulled back into a tight bun, not fussy, just practical, a clean line that showed off her face and her neck and the faint sheen of winter air still clinging to her skin. She wore leggings that hugged her thighs like they had been designed around her body and then sworn to secrecy. Her boots were heavy, scuffed, like she actually lived in them. She looked like a woman who could pick Penny up, casually, and still have a free hand to hold her drink.

Penny’s pulse did something stupid.

“Hi,” Penny said, too bright, as if she wasn’t currently thinking about being thrown over that shoulder. “Welcome to the world’s most chilled out movie night. Shoes off, bra optional, emotional oversharing mandatory.”

Kira’s mouth tugged upward. “Bra optional, huh.”

“Don’t sound so excited,” Penny shot back, but her cheeks were already warm, and she hated that it happened so easily around Kira, like her body had decided this woman was a problem and was absolutely not interested in acting cool about it.

Kira stepped inside. The apartment felt smaller with her in it, not because of her size, though that was part of it, but because of the way she filled space, like she belonged in any room she entered. Penny suddenly became intensely aware of her own outfit, a soft oversized sweater and tiny shorts she’d pretended were for comfort, and the little bralette underneath that made her breasts sit high and obvious. She hadn’t worn makeup, but she’d put lip balm on twice, like it mattered.

The other girls were already sprawled on the couch, blankets piled like a nest, drinks on coasters, the movie paused on a dramatic still frame. Someone yelled hi, someone else yelled where’s the ice, and Penny did her usual hostess routine, which was mostly just chaotic movement and jokes, because if she stopped moving, she might actually feel the tension pulsing under her skin.

Kira took a seat on the floor at first, back against the coffee table, long legs stretched out, looking like she was humoring them by attending, like she could get up and leave at any time, like she chose to stay because she wanted to.

Penny kept catching herself watching her.

It was the hands that did it. Kira’s hands were big and strong, the kind that looked like they could hold something firmly, the kind that made Penny’s brain whisper things she definitely should not say out loud at a wholesome movie night.

Except Penny was Penny, and she said things out loud.

Halfway through the movie, after two drinks and a series of increasingly unhinged comments about the lead actor’s jawline, the conversation drifted toward dating, as it always did, and Penny, sprawled sideways on the armchair, tossed her head back dramatically and announced, “I’m just saying, if a strong woman wanted to throw me around, I would not resist.”

The room erupted in laughter. Someone threw popcorn at her.

Kira didn’t laugh loud. She just looked at Penny, eyes steady, and that tiny smile stayed on her mouth like a secret.

“Oh yeah?” Kira said.

Penny’s stomach flipped. She leaned into the joke, because that was what she did when she was nervous.

“Oh yeah,” Penny said, drawing it out, making it bratty. “Like, toss me onto a bed, pin me down, ruin my life. That sort of strong woman vibe.”

One of the girls made a choking sound. Another said, “Jesus, Penny,” like it was affectionate and exasperated at the same time.

Kira’s gaze didn’t move. “You always talk like that?”

Penny grinned because she didn’t know what else to do with the heat crawling up her neck. “Only when I’m trying to impress someone.”

Kira’s eyebrow lifted. “And is it working?”

Penny’s mouth opened. Closed. She forced a laugh, but it came out thinner than she wanted. “I mean. Depends. Are you impressed?”

Kira shifted. Just a small movement, but it changed the whole feel of the room. She didn’t look away. She didn’t smile wider. She simply reached out and took Penny’s wrist, firm and casual, like it was the most natural thing in the world to touch her.

Penny froze.

The movie kept playing. The other girls’ chatter continued, but it felt like the sound was happening far away, muffled by the sudden rush of blood in Penny’s ears.

Kira leaned closer, voice low. “Come with me.”

Penny should have made a joke. Penny should have shouted something dramatic like “Finally, my time has come,” because she was Penny and she did not do quiet well.

But she stood up silently, heart hammering, and let Kira guide her down the hallway like she was being claimed.

Penny’s bedroom was dim, lit by city glow through the curtains, and the second the door clicked shut, the air changed, becoming warmer, heavier, the quiet making everything feel sharper. Penny turned toward Kira with her grin already loaded, ready to say something filthy and fearless.

Kira didn’t give her time.

She pushed Penny back against the door, one hand braced beside Penny’s head, the other settling at Penny’s waist like it belonged there. The difference in strength was immediate and unmistakable, the kind of physical control that made Penny’s whole body go hot with excitement.

Penny’s laugh came out breathy. “Oh my god,” she whispered. “You’re doing it. You’re actually doing it.”

Kira’s mouth brushed Penny’s, just enough to make Penny shiver. “You asked for it.”

Penny tilted her head back. “Fuck yeah I did.”

Kira kissed her properly then, slow and deep, and Penny melted into it with a helpless little noise she would deny to the grave. Kira’s lips were warm, her grip steady, and when she shifted Penny’s hips without effort, Penny felt the thrill of it shoot straight through her, that delicious, humbling reminder that someone else could move her exactly where they wanted.

Kira pulled back just enough to look at Penny.

Penny’s eyes were bright. Her lips were swollen already. She was breathing hard, sweater slipping off one shoulder, bralette strap visible, her chest rising quickly like her body was begging on her behalf.

“You sure?” Kira asked, calm as ever, but softer now.

Penny nodded immediately. “Yes.”

Kira’s thumb brushed Penny’s jaw. “Use your words.”

Penny swallowed. Her bravado didn’t disappear. It just turned into something more honest.

“Yes,” she said again, steady this time. “I want you to throw me around and use my body however you please.”

Kira’s grin returned, sharp and satisfied. “Good.”

She moved Penny away from the door with a simple turn of her body, guiding her like she had rehearsed it, and Penny stumbled back onto the bed, laughing in pure disbelief as the mattress dipped under her. Kira followed her down, knees bracketing Penny’s thighs, hands pinning Penny’s wrists above her head for a moment, just long enough to make Penny’s breath catch.

“Holy shit,” Penny whispered. “You’re actually so fucking strong.”

Kira lowered her mouth to Penny’s throat. “You’re actually loud.”

Penny’s laugh turned into a gasp when Kira bit gently, then soothed the mark with her tongue, and Penny’s hands flexed uselessly under Kira’s grip, her whole body sparking with the sensation of being held in place.

“Tell me what you want,” Kira murmured.

Penny’s eyes fluttered. Her cheeks were pink. Her voice came out smaller than she expected, but still unmistakably Penny. “I want you to throw me around a little more, and I want to be completely at your mercy.”

Kira’s eyes darkened at that, something hungry and pleased flickering through them. She released Penny’s wrists only to slide both hands down her arms, slow and deliberate, mapping every inch like she was claiming territory. When she reached Penny’s waist, she hooked her fingers under the hem of the oversized sweater and tugged it up and off in one smooth motion. Penny’s arms lifted automatically, obedient in a way that made her own pulse stutter—she wasn’t used to giving up control so easily, but fuck, it felt good.

The bralette came next. Kira didn’t ask; she simply slid the straps down Penny’s shoulders and peeled the soft fabric away, leaving Penny bare from the waist up. Cool air hit her skin and her nipples tightened instantly. Kira made a low, appreciative sound in her throat, then palmed one breast, thumb brushing over the peak until Penny arched with a whine.

“Pretty,” Kira said, almost conversationally. “And so fucking needy already.”

Penny tried to sass back—something about how Kira was taking her sweet time—but the words dissolved into a moan when Kira pinched her nipple, sharp enough to sting, sweet enough to make her thighs clench.

Kira shifted her weight, one knee pressing firmly between Penny’s legs, spreading them wider. She leaned down, mouth closing over the other breast, tongue flicking, teeth grazing just enough to keep Penny on the edge of too much. Penny’s hands flew to Kira’s shoulders, nails digging in, but Kira didn’t seem to mind. If anything, it made her suck harder.

When Kira finally pulled back, Penny was panting, skin flushed from chest to throat. Kira sat up, straddling her hips, and looked down like she was deciding exactly how to take her apart.

“Turn over,” Kira said. Not a request.

Penny’s stomach flipped. She scrambled onto her stomach, cheek pressed to the cool sheets, ass up instinctively because she knew—god, she knew—what was coming. Kira settled behind her, one big hand smoothing down the length of Penny’s spine, following the dip of her waist, then cupping the curve of her ass through the tiny shorts.

“These are ridiculous,” Kira murmured. “You wore them on purpose.”

“Maybe,” Penny breathed, pushing back just a little.

Kira’s palm cracked down once, firm and sudden. The sound rang out sharper than Penny expected; the sting bloomed fast and bright. She yelped, more surprised than hurt, then laughed shakily.

“Fuck—that’s—do it again.”

Kira didn’t hesitate. Another smack, then another, alternating cheeks, building a steady rhythm. Each one landed heavier than the last, heat spreading under Penny’s skin, turning the sting into a deep, throbbing warmth that sank straight between her legs. Penny rocked back into it without thinking, chasing the impact, little gasps slipping out every time Kira’s hand connected.

“You like that,” Kira said, not a question. Her voice was rougher now.

“Yes—fuck, yes—”

Kira paused long enough to yank the shorts and underwear down Penny’s thighs in one rough tug, leaving them tangled at her knees. Exposed now, Penny felt the air kiss her wet folds and shivered. Kira’s fingers traced the heated skin of her ass, soothing for a moment, then delivering one last hard slap that made Penny cry out and clench.

“Good girl,” Kira said, low and approving.

Penny’s face burned at the praise. She hid it in the pillow, but her hips lifted anyway, shameless.

Kira’s hand slid lower. Two fingers dragged through Penny’s slickness, slow and teasing, gathering wetness before circling her clit once—only once—before retreating. Penny whined in frustration.

“Patience,” Kira said, and there was a smile in her voice.

Then Kira’s fingers were back, this time pushing inside her pussy, easy and deep because Penny was so wet it was almost embarrassing. She curled them immediately, finding that spot that made Penny’s toes curl and her back arch. Kira fucked her steadily, not fast, just relentless, letting the pressure build while her other hand kept kneading Penny’s ass, keeping the heat alive.

Penny was moaning openly now, no attempt at quiet, no attempt at anything except feeling. When Kira added a third finger, stretching her wider, Penny’s breath hitched hard.

“Too much?” Kira asked, slowing but not stopping.

“No—don’t you dare stop—”

Kira chuckled, dark and pleased. She leaned over Penny’s back, chest pressing against her spine, weight pinning her down as those fingers kept working. Then the other hand moved—thumb brushing over Penny’s asshole, gentle at first, circling, spreading the slickness that had dripped down.

Penny tensed, then melted when Kira pressed just the tip inside.

“Relax,” Kira murmured against her ear. “Let me in, be good.”

Penny exhaled shakily and did. Kira slid one finger into her ass, slow and careful, matching the rhythm in her pussy. The fullness was overwhelming—two places at once, Kira’s long fingers reaching deep, curling, stroking, owning every inch. Penny’s moans turned broken, desperate. Her hips jerked, trying to take more, trying to grind back against both intrusions.

Kira didn’t let up. She fucked her steadily, fingers sliding in and out in perfect tandem, the heel of her palm grinding against Penny’s clit with every thrust. The pressure coiled tighter and tighter, white-hot and unstoppable.

“Come for me,” Kira ordered, voice low and commanding against Penny’s neck. “Let me feel it.”

That was all it took.

Penny shattered.

Her whole body locked up, then convulsed. A loud, raw cry tore out of her—nothing restrained, nothing polite—just pure, wrecked pleasure as she came hard around Kira’s fingers. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, ass fluttering too, every muscle pulsing in time with the waves crashing through her. She shook, thighs trembling, tears pricking the corners of her eyes from how intense it felt. Kira kept moving through it, drawing it out until Penny was whimpering, oversensitive and boneless.

When it finally ebbed, Kira eased her fingers out gently, one at a time, then gathered Penny against her chest, rolling them so Penny was curled into her side. Penny’s breathing was ragged, skin damp with sweat, limbs heavy.

Kira pressed a soft kiss to her temple.

“You’re louder than I expected,” she teased quietly.

Penny laughed, weak and dazed. “Shut up. You made me.”

Kira’s arm tightened around her. “And I’ll do it again.”

Penny buried her face in Kira’s neck, smiling against warm skin.

She believed her.


Chapter 9: All Tied Up With Nowhere To Go

I sat strapped to the chair they had dragged in front of the full-length mirror, wrists bound loosely behind the backrest with soft black silk ties that still let me squirm just enough to feel pathetic. The lodge room around me was too beautiful for what was happening in it, which only made the humiliation feel sharper, like a jewel pressed into skin.

Outside the tall windows, January had turned the world into a postcard. Snow lay in thick, untouched quilts along the balcony rails and the black pines beyond, and the mountain sky had that clean, icy blue that looked almost fake. Somewhere far below, wind worried at the eaves and sent little dry clicks of ice against the glass. Inside, the air was warm and scented with cedar and fireplace smoke and the faint sweetness of whatever candle Lola had lit earlier, something vanilla and amber that made the whole room smell like luxury.

The fire itself was low but steady in the stone hearth off to my left, throwing slow, honeyed light across the wood floors and the thick cream rug beneath my heels. Every time the flames shifted, the room shimmered in the mirror behind my reflection: the dark timber beams overhead, the plush sofa with a fur throw tossed carelessly across it, the sideboard with a tray of crystal glasses and a half-empty bottle of champagne sweating softly beside them. The lodge looked like it had been designed for comfort and quiet, for long winter evenings and expensive secrets.

And I was the secret, pinned in the center of it, dressed like a humiliating joke.

The maid outfit clung to me like a second, humiliating skin: the black satin dress with its white frilly apron tied tight around my waist, the hem barely skimming the tops of my thighs, the low sweetheart neckline exposing the smooth plane of my chest where Lola had dusted faint blush earlier to make me look even softer, more doll-like. The satin was cool where it hugged my stomach, then warm where it pressed into my hips, and every shallow inhale made the fabric shift just enough to remind me I could not relax. Black stockings sheathed my legs, held up by garters that dug in every time I shifted. The garter clips pinched, too, little sharp kisses against skin whenever I trembled. The heels, sharp, patent, four inches, forced my feet into an arch that made my calves quiver with the constant strain, and my toes felt bruised and helpless inside them, like they belonged to someone braver.

And the tiny silver bell tied around the base of my tiny pathetic chastity cage chimed with every shallow breath I took, a constant, tinkling reminder of how exposed I was. Even the sound belonged to them now.

In the mirror I could see everything. The way the skirt rode up when I tried to close my thighs. The faint outline of the metal cage tenting the front of the dress uselessly, no erection possible but the desperate swell still visible as a pathetic bulge. The pink ribbon bow sitting pretty above it like gift wrapping on something broken. My face was flushed, lips glossy from Penny’s earlier stolen kiss, mascara smudged just enough under my eyes to look wrecked already. My throat bobbed when I swallowed, and I hated that I could see myself doing it, the tiny panic of my body made visible in high definition.

Calliope stood to my left in deep crimson satin lingerie: a balconette bra that lifted her full breasts until they looked impossibly heavy, the lace cups barely containing the soft spill of flesh, nipples dark and stiff against the thin fabric. Matching thong high on her hips, the satin strip disappearing between the generous curve of her ass. Her raven hair hung sleek and straight down her back, swinging gently when she moved, glossy as ink. She had added thigh-high stockings in sheer black, the lace tops biting into the creamy skin of her thighs. Her heels clicked once as she stepped closer, the sound crisp and confident against the wood floor, like punctuation.

Lola was on my right, playful contrast in emerald-green lace: a sheer bralette that did nothing to hide the dark peaks of her nipples, the fabric so thin I could see the faint goosebumps across her chest when the room’s heat shifted. Tiny matching boyshorts hugged the dip of her waist and the roundness of her hips. Her hair, streaked with electric blue tonight, fell in glossy sheets around her shoulders, catching the firelight in flashes. She wore fishnet stockings and chunky platform boots that made her legs look endless, and when she shifted her weight, the boot soles creaked softly, as if the lodge itself noticed her.

They had spent the afternoon making me serve them in this outfit: fetching drinks on my knees, folding their discarded lingerie while they lounged on the couch in nothing but panties and oversized cardigans, brushing their hair while they whispered to each other and ignored me except to flick the bell and laugh when it chimed. The lodge had been full of small sounds all day, the crackle of fire, the clink of ice in a glass, the muted thud of snow sliding off the roof somewhere outside, and layered under it all, the awful musical proof of my obedience.

Every task had left me aching harder, the cage pinching with every futile throb, pre-cum soaking the lace panties they had made me wear underneath the dress until the fabric stuck wetly to my trapped skin. Even now, sitting there, I could feel the dampness cooling at the edges, the tacky cling of lace that had stopped being lingerie and become evidence. The cold metal warmed against me in places and stayed cruelly cool in others, a rigid shape that never softened, never gave. When I shifted, the bars scraped with that faint metallic whisper, and the bell answered with a bright, delighted tinkle, as if my body had been fitted with a laugh track.

Now they had decided I deserved a reward.

“A show, from us, just for our favourite submissive boyfriend,” Calliope said calmly, voice like velvet over steel. She leaned down so her breasts hovered inches from my face, the satin bra stretching taut, cleavage deepening into shadow as she breathed. The scent of her perfume, something rich and spiced, wrapped around me, warm and intoxicating, like a promise. “You’ve been such an entertaining little maid all day, sweetheart. Look at you in the mirror. See how pretty you are for us.”

Her tone was gentle, almost affectionate, and that made it worse. Her words made my stomach dip as if my body wanted to please her on instinct, even while my mind screamed.

I looked because I had to. My reflection stared back: flushed cheeks, wide eyes, the bell glinting between my spread thighs. The cage strained visibly under the skirt, the bow absurdly cute against the hard outline. My breath fogged the mirror just a little when I exhaled too sharply, and I watched myself do that too, watched my own panic bloom in real time.

Lola giggled and crouched in front of me, breasts swaying gently in the sheer bralette as she reached between my legs. “God,” she said softly, delightedly, her voice tipping into a playful purr. “You’re so… decorative. A true girly chastity slut with a leaking cock and pair of swollen sad blue balls”

Her nails, painted black, traced the metal bars slowly. The touch sent a jolt through me; the cage throbbed hard, metal clicking faintly against itself, bell chiming softly. My thighs twitched open another fraction, helpless in the chair, and I hated myself for it, hated the way my body responded before my pride could catch up.

“Feel that ache?” she murmured, eyes flicking up to meet mine in the mirror, as if she wanted me to watch my own reaction. “All that pretty leaking just because we exist.”

She straightened and nodded to Calliope, a silent little handoff, like they were trading instruments in a duet.

Calliope picked up the remote from the side table with unhurried fingers, the same hand that could look elegant pouring non-alcoholic champagne and then effortless pressing buttons that turned me into noise. The butt plug inside me, thick silicone, flared base nestled snug against my rim, buzzed to life on a low, pulsing setting.

I gasped, sharply, and my hips jerked involuntarily, the chair giving a dull thunk against the floor as my body tried to recoil from pleasure it didn’t deserve. The vibration rolled through me in slow waves, pressing right against that spot that made my toes curl in the heels, and the cold panic in my chest melted instantly into hot need.

“Good slut,” Calliope said, stroking my cheek with the back of her hand. Her knuckles were cool, her touch light, almost tender. “Now hold still.”

“Try, anyways!” Lola added brightly, like she was encouraging me through something cute, like a stretch.

Lola produced a small bullet vibrator from her boot top and knelt again. She looped a thin satin ribbon around the base of my cage, and the ribbon slid over the metal with a soft whisper, then she tied the vibrator securely against the underside so the buzzing head pressed directly to the metal bars, right over the most sensitive stretch of skin trapped behind them. Her fingers brushed me through the bars as she adjusted it, accidental touches that made my whole body twitch.

When she switched it on, the dual sensation hit like lightning: the deep internal buzz from the plug meeting the relentless external tease against the cage.

I moaned, loud and broken, and the sound startled me, because it came out like a confession. My body tried to arch, tried to thrust, but the silk ties held me in place with gentle cruelty, letting me strain just enough to feel how trapped I was. The bell rang out in frantic little chimes with every tremor, bright and pretty and humiliating.

“Listen to that,” Lola said, delighted, tilting her head as if she were appreciating music. “You’re practically singing.”

Calliope stepped behind the chair and leaned over my shoulder. Her breasts brushed the back of my neck, soft weight pressing through satin, warm and heavy, and the contact made me shiver even harder because it felt like being owned by comfort. She spoke against my ear, breath hot, voice calm enough to ruin me.

“If you can come in your cage, baby,” she said, slow and devastating, “I suggest you do it. Because I’m not unlocking you this week. Not even for good behavior.”


Chapter 10: The Big Reward?

I could see everything.

That was the worst part. The mirror was angled perfectly. Every movement, every tremble, every wet shiver of shame—I watched it all.

The maid outfit clung to my body like it hated me. The fabric was light pink and disgustingly frilly, trimmed in lace that scratched my nipples through the thin bralette underneath. The skirt was so short it barely covered anything, fluttering helplessly as I squirmed in the cuffs. My arms were pulled taut behind my back, tied at the wrists. My legs were spread wide, bound at the ankles to the chair legs, forcing me open. Exposed. Ruined.

Between them, the plug buzzed steadily inside me, cruel and constant. And beneath the satin hem, my cage pulsed uselessly, twitching with every jolt of vibration. I was already dripping through the bars—had been since they dressed me—my little clit leaking slick against the panties they'd let me soak.

Calliope’s voice had been calm when she tied the final knot behind my back.

“Look at yourself,” she said. “Look at how desperate you are. How sweetly pathetic.”

And I had.

I couldn’t stop looking.

But the ache wasn’t just physical. It wasn’t just the throb inside me, or the pressure swelling behind the locked metal. It was watching them.

Lola and Calliope stood a few feet behind me, framed by the mirror’s reflection like a fantasy on loop. Lola wore a tiny plaid skirt that barely hugged her hips and a cropped sweater that strained over her braless tits. Calliope was in sheer black tights and a white silk blouse, her coat already shrugged off, her long dark hair tucked neatly behind one ear like this was just another meeting she was calmly running.

They were kissing.

God, they were kissing hard.

Lola’s hand was on Calliope’s waist, fingers flexing. Calliope tilted her head slightly and took control of the kiss, pushing her tongue deeper, slow and firm, her palm rising to grasp a fistful of Lola’s messy blonde waves. Their bodies pressed together. Breasts flattening against silk and knit. I could see Lola melt under her, grinding softly as her thighs rubbed together.

Then Calliope pulled back and slapped her.

Not hard—just sharp enough to make Lola gasp, startled and aroused.

“You’re dripping,” Calliope murmured, low and approving. “Get on your knees.”

Lola obeyed instantly. She knelt, mouth open, eyes hungry, and Calliope hiked up her skirt, revealing black panties already darkened with arousal. She peeled them down slowly, watching me in the mirror the entire time. Then she lowered herself onto Lola’s face with that same devastating control—hands gripping the blonde’s head as she rocked her hips, moaning softly, biting her lip while Lola devoured her.

I tried not to grind.

The plug buzzed again, harder this time. I moaned, squirmed, felt the cage tug at the base of me like punishment. My thighs clenched involuntarily, and I could feel the mess I was making, the wet humiliation of a ruined boy watching real women fuck.

When Calliope came, she did it with her head thrown back, tits heaving under her blouse, breath catching in a series of ragged, open-mouthed sighs. Lola held her steady the whole time, face buried between her thighs, fingers digging into her ass.

I wanted to cry.

And then they turned to me.

Calliope walked over first, still breathing heavily, and crouched beside me with a smirk. Her fingers stroked up my inner thigh, slow and deliberate, nails teasing just above the lace edge of the panties.

“Did you enjoy that, sweetheart?” Calliope asked. “Watching while we abandon you in the corner to watch like a sissy cuck?”

I couldn’t answer. My mouth opened, but nothing came out but a whimper.

“Yes,” I moaned, trying to be decipherable and failing.

Lola joined her, her face flushed and lips glistening. She straddled my other thigh, bare and slick and warm, grinding slowly against my skin until her pussy left trails down my leg.

“You like our mess, pretty girl?” she asked, grabbing my chin and turning my head toward the mirror. “Look how much your teeny clit is leaking, fuck. You poor thing.”

Calliope chuckled, her fingers now tracing over my locked clit. “Still locked,” she said, as if it delighted her every time. “Still obedient. Let’s ruin that.”

They didn’t unlock me.

They didn’t need to.

Lola began grinding her sopping wet cunt harder against my thigh, moaning softly, one hand already between her legs, fingers playing with her clit as her hips rocked in tight circles. Calliope did the same on the other side, her perfect pink pussy pressed close to me, her perfect breasts against my arm, her scent everywhere—perfume, sweat, sex, silk.

Their bodies moved around me like a rhythm, hot skin against my legs, wetness spreading across my thighs, moans building in stereo. I trembled. The plug buzzed again, deeper now, matching the pace of their thrusts. My cage throbbed with helpless, humiliating desperation, trapped on the edge and aching to release.

“Come for us,” Calliope whispered, and through the cage she began slapping my throbbing cock embarrassingly. “Come in your little cage like the obedient slut you are.”

“Now, princess,” Lola growled, reaching down to slap my balls. “Show us how broken you are.”

I did.

I came with a sob, shuddering in my bonds, every muscle clenched, my whole body shaking as the ruined orgasm hit me like a wave of shame and sweetness and humiliation. I could feel my humiliating caged cum leak into my panties, hot and sticky, no relief—just pressure and ache and mess.

They came seconds later, both moaning loud and breathless, grinding against my skin like they were marking me, like they wanted their scent to linger.

When it was over, Lola bent down between my legs and inspected the cage.

“Still leaking,” she said gleefully, then dipped a finger into the mess that had spilled down my thigh.

She brought it to my lips and smiled. “Open.”

I obeyed.

The taste was sharp, salt and regret and need. I swallowed.

“Thank me, pretty doll,” she purred.

“Thank you,” I whispered, cheeks burning, heart pounding. “Thank you, Lola.”

They both kissed me, soft and slow and cruelly sweet.

And in the mirror, I saw myself: a caged, ruined, grateful maid.

Exactly where I belonged.


Chapter 11: An Epilogue with a Promise of Three Girls and One Frustrated Sub

Calliope tasted like conquest; a wondrous sweet taste that flooded my mouth the moment I buried my face in her beautiful and gloriously wet cunt. Her juices clung to my lips, my chin, my tongue, and I licked greedily, worshipfully, tongue gliding over her swollen clit, then down to where her slick folds pulsed and parted. Outside, snow blanketed the world in quiet white, but in here, in this heat-soaked room where the fire cracked and our breath fogged the windows, I was nothing but a tongue-drunk toy at her altar.

She hadn’t even taken off her earrings—those silver hoops that swung hypnotically every time she arched her back. Her nightgown was still on too, bunched at her hips, pale blue cotton edged with lace, soaked through at the seam where it kissed the crease of her thighs. One heavy tit had spilled free, the nipple stiff and dusky and glistening with sweat. She rolled it between her fingers idly as I tongued her clit, circling, flicking, then flattening my tongue to lap her cunt from root to tip like I was starving for it—and I was.

Calliope moaned softly, hand tightening in my hair.

“Good pussylicker,” she whispered. “Such a messy little tongue. Really makes up for the teeny little cocklet!”

Behind me, Lola was grinding her heat against my thighs, her thick, slick pussy leaving a trail across my skin. Her massive tits brushed my back as she leaned down, breath hot against my ear, hips moving with lazy dominance. She kneaded my ass with both hands, cruel and slow, dragging her nails just deep enough to sting, to mark. Her painted toes curled around my calves, pinning me open, holding me in place.

My throbbing caged cock strained helplessly, trapped and aching. The metal bars bit into the flushed skin of my shaft, swollen and twitching with every moan, every humiliating squish of lace panties soaked through with my own precum. The plug nestled deep in my ass pulsed with every shift, every grind, stretching me wide, filling me, keeping me open and owned.

“Fuck, he’s dripping,” Lola muttered, amused. “Feel that squish? That’s his locked little clit soaking his panties. Ruined. Just from tasting your cunt.”

Calliope laughed, pinching her nipple harder, her thighs flexing around my face. “He’s learning. Still drools too much though. My cunt’s flooded, and half of it’s his spit.”

I whimpered against her, tongue sliding deeper, sucking at her clit like it could save me. My nose was buried in her folds, breath ragged, whole body trembling. Her pussy was soaked—so wet, so musky and divine I could barely think. Just worship. Just serve. Just ache.

“Doesn’t even need instruction,” Lola murmured. “Look at him. Pussy-dumb. Licking like his life depends on it. He’d cry if we told him to stop.”

“I would,” I whispered into her cunt, voice hoarse, eyes glazed. “Please, don’t stop. I need to taste. I need to serve. You’re so wet, Calliope, you taste so fucking good…”

They ignored me, like the background noise I was, like a toy buzzing away at the base of their pleasure.

“Ever had a foursome?” Lola asked, casually cruel, her fingers dipping between my legs to press against my leaking cage. She rubbed it through the soaked lace, slow little circles that made my knees weak. “One where the boy stays locked the whole time? Just watches and leaks?”

Calliope moaned, arching her hips to grind her cunt against my face. “Not yet. But I want it. Want him tied down, plug buzzing in his ass while he licks me through every orgasm. And when I’m done, I want him to sit there and watch me get fucked. His cage twitching while I get stretched wide by someone else.”

Lola laughed, pressing her tits harder to my back, voice thick with arousal. “He’d break. Just from the sound. Just from hearing someone else fuck your tight pussy while he leaks and whines like the little caged clitty he is.”

“I wouldn’t break,” I gasped, panting against her cunt, lips slick, spit-slicked and glazed with her juices. “Please… I want it. Let me stay locked. Let me serve…”

Lola sighed. “We obviously love this shit but we’ve always had each other, we’re not really on the scene. Do you know anyone?”

They kept talking. Over me. Around me. Their power cocooned me, casual and crushing.

“My roommate,” I blurted, desperate and trembling. “Penny. She’s… been asking about you both.”

Calliope blinked lazily, nipples flushed. “Penny? The mouthy one you’ve been telling us about?”

“She’s… loud,” I breathed, “slutty. Lesbian. She told me before that she’s got these sensitive tits—loves having them sucked.”

Lola grinned. “I want to see her suck Calliope’s toes while I edge you. Tie you down, plug vibrating, tongue still working her cunt while Penny whimpers for permission to touch herself.”

“I’ll message her,” Calliope said calmly, reaching to stroke my cheek with fingers damp from her own cunt. “We’ll plan something for the end of the month. A proper event. You’ll stay locked until then. Maybe I’ll let you clean our feet afterward. If you earn it.”

I nodded, helpless. My cage twitched again, a fresh gush of precum spilling from me.

“You think you can stay locked for two more weeks? Until the very end of January” she asked, smiling like a goddess, eyes gleaming, thighs still glistening with my spit and her orgasm.

My lips trembled. My plug throbbed.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”

“Good boy,” Lola cooed. “Now lick her clit until she comes again. I want to see your mouth flood. Then maybe—maybe—I’ll let you give me a rimjob.”

They didn’t need to ask twice.

I dove back in, tongue working in tight, reverent circles, my body straining uselessly, squirming with the need to come—but knowing I wouldn’t.

Not until they said.

Not until they made me.

Not until I’d earned it with my mouth, with my ass, with my obedience.

Because this was what I was good for: a toy in lace, soaked and plugged, with a tiny locked cock and an open, aching hole.

And their pleasure was the only thing that mattered.


Act 5


Chapter 1: Ranking the Lace

The apartment smelled like knock-off french perfume and the faint lemony scent of Penny’s shampoo. Late-afternoon sun slanted through the half-open blinds, painting gold bars across the living room floorboards. I sat on the couch in nothing but gray sweatpants and a plain black tee, knees pressed together, trying to look casual while my tiny chastity cage pressed insistently against the soft cotton of my underwear. Every small shift of my hips made the cage tug gently at the base of my cock, a constant reminder that Calliope owned even the smallest embarrassing twitch between my legs.

It had been a fuckin wild month.

Penny’s voice floated from behind the folding silk screen she had dragged out from her closet.

She put on a serious face, she always looked so adorable when she did that.

“Okay, rule number one of roommate solidarity: you do not laugh. You do not look away. You rank honestly. Got it?”

I swallowed. “Got it.”

Fabric rustled. A soft zipper slid up. Then silence, the kind that made my cock jump against the cage in anticipation.

Then Penny stepped out.

God. My mouth went dry and I suddenly wondered if I’d burst right there through the cage.

She was as hot as you could imagine. A balconette bra that lifted her full breasts into perfect round swells, the sheer cups so thin I could see the silver bars piercing her nipples glinting underneath. Matching high-cut panties hugged the curve of her hips, the lace dipping low enough in front to show the smooth skin just above her mound. She turned slowly, blonde wavey hair spilling over one shoulder, ass framed beautifully by the high straps.

“Number one,” she said, hands on hips. “Scale of one to ten. Be brutal.”

My mouth went dry. The cage gave a helpless little throb. “Nine point five.”

She grinned, slow and wicked. “High praise from the locked boy. Noted.” She disappeared behind the screen again.

I tried to breathe normally. The plug Calliope had made me insert that morning when she swung by sat deep inside me, thick silicone stretching me open in that familiar, humiliating way. Five hours minimum per day, her new rule. She had kissed my forehead when she slid it in, whispered “good boy” against my ear, then left to deliver an afternoon lecture at one of the universities with the tiny remote already tucked in her purse. I had no idea when she would decide to turn it on. That uncertainty alone kept me half-hard in the cage all day.

Penny emerged again.

“And what says the chastity bitch to outfit numero two?” she announced, pointing at me dramatically.

This time it was emerald green satin. A teddy that clung to every curve, the deep V plunging between her breasts until it barely covered her pierced nipples. The satin shimmered when she moved, sliding over her hips, the crotch so snug I could see the faint outline of her lips beneath it. She bent forward slightly, hands braced on her thighs, ass arched toward me.

I shifted on the couch. The plug pressed harder against that spot inside me. My cock strained uselessly against steel. “Eight point eight. The color looks insane on you.”

She laughed, low and delighted. “You’re so easy when you’re desperate.” Back behind the screen.

Three outfits later my palms were damp and my breathing shallow. A red lace bodysuit with strategic cutouts that framed her nipples and the dip of her waist. A sheer white babydoll that floated around her thighs, nothing underneath so every step flashed smooth skin and the shadow between her legs. A purple strappy number that crisscrossed her chest like bondage, leaving her pierced nipples completely exposed.

Each time she stepped out she posed, turned, bent, arched. Each time she asked for a number. Each time I gave her one, voice cracking a little more. The cage leaked steadily now, a slow humiliating drip that soaked into my underwear and made the fabric cling. The plug felt bigger with every heartbeat.

Finally she stepped out in something that made my stomach flip.

Black leather-look corset. No cups. Just structured boning that cinched her waist brutally small and pushed her breasts up and out until they spilled over the top edge. Her pierced nipples stood proud and dark against pale skin, silver bars catching the light every time she breathed. Below the corset she wore only a tiny black thong that disappeared between her cheeks. She walked toward me slowly, hips swaying, stopping just close enough that I could smell her sweat.

“Last one,” she said softly. “Rank it.”

I stared. My throat clicked when I tried to speak. “Ten. Absolute ten.”

She smiled, slow and predatory. “Good answer, roomie.”

Penny sat on the arm of the couch beside me, one leg crossed over the other so the corset creaked softly. Her breasts were right at eye level, nipples inches from my face. I kept my hands clenched in my lap. What I wouldn’t do for the opportunity to wrap my lips around them…

“So,” she said, voice dropping into that teasing register she used when she knew she had me cornered. “Calliope texted me this morning. Apparently there’s a little get-together happening on January 31st. Her place. You, me, her, and Lola. A proper foursome. She wants me there. Said I’ve earned an invitation after all the stories you’ve told her about me.”

My heart slammed against my ribs, god this was so sexy. “And are you going to go?”

Penny laughed quietly. “Well I feel like I gotta see this bitch for myself. Man, she sounds insane, she already told me everything, babes. How you spent the whole lodge trip in a maid outfit. How you licked their feet while they ignored you. How you came in your cage like a pathetic little toy while they ground on your thighs. She even sent me a photo of you tied to the chair with that cute bell on your clit. I had to touch myself the second I saw it.”

Heat flooded my face, I’d told her she could tell anyone anything she wanted but this still drove me wild. My cock jerked hard against the bars. “Fuck.”

“Yeah. Fuck.” She leaned closer. Her nipple brushed my shoulder through the thin fabric of my tee. “I cannot wait to fuck your girlfriend, roomie. I’ve been wet thinking about it since breakfast. But first I need to look perfect. Hence the fashion show. Gotta make sure every inch is rated ten when I walk in on the 31st.”

I could barely breathe. “You’re really going?”

“Wouldn’t miss it.” She reached out and tapped the front of my sweatpants lightly, right over the faint bulge of the cage. “Speaking of. How was the rest of the lodge trip after I left you those voicemails? You came back looking like you’d been emotionally flattened.”

I swallowed. “It was… intense. Calliope and Lola decided I’m sort of dating both of them now. Like, officially. They call me their boyfriend. Their shared boyfriend. And there’s a new rule.”

Penny’s eyebrows lifted. She uncrossed her legs, letting one bare foot rest on my thigh. Her toes flexed against the fabric. “Oh really? Spill.”

I hesitated. She pressed her foot down harder, just enough to make me feel the pressure against my trapped cock.

“Tell me,” she said sweetly.

“They want me plugged at least five hours every day. Minimum. Vibrating when they decide. Calliope has the remote. She can turn it on from anywhere. Work. Class. The grocery store. Doesn’t matter.”

Penny’s eyes lit up. “Are you wearing one right now?”

I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yes.”

She bit her lower lip. “And she’s got the remote?”

“Yeah.”

Penny leaned in until her lips were almost touching my ear. “Roomie,” she whispered, voice thick with delight. “I cannot wait to fuck your girlfriend. I’m going to ride her face while you kneel there plugged and leaking. I’m going to make Lola slap your tiny caged clit while I suck Calliope’s perfect tits. And you’re going to watch every second of it with that plug buzzing inside you, knowing you don’t get to come. Not even once.”

My whole body shuddered. The cage throbbed so hard it hurt. A fresh bead of humiliating precum pushed through the slit and soaked into my underwear.

Penny stood up slowly, corset creaking, breasts swaying. She walked to the kitchen counter and picked up her phone. “I should probably text Calliope and tell her I’m definitely coming. Maybe send her a preview of today’s winning lingerie set.”

She turned back to me, phone already in hand, camera aimed at her chest. The flash went off once, twice. She typed quickly, smirking the whole time.

A second later my phone buzzed in my pocket.

I pulled it out with shaking fingers.

Calliope’s name on the screen.

A single message.

Good boy for telling Penny the new rule. Turn around. Ass up. I’m turning the plug on low for the next thirty minutes. No touching. No humping the couch. Just feel it.

Before I could respond, the plug hummed to life inside me.

Low. Steady. Deep.

My hips jerked forward involuntarily. The cage tapped against my thigh. A pathetic whimper slipped out.

Penny laughed, bright and cruel. “Aww, roomie. Already leaking for your girlfriends?”

She crouched in front of me, corset pushing her breasts even higher. Her pierced nipples were so close I could see the tiny ridges on the silver bars.

“Be honest,” she murmured. “On a scale of one to ten, how badly do you want to watch me fuck Calliope while you stay locked and plugged?”

I stared at her, plug buzzing, cage throbbing, heart hammering.

“Ten,” I whispered.

She smiled, slow and victorious.

“That’s what I thought.”

She stood, turned, and walked back toward her room, ass swaying in the tiny thong.

“Thirty minutes starts now,” she called over her shoulder. “Try not to cry too loud when she ramps it up.”

The plug pulsed once, tantalizing and deep.

I dropped my head back against the couch, hands fisted at my sides, and let the frustration roll through me in hot helpless waves as my precum flowed from my cock, soaking my underwear.

January 31st could not come fast enough.


Chapter 2: Penthouse Worship

The city looked smaller from the elevator ride up to their penthouse. Snow dusted the rooftops thirty floors below like powdered sugar on dark chocolate. My reflection in the mirrored walls showed a boy trying too hard to look calm: dark jeans, fitted black sweater, hair still damp from the shower. Underneath everything the tiny chastity cage sat snug and unyielding, the metal warmed by body heat but still cold enough against the tip to make me wince with every step. The plug was in again, five hours and counting today. Calliope had texted me the reminder at noon with a single emoji: a little eggplant icon followed by a heart. I had inserted it in the bathroom at the coffee shop where I studied, cheeks burning while strangers ordered lattes ten feet away.

The doors slid open directly into their living space. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped three sides of the room. Late-afternoon light poured in gold and pink, catching on the white marble floors and the low cream sectional that faced the view. The air smelled faintly of jasmine and clean linen. Soft jazz drifted from hidden speakers.

Calliope stood near the windows in nothing but a sheer black robe tied loosely at the waist. The silk was so thin it clung like mist. Beneath it she wore only a matching black lace thong and nothing else. Her fat full breasts pressed against the fabric, dark nipples visible and already stiff from the cool air or anticipation or both. Her glossy black hair hung straight down her back, blunt fringe framing those calm devastating eyes. She had painted her lips deep rose, the same shade she always used when she wanted me to remember exactly how soft her mouth could be.

She did not speak at first. She simply turned, robe parting slightly to reveal the long elegant line of her thigh, and walked barefoot toward the oversized armchair near the fireplace. The marble was cold under her soles but she moved like she owned every inch of the penthouse and every inch of me. She settled into the chair, legs crossed at the knee, robe falling open enough that I caught the shadow between her thighs.

“Come here, sweetheart,” she said quietly.

My knees felt liquid. I crossed the room and dropped to them in front of her without being told. The plug shifted deeper with the motion, pressing right against that spot that made my breath hitch. The cage throbbed once, hard and helpless.

She extended one foot. Long, high-arched, crimson polish gleaming on her toes. The skin was smooth, faintly scented with the same jasmine lotion she always wore and the clean sweat of her body. It made my mouth water.

“You may worship me feet like a good boy if you like?” she murmured.

I leaned forward. My lips brushed the top of her foot first, soft and reverent. Then the arch. Then each toe in turn. I kissed slowly, lingering, letting my tongue flick out just enough to taste the clean salt of her skin. She sighed, a small pleased sound that went straight to my locked cock.

The cage strained forward, metal bars digging in, a tiny pathetic bulge under my jeans.

“Good footboy,” she whispered. “Now keep licking and make me proud.”

I opened my mouth wider. Tongue flat, I dragged it slowly up the sole of her foot from heel to toes. She flexed them slightly, toes spreading so I could slip my tongue between each one. The taste was faint soap and skin and something uniquely her. I moaned against her foot, vibration traveling up her leg. My hips rocked forward once involuntarily. The plug ground deeper. Precum leaked steadily now, soaking the front of my underwear.

She switched feet. I worshipped the other the same way: kisses first, then long slow licks, then sucking gently on each toe like they were something precious. Her breathing grew heavier. One hand slid inside the robe, fingers disappearing beneath the lace thong. I could hear the soft wet sound of her touching herself while I licked.

“Enough,” she said after a long minute. Her voice was huskier now. “Up.”

I rose onto my knees between her spread thighs. The robe had fallen completely open. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, nipples tight and dark. The thong was soaked through, dark patch visible against black lace. She hooked one finger under the waistband and tugged it aside.

“My turn,” she said softly, though I wasn’t sure when I’d ever gotten a ‘turn’. “Make me come, sweetheart. Use that pretty mouth.”

I leaned in. The scent of her hit me first: warm, musky, aroused. I pressed my lips to her inner thigh, kissing up the soft skin until I reached her folds. She was slick already, swollen and glistening. I started slow, tongue tracing the outer lips, tasting her, savoring every drop. Then I flattened my tongue against her clit and licked in broad steady strokes.

Calliope moaned low in her throat. One hand slid into my hair, fingers tightening just enough to guide me. “Right there. Don’t stop, bitch.”

I didn’t. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, then sucked gently, then licked faster. Her hips rolled up to meet my mouth. Wetness coated my chin, my lips. I could feel her thighs trembling around my ears. The plug buzzed suddenly inside me, low and steady. She had the remote in her other hand. My whole body jolted. The cage throbbed violently. I moaned into her cunt, the vibration making her gasp.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that. Keep going.”

I sucked harder. Tongue flicking fast over her clit. Her fingers tightened in my hair, pulling me closer until I could barely breathe. Her hips bucked once, twice. Then she came with a long shuddering cry, thighs clamping around my head, flooding my mouth with her release. I licked her through it, slow and gentle now, cleaning every drop while she trembled and sighed.

When she finally relaxed, she tugged me up by the hair until my face hovered over hers. She kissed me deep, tasting herself on my tongue, moaning softly into my mouth.

“Good boy,” she whispered against my lips. “So pretty and such a perfect little pussy licker. What did I do to deserve such a gorgeous chaste boyfriend?”

She pushed me back gently so I knelt between her knees again. The robe hung open, breasts heaving, thong still pushed to the side. She looked down at me with that calm possessive smile that always unraveled me.

“Wanna see if you can make me cum twice in a row?” she asked.

I beamed.

And dove right in, cock aching gratefully all the while.


Chapter 3: Progressive Stretch

The next afternoon I arrived at the penthouse exactly at three. My hands shook slightly when I pressed the elevator button. Under my jeans and sweater a new leather harness hugged my body like a second skin. The thin straps crossed my chest in tight Xs, dug lightly into my hips, and met at the small metal ring that encircled the base of my chastity cage and balls. The short chain dangled between my legs, cool against my inner thighs, ending in the tiny padlock that clicked faintly with every step. The plug from yesterday was still inside me, though Calliope had turned it off an hour ago. The stretch lingered, a dull insistent fullness that made sitting on the subway ride over an exercise in quiet desperation.

The doors opened. Calliope waited in the living room wearing a lingerie set that stopped my breath.

Crimson lace. The bra was a half-cup style, underwired and sheer enough that the dark circles of her areolas showed clearly through the fabric. It lifted her full heavy breasts high, pushing them together until deep cleavage formed a shadowed valley between them. Her nipples pressed stiffly against the lace, dark pink peaks tenting the material, begging to be touched. The matching thong was barely there: thin straps over her hips, a narrow strip of lace in front that clung to her mound and disappeared between her thighs, leaving the smooth rounded cheeks of her ass completely bare except for the delicate straps that framed them. A garter belt cinched her waist, four crimson suspenders clipping to sheer black stockings that shimmered up her long elegant legs. Her glossy black hair hung loose today, framing her face, blunt fringe brushing her brows. She stood barefoot on the marble, one hip cocked, arms folded under her breasts so they lifted even higher.

Calliope looked like my dreamgirl.

Truth be told I think that she looked like every man’s dream girl.

My cage reacted instantly. The tiny metal prison tightened around my cock as blood rushed in, swelling me against the bars until the head pressed painfully against the end. It was so small locked like this, barely more than an inch and a half protruding through the cage, flushed dark pink and leaking already. The harness kept everything snug, the ring biting just enough to remind me how trapped I was. Precum welled up fast, dripping in slow humiliating beads down the underside of the cage, soaking into the leather strap below. My balls ached, drawn tight against the base ring, heavy with days of denial.

Calliope smiled slowly, eyes dropping to the obvious wet spot forming on my jeans.

“Strip for me, sweetheart,” she said. “Let me see how pretty the new harness I sent over looks on you.”

I obeyed without hesitation. Sweater first, then jeans, then underwear. The harness framed my body in stark black lines: straps crossing my smooth chest, circling my waist, meeting at the ring that locked my caged cocklet and swollen balls in place. The short chain swayed between my thighs. The plug shifted when I moved, pressing deeper.

Calliope circled me slowly, heels clicking now, she had slipped into black stilettos while I undressed. One crimson nail traced a strap across my chest, then down to the ring. She tugged the chain lightly. The pull sent a sharp jolt through my trapped cock. I gasped.

“Adorable,” she murmured. “So small and so desperate. Look how it twitches just from a little tug.”

She led me to the bedroom. The king bed was already prepared: dark sheets, pillows stacked, a black velvet tray on the nightstand holding five progressively larger butt plugs, each one gleaming black silicone, flared bases wide enough to stay seated. The smallest was the size I wore now. The largest was obscene: thick as three fingers at the widest point, tapering to a narrow neck before the wide round base.

“Lie on your back,” she said. “Legs up and open.”

I climbed onto the bed, knees to chest, ass exposed. The harness straps dug in when I spread. My caged cock pointed straight up, tiny and leaking, the chain dangling toward my stomach.

Calliope knelt between my legs. She slicked the current plug with more lube, then slowly pulled it out. The stretch and sudden emptiness made me whimper. My hole clenched around nothing.

“Such a greedy little ass,” she said softly. She selected the next size up, maybe half an inch thicker, and pressed the tip against me.

“Breathe.”

I did. She pushed steadily. The stretch burned sweetly, wider than I was used to. I moaned when the thickest part breached me, then sighed as it seated fully, base flush against my cheeks. The new fullness pressed right against my prostate. My cage jerked, more precum dribbling out.

“Good boy,” she whispered. She tapped the base. The sensation radiated through me.

She moved to the next one. Slightly thicker again. She worked it in slowly, twisting, letting me feel every ridge. My breathing turned ragged. The cage throbbed so hard the bars clicked together. My cock was rock-hard inside the steel, swollen to its pathetic maximum, head purple and slick.

She kept going. Fourth plug. Even bigger. My thighs shook when she pushed past the widest point. I gripped the sheets, moaning openly. The stretch was intense, bordering on too much, but the pressure against my prostate made my whole body hum. Precum pooled on my stomach now, a small slick puddle.

Finally she held up the largest one.

It looked impossible.

Thick, heavy, veined silicone. The widest point was easily two and a half inches across.

“This one,” she said, voice calm and devastating, “we’ll save for the end. But every day until the thirty-first, we increase the size slightly. You take them all, and on release day, if you’ve been perfect, we unlock you. You get to come. If you fail even once…” She trailed a finger through the precum on my stomach, brought it to my lips. I sucked obediently. “Then the cage stays on another month.”

My heart hammered. The current plug felt enormous already. The thought of working up to that monster made my hole clench around it.

“Do you understand, sweetheart?”

“Yes,” I whispered. “I’ll take them. All of them.”

She smiled, pleased. “Good boy.”

She eased the fourth plug out slowly, leaving me gaping and empty. She replaced it with the one I had started the day with, smaller now, almost comfortable after the progression. She patted my thigh.

“Stay open like that a minute. Let it settle.”

Then the front door clicked.

Lola’s voice floated in. “Baby, I’m home early!”

Calliope stood, robe gone now, just the crimson lingerie hugging her curves. She walked to the doorway. Lola appeared seconds later, still in her coat, electric pink streaks in her hair, cropped sweater and pleated skirt. She dropped her bag and launched herself into Calliope’s arms.

They kissed hard. Lola’s hands slid under the bra, cupping Calliope’s breasts, thumbs brushing the stiff nipples through lace. Calliope moaned into her mouth, backing them toward the bed.

They tumbled onto the mattress beside me. Lola kicked off her boots, skirt riding up to show black lace panties already damp. Calliope tugged the sweater over Lola’s head, revealing a sheer bralette that did nothing to hide her full breasts or dark nipples.

They arranged themselves without words. Calliope lay on her back, head near the foot of the bed. Lola straddled her face backward, knees on either side of Calliope’s head, then lowered herself until her soaked cunt pressed to Calliope’s mouth. At the same time Lola bent forward, burying her face between Calliope’s thighs, tongue diving into the crimson thong.

They sixty-nined right beside me.

I stayed on my back, legs still spread, plug seated deep, cage throbbing helplessly. The harness kept everything locked tight. My tiny cock strained against steel, leaking in steady drips onto my stomach. I could smell them both: Calliope’s jasmine arousal, Lola’s sweeter musk. I could hear every wet lick, every muffled moan.

Calliope’s tongue worked Lola’s clit in slow circles. Lola sucked Calliope’s folds, tongue plunging deep, then flicking up to circle her clit. Their hips rolled in rhythm. Breasts pressed together, nipples dragging. Hands gripped thighs, asses flexed.

Lola came first. Her thighs clamped around Calliope’s head, body shaking, a long broken moan vibrating against Calliope’s cunt. Calliope followed seconds later, hips bucking up, flooding Lola’s mouth. They shuddered through it together, licking slower now, gentler, drawing out the aftershocks.

When they finally separated, both flushed and glistening, they turned to me.

Calliope reached over, tugged the chain on my harness once. Sharp pleasure-pain shot through my trapped cock.

“Look at him,” she murmured to Lola. “Leaking like a faucet just from watching.”

Lola laughed softly, crawling closer. She dipped a finger into the precum on my stomach, brought it to her lips, tasted.

“So small,” she said delightedly. “So hard. But so pretty too. I love the way our BF looks..”

Calliope stroked my cheek. “You did beautifully today, sweetheart. Tomorrow we go up another size. And every day after. Until the thirty-first.”

I nodded, breathless. The plug pressed deep. The cage ached. My body hummed with denied need.

They curled around me, one on each side, breasts soft against my arms, thighs draped over mine.

“Rest now,” Calliope whispered. “You have a lot of asshole stretching to do before we let you out.”


Chapter 4: Late and Punished

January passed by in a frustrating blur.

Snow had fallen overnight and the streets were slick under the streetlights when I finally reached the penthouse elevator. I was late. Not by much, maybe twenty minutes, but Calliope had texted me at six sharp to be there by seven thirty. I had gotten stuck on the subway, then lost time changing into the harness she insisted I wear every day now. The leather straps dug into my skin under my coat, the chain swinging between my thighs with every hurried step. The plug inside me was the third size up, thicker than anything I had taken before the progression started, and it shifted with every movement, pressing relentlessly against my prostate. My tiny chastity cage throbbed in response, already leaking into the cotton briefs I had worn under my jeans. The metal felt impossibly tight around my swollen cock, barely an inch and a half of pathetic flesh trapped behind bars, hard as steel but going nowhere.

The elevator doors opened. The living room lights were low, candles flickering on every surface, casting warm gold across the marble. Calliope and Lola waited on the cream sectional, legs crossed, watching me step out.

They were dressed to destroy.

Identical pink corsets hugged their bodies like second skin. The satin was glossy rose, boned so tightly it cinched their waists into impossible hourglasses. The cups were demi, barely containing their full heavy breasts. Calliope's tits swelled over the top edge, soft pale flesh spilling slightly, her dark nipples just hidden by the lace trim but pressing visibly against the satin. Lola's were even more pronounced tonight, pushed high and together until deep cleavage formed a shadowed valley that begged to be buried in. The corsets ended just below their ribs, leaving smooth stomachs bare before black leather pants took over. The leather was tight, glossy, clinging to every curve of their asses and thighs. Calliope's ass was round and firm, the leather stretched taut across the cheeks, outlining the perfect heart shape when she shifted. Lola's was fuller, juicier, the kind of ass that jiggled faintly when she uncrossed her legs. Both wore black stiletto boots that climbed to mid-thigh, heels sharp enough to click ominously on the marble when they stood.

They rose together. Calliope's glossy black hair swung straight down her back, blunt fringe framing her calm eyes. Lola's electric pink streaks caught the candlelight, messy waves falling over her shoulders. They looked like unstoppable temptations, one elegant and devastating, the other playful and cruel.

"You're late," Calliope said softly.

Her voice was velvet over steel. My stomach dropped. The cage jerked hard, a fresh bead of precum pushing through the slit.

"I'm sorry," I started. "The subway—"

Lola stepped forward first. She cupped my chin, nails painted black, tilting my face up. "We don't care about excuses, princess. You were told seven thirty. You failed."

Calliope moved behind me, hands sliding over my shoulders, down my arms. "Safeword is still red. Say it if you need to. Otherwise, you take your punishment like a good boy."

The words sent heat spiraling through me. My cock strained uselessly against the bars, so hard it hurt, the tiny head flushed dark and slick. I nodded. "I understand."

They stripped me efficiently. Coat first, then sweater, jeans, briefs. The harness came into view: black leather straps crossing my chest, circling my waist, the metal ring locking my cage and balls snug. The chain dangled, short and humiliating. My cock looked even smaller framed like this, a pathetic locked nub leaking steadily onto the marble between my feet.

Lola laughed low. "Look at that tiny thing. So hard and so useless."

Calliope knelt, tugging the chain once. Sharp pleasure shot through my trapped balls. I gasped. She smiled up at me, rose, and fetched a small pink gift box from the side table.

"Since you're late, you can dress appropriately for your spanking."

She opened the box. Inside lay pale pink lace panties, sheer enough to show everything underneath, a matching garter belt, sheer white stockings, and strappy pink heels with four-inch stilettos.

They dressed me slowly. Lola rolled the stockings up my legs, smoothing them over my calves, my thighs, clipping them to the garter belt. The lace whispered against my skin. Calliope slid the panties up, the soft fabric cupping my caged cock and balls, the back disappearing between my cheeks so the plug base pressed visibly against the lace. The heels forced my ass out, calves tight, posture arched. I wobbled when they made me stand.

"Perfect," Calliope murmured. "Our pretty little punished princess."

They led me to the armchair. Calliope sat first, thighs parted, corset creaking softly. She patted her lap. "Over."

I draped myself across her knees, ass up, pink panties stretched tight, plug bulging obscenely. Lola stood beside us, hands on hips, breasts heaving over the top of her corset.

Calliope started with her hand. The first spank landed sharp across my right cheek. I jolted, cage tapping against her thigh. The second followed on the left, harder. Heat bloomed fast. She spanked steadily, alternating cheeks, building rhythm until my skin glowed pink under the lace. Each impact jolted the plug deeper, grinding it against my prostate. My cock throbbed helplessly, leaking through the panties, soaking the front.

"Such a tiny locked clit," Lola cooed, reaching down to cup my balls through the lace. She squeezed gently, then slapped them lightly. The sting made me whine. She slapped again, harder, watching my caged cock twitch and drip. "Look how small it is. Barely fills the cage. Pathetic little thing trying so hard to get hard."

Calliope paused her spanking to pinch my nipples. Her fingers were firm, twisting just enough to make me arch. Pain sparked straight to my groin. The cage strained, bars digging in, head swollen and purple against the end. More precum seeped out, darkening the pink lace.

"You're dripping like a faucet," Calliope said softly. "So frustrated in that tiny prison. Does it hurt, sweetheart?"

"Yes," I gasped. "Please."

"Please what?"

"More," I whispered.

She obliged. The spanking resumed, harder now. Her palm cracked across my ass, turning the pink to red. Lola kept slapping my balls in rhythm, light sharp stings that made my hips jerk. The plug pressed relentlessly. My cock ached, rock-hard inside steel, so small it barely protruded, just a desperate leaking nub.

Finally Calliope reached for the paddle on the side table. Smooth black leather, wide and heavy. The first strike landed with a loud crack. I cried out. Heat exploded across my cheeks. She paddled methodically, ten strokes on each side, pausing only to let me breathe. My ass burned, skin hot and stinging. Tears pricked my eyes.

"I'm sorry," I sobbed after the fifteenth stroke. "I'm so sorry for being late. Please, I'm sorry."

Calliope set the paddle aside. Her hands smoothed over my burning cheeks, gentle now, soothing the fire she had created. "That's better," she murmured. "Good boy for apologising."

She helped me off her lap. I stood trembling in the heels, ass throbbing, cage dripping, nipples sore from pinching. Lola stepped close, kissed my cheek softly.

Calliope pulled me into her arms, corset pressing her full breasts against my chest. Her nipples were hard points through the satin. She stroked my hair, voice soft and caring.

"You took your punishment beautifully, sweetheart. I'm proud of you."

I melted against her. The frustration still burned, cock straining uselessly, but her gentleness wrapped around me like a blanket.

"If you really want to make it up to me," she whispered against my ear, "you'll agree to something new."

I looked up at her. "Anything."

She smiled, tender. "A smaller cage. The one you're in now is generous. Tomorrow we're going shopping. We'll find one that really shows how tiny you are. Something even more humiliating. Something that makes you leak constantly, reminds you every second who owns that little clit."

My heart pounded. The thought terrified me. Excited me. My cock jerked hard against the bars.

"Yes," I breathed. "I'll wear it. Whatever you choose."

She kissed my forehead, then my lips, slow and sweet. "Good boy. My perfect frustrated little toy."

Lola pressed against my back, breasts soft against my shoulders, hands sliding down to cup my sore ass gently. "We'll take such good care of you tomorrow," she murmured. "Pick out the prettiest, tightest cage. Make sure it hurts just right."

They led me to the bedroom, helped me out of the heels and lingerie, left the harness and plug in place. They curled around me on the bed, one on each side, their corseted breasts pressed to my arms, leather pants cool against my thighs.

Calliope stroked my cheek. "Sleep now. Tomorrow we shop. And soon, very soon, January thirty-first will come."

I closed my eyes, ass burning, nipples tender, tiny cage throbbing with denied need.

The frustration felt endless.

The arousal?

Neverending.


Chapter 5: Shopping for Smaller

The next bitter cold morning I woke up between Calliope and Lola in their enormous bed, the harness still strapped tight around my chest and hips, the chain cool against my inner thighs, the plug from last night still seated deep inside me. My tiny chastity cage ached from the constant pressure of denial, the metal bars digging into swollen flesh that had no room to expand.

I was so hard inside it that the head of my cock pressed painfully against the end, leaking a slow steady drip that had soaked the front of the pale pink panties they had left me in after the punishment. My ass burned faintly from the spanking and paddling, a warm reminder every time I shifted.

Calliope stirred first. She rolled toward me, glossy black hair spilling across the pillow like ink. She wore a soft cream silk camisole that clung to her full heavy breasts, the thin straps slipping off one shoulder so one perfect tit was almost fully exposed, the dark nipple stiff against the cool morning air. The matching silk shorts rode high on her hips, outlining the generous curve of her ass when she stretched. She smiled sleepily, leaned in, and kissed me slow and deep, tongue sliding against mine while her hand cupped my jaw. Her lips were plush and warm, tasting faintly of mint toothpaste and last night's wine.

"Good morning, sweetheart," she whispered against my mouth. "Ready to go even smaller?"

My cock jerked hard in the cage. A fresh bead of precum pushed through the slit.

Calliope giggled and playfully slapped my swollen balls. “I’m counting that as a yes?”

Lola woke next, stretching like a cat. She wore a pale lavender bralette that barely contained her breasts, the sheer lace letting her dark nipples show clearly through the fabric. The bralette ended just under her tits, leaving her toned stomach bare before tiny matching boyshorts hugged the full juicy swell of her ass. She crawled over Calliope to reach me, breasts swaying heavily, and kissed me next, playful and messy, nipping my lower lip while her hand slid down to tug the chain on my harness once. The sharp pull made me gasp into her mouth.

They got dressed while I watched, helpless on the bed. Calliope chose a fitted white cashmere turtleneck that molded to her breasts like it was painted on, the soft knit stretching taut over the heavy curves, nipples faintly visible when she moved. High-waisted black wool trousers hugged her long legs and the perfect roundness of her ass, the fabric so smooth it looked poured over her. She left her hair down, blunt fringe framing her face, lips painted a soft rose that made them look impossibly kissable.

Lola picked a cropped black cashmere sweater that ended just below her breasts, showing a wide strip of smooth stomach. The neckline plunged low enough to reveal deep cleavage, her tits pushed together and spilling slightly over the edge. She paired it with leather-look leggings that clung to every inch of her thick thighs and the plump heart-shaped ass that jiggled faintly when she bent to zip her ankle boots. Her electric pink streaks were pulled into a high messy ponytail, lips glossed a shiny berry red.

They each took one of my hands as we left the penthouse. Calliope on my left, Lola on my right. Their fingers laced through mine, warm and possessive. Every few steps Calliope would lean in to kiss my temple softly, her full lips brushing my skin. Lola would turn my face toward her and steal quick open-mouthed kisses, tongue flicking against mine just long enough to make me dizzy. When we reached the elevator they kissed each other over my shoulder, breasts pressing against my arms, soft heavy weight making the cage throb violently. I could feel their nipples harden through the cashmere against my sleeves. My cock strained so hard inside the tiny prison that the bars creaked, precum soaking through my briefs in humiliating quantity. I was leaking like a broken faucet, ass clenching around the plug with every step, frustration burning low in my gut.

The Emerald Sex Shop sat tucked between two upscale boutiques in a quiet corner of the city. The sign was discreet, emerald green neon shaped like a stylized leaf. Inside the air smelled of clean leather, sandalwood incense, and faint vanilla from scented candles. Soft ambient music played, low lights glowed over velvet-lined display cases.

Behind the counter stood Naomi.

She was tall, easily six feet in her heels, thin and modelesque with rich deep brown skin that gleamed under the shop lights. Her cheekbones were razor sharp, lips full and painted dark plum, eyes lined in dramatic black wing. She wore a fitted emerald green bodysuit that zipped low between her small high breasts, the fabric clinging to her long lean torso and narrow hips before disappearing into thigh-high black leather boots. Her ass was tight and pert, perfectly rounded, the kind that looked sculpted rather than soft. Long box braids cascaded down her back, tipped in gold beads that clicked softly when she moved.

Calliope and Naomi locked eyes first. A slow knowing smile spread across both their faces.

"Calli," Naomi purred, voice low and smoky. She stepped around the counter and pulled Calliope into a hug that lingered just long enough to press their bodies together. Calliope's full breasts flattened against Naomi's smaller ones, nipples brushing through cashmere and bodysuit. They kissed once, soft and familiar, lips parting for a second before pulling back.

"Ugh, its been waaay too long," Calliope murmured.

Naomi's eyes slid to me next. She looked me up and down slowly, taking in the way I stood slightly behind them, hands clasped in front, cheeks already flushed.

"And this is the famous Sebastian," she said. "The pretty locked boy with the tiny cock and huge heart?"

She stepped closer. One long finger traced the outline of the harness under my sweater, then dipped lower to tug the chain through my jeans. The pull made my caged cock jump. I whimpered softly.

"So cute," Naomi said. "Look at those big desperate eyes. Come on, pretty. Fitting room's in the back."

The fitting room was spacious, mirrored on three walls, a padded bench in the center, soft overhead lighting that made everything look warmer, more intimate. Naomi locked the door behind us.

Calliope and Lola sat on the bench together, thighs pressed, hands resting on each other's knees. Naomi opened a glass case she had wheeled in and laid out three flat chastity cages on black velvet.

The first was pale pink silicone shaped like a cartoon bunny: rounded ears at the top, tiny bunny tail at the base, the whole thing completely flat so my cock would be pressed back against my body, invisible except for the humiliating shape.

Naomi held it up. "This one keeps everything tucked and adorable. No bulge at all."

She unlocked my current cage with the key Calliope handed her. The sudden freedom made my cock twitch, but it stayed small and soft from the cold and nerves. Naomi fitted the bunny cage quickly, pressing my shaft back, locking it snug. The flat shape made me look like I had nothing between my legs except a silly pink bunny outline. My balls hung below, exposed and vulnerable.

Lola giggled. "Aww, he looks like a little toy."

Calliope reached over and stroked the bunny ears. "Adorable. But let's see the next."

The second was matte black, shaped like a turtle: domed shell covering the entire shaft, tiny turtle head at the tip, completely flat and rounded so again no protrusion.

Naomi slid it on next. My cock disappeared inside the shell, pressed flat, locked tight. The weight felt heavier, more confining.

"Very secure," Naomi said, running a finger over the shell. "No chance of getting hard enough to feel anything."

My frustration spiked. The cage was so small, so humiliating, my cock throbbing uselessly inside the hard shell.

The last one made my stomach flip.

It was flesh-toned silicone molded to look like a tiny vulva: soft outer lips, a small clit hood at the top, completely flat so it mimicked a pussy perfectly. No cock visible at all, just smooth feminine contours locked over my trapped shaft.

Naomi fitted it last. She pressed my cock back, molded the silicone lips around it, locked the tiny padlock at the base. When she stepped back I looked down and saw only a neat little pussy between my legs, the clit hood hiding the slit where my cockhead was crushed flat inside.

"Well," Naomi said, smiling at Calliope, "you mentioned his roommate's only fucked with girls, right? This one seems safest. No boy parts to confuse her."

Calliope laughed softly. She stood, walked to me, cupped my chin and tilted my face up.

"Awh," she murmured, "and so cute. We'll wear it out, right baby?"

I stared into her eyes, lips parted, breathing shallow. The flat pussy cage pressed my cock so tightly I could barely feel the throb, just constant aching pressure. Precum leaked inside the silicone, trapped, nowhere to go. It was so humiliating.

So fucking hot.

"Yes," I whispered. "Please."

She kissed me then, slow and deep, tongue sliding against mine while her hand slipped between my legs to cup the fake pussy. She pressed two fingers against the molded clit hood, rubbing gently, making me whimper into her mouth.

"Good boy," she breathed against my lips.

Naomi watched with dark amused eyes. "You want to see our newest strap-ons? Just got a fresh shipment in."

I gulped audibly.

Calliope turned to me, kissed my forehead softly. "Wait outside, Sebastian. Naomi and I have business."

She guided me to the door, still in the flat pussy cage, harness visible under my sweater, chain dangling. Lola followed, slipping her hand into mine, squeezing once.

"Be good," Lola whispered, kissing my cheek.

The door closed behind me.

I stood in the quiet shop, heart hammering, fake pussy locked between my legs, plug still deep inside, frustration burning hotter than ever.


Chapter 6: Massage Date

I took the elevator up alone, heart hammering, the new flat pussy cage locked snug between my legs. The silicone lips molded perfectly over my trapped cock, pressing it flat against my body so there was no bulge at all, just the smooth feminine shape of a neat little vulva. Every step made the molded clit hood rub against the sensitive head inside, a constant teasing pressure that kept me leaking steadily into the tight confines.

My swollen sad balls hung below, exposed and aching, heavy with almost a month of denial. The plug from yesterday was still inside me, the fourth size in the progression, thick enough to stretch me open with every movement and press relentlessly against my prostate. My ass clenched around it involuntarily as the elevator doors slid open.

Lola waited in the living room barefoot on the cream rug. She wore only a short pale peach silk robe tied loosely at the waist, the fabric so thin it clung to every curve like mist. The robe gaped open down the front, revealing the deep valley between her full heavy breasts.

Her tits were perfect, round and soft, spilling slightly over the edge of the robe, dark nipples already stiff and visible through the sheer silk. Her hips flared wide and generous, the robe parting enough to show the smooth dip of her waist flaring into thick juicy thighs and the plump heart-shaped ass that jiggled faintly when she shifted her weight.

Her electric pink-streaked hair was loose and messy around her shoulders, lips glossed a shiny nude that made them look swollen and inviting. Her small dainty feet were bare, toes painted glossy coral, high arches curving gracefully against the rug.

She smiled slow and wicked when she saw me.

“There’s my pretty boy,” she purred. “Come here to your girlfriend.”

I crossed the room on unsteady legs. The flat pussy cage rubbed with every step, the silicone lips sliding slickly over my leaking head, keeping me achingly hard inside the tiny prison. My cock strained uselessly, so small it barely filled the molded space, just a pathetic flattened nub trapped and denied.

Lola reached out and tugged the hem of my sweater. “Strip for me, princess. Slowly. Let me see what we’ve done to you.”

I obeyed. Sweater first, then jeans, then briefs. When the last piece fell away I stood naked except for the new cage. The pale flesh-toned silicone vulva sat neatly between my legs, smooth outer lips parted just enough to show the tiny clit hood, no trace of cock visible at all. My smooth-shaven body looked soft and girly in the low light, hips narrow, chest flat but flushed pink from arousal.

Lola circled me slowly, humming approval. Her bare feet padded softly on the rug. She trailed one finger down my spine, over the curve of my ass, then around to cup the fake pussy between my legs. She pressed two fingers against the molded clit hood and rubbed in slow circles. The pressure translated straight to my crushed cockhead inside. I whimpered, hips jerking forward.

“So smooth,” she murmured. “Such a pretty girly body. No hair anywhere, just soft skin and that adorable little clit cage. Look at it. Not even a bulge. Just a neat tidy pussy where your useless boy-cock used to be.”

My face burned. The cage throbbed hard, the flat design making every pulse feel trapped and amplified. Precum leaked inside the silicone, pooling uselessly, nowhere to escape.

She stepped back and untied her robe. It slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet.

I went still, breath catching.

Lola naked was devastating. Her breasts hung full and heavy, round perfect globes with dark pink nipples already tight and begging. They swayed gently when she shifted, soft weight moving naturally, the undersides curving beautifully. Her waist dipped in before flaring into wide generous hips, the kind that begged to be gripped. Her ass was plump and juicy, two thick cheeks that jiggled with every small movement, the cleft between them deep and inviting. Her thighs were thick and strong, pressing together just enough to show the smooth mound of her pussy, lips already glistening with arousal. Her small dainty feet flexed against the rug, toes curling slightly, high arches making my mouth water.

She watched me stare, lips curving.

“Like what you see, princess?”

I could only nod. My cock strained so violently inside the flat cage that the silicone creaked faintly. The molded lips rubbed my sensitive head with every heartbeat, keeping me on the edge of madness.

She took my hand and led me to the low massage table set up near the windows. Thick towels covered it, a bottle of warm oil waiting on the side. Soft instrumental music drifted from hidden speakers.

She said with a wry smile. “I want you to start with me.”

I climbed onto the table. She straddled my hips facing me, knees on either side of my waist, her delicious breasts swaying inches from my face. The heat of her pussy hovered just above the flat cage, close enough that I could smell her arousal, musky and sweet.

“Massage my tits,” she ordered softly. “Nice and slow. Feel how full they are.”

I lifted my hands. Her breasts were warm and impossibly soft, spilling over my palms as I cupped them. I kneaded gently, thumbs brushing her stiff nipples. She moaned low in her throat, head tipping back, pink-streaked hair cascading down her spine. Her hips rolled slightly, pussy brushing the silicone vulva between my legs. The contact made me gasp. My cock throbbed desperately inside the flat prison, crushed flat, leaking helplessly.

“God,” she breathed, “these tits need sucking so bad. But your mouth is going to have to wait. Keep rubbing.”

I did. I rolled her nipples between my fingers, squeezed the soft heavy flesh, watched them bounce when I released. Her moans grew louder, breathier. Her pussy dripped onto the cage, slick coating the molded lips.

“Wish you could fuck me right now,” she whispered, grinding down so the fake clit hood pressed against her swollen clit. “Wish I could feel a real cock splitting me open. But yours is too small, isn’t it? So tiny even before we locked it flat. And now it’s just a useless little pussy between your legs.”

The words hit like fire. My cock jerked hard inside the cage, the flat design making the throb feel even more confined, more humiliating. I whimpered, hips bucking up uselessly.

She laughed softly. “Poor frustrated princess. Can’t even get hard enough to feel anything. Your sad little clit just leaks and aches.”

She slid forward until her pussy hovered over my face. “Lick me instead. Make me come with that pretty mouth since your clit can’t do the job.”

I lifted my head. Her folds were swollen and slick, clit peeking out hard and pink. I pressed my tongue flat against her, licking slow broad strokes from entrance to clit. She moaned louder, thighs trembling around my ears. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, then sucked gently, then flicked fast. Her hips rocked down, grinding against my face, coating my chin and lips with her wetness. Her breasts swayed above me, heavy and perfect, nipples tight. I reached up and squeezed them again while I licked, thumbs rolling her nipples in time with my tongue.

She came hard. Her thighs clamped around my head, body shaking, a long broken cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy pulsed against my mouth, flooding me with her release. I licked her through it, slow and gentle, cleaning every drop while she shuddered and sighed.

When she finally lifted off, her face was flushed, lips parted, breasts heaving.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now my turn to touch you.”

She had me flip onto my stomach. The flat pussy cage pressed against the padded table, rubbing my crushed cock with every breath. She warmed oil between her palms, then straddled my thighs, her juicy ass resting lightly against the backs of my legs. Her hands started at my shoulders, kneading deep, working down my spine, thumbs pressing into the small of my back.

When she reached my ass she spread my cheeks gently. The plug base sat flush against my skin. She tapped it once, making me jolt.

“So full back here,” she said softly. “Such a greedy boypussy.”

She eased the plug out slowly. The stretch and sudden emptiness made me moan into the towel. My hole clenched around nothing, already missing the fullness.

“With your clit locked away like this,” she continued, voice low and soothing, “you should start thinking more about your asshole as your real pleasure center. Your boypussy. It’s the only hole that can take anything now.”

She slicked two fingers with oil and pressed them against my entrance. They slid in easily after the plug, curling immediately to find that spot inside me. I gasped, hips jerking up. She fucked me slowly with her fingers, scissoring gently, stretching me wider. The pressure built fast, prostate throbbing under her touch. My cock strained inside the flat cage, the silicone rubbing mercilessly against the sensitive head, precum leaking steadily inside the molded space.

She added a third finger. The stretch burned sweetly. She pumped deeper, faster, curling hard against my prostate. Pleasure coiled tight in my core, balls drawing up, the flat pussy cage making every throb feel trapped and amplified. I moaned louder, hips rocking back to meet her hand.

I was close. So close. The edge rushed up, body tensing, breath ragged.

Then she pulled her fingers out abruptly.

I whined, desperate, hips humping the table uselessly.

“Naughty boy,” she said firmly. “Not until the end of the month.”

She flipped me onto my back again. Before I could yelp she brought her hand down hard across my ass, spanking the already tender skin. Sharp stings bloomed fast. She spanked again, and again, alternating cheeks, turning the heat into fire. My cock throbbed violently inside the cage, the flat design making the denied orgasm ache even worse.

When she stopped my ass glowed red, stinging, plug reinserted while I was distracted. She leaned down and kissed me softly, lips plush and gentle.

“I’m not even close to unlocking you yet,” she whispered against my mouth. “Be good. Stay frustrated. Let that boypussy remember who owns it.”

She curled around me on the table, heavy breasts pressed to my side, one thick thigh draped over mine. Her hand rested lightly over the flat pussy cage, fingers tracing the molded lips.

“Feel how small your pretty little clit is now,” she murmured. “Feel how locked and useless it is. That’s exactly where you belong until the thirty-first. But your face and boypussy are so pretty you can’t be too upset, right?”

I nodded, trembling, body humming with denied need.


Chapter 7: Walking Date

The next day slipped into evening with a soft pink sky bleeding over the city skyline. The snow from earlier had melted in patches on the sidewalks, leaving wet black streaks that reflected the streetlights like spilled ink. Calliope had texted me at four: Meet me at the corner of Madison and 57th at six. Dress warm but pretty. I want to see you.

I arrived early, heart already thudding. Under my charcoal wool overcoat I wore what she had laid out the night before: slim black trousers that hugged my thighs and ass, a fitted cream cashmere sweater that clung to my narrow chest and flat stomach, and the new flat pussy cage locked snug between my legs. The silicone vulva pressed my cock cruelly flat against my body, the molded lips rubbing the sensitive head with every step, keeping me in a constant state of leaking, aching frustration. My balls hung heavy below the cage, exposed to the cold air that seeped through the thin fabric of my briefs. The plug she had chosen this morning was the largest yet in the progression, thick and unyielding, stretching my boypussy wide and pressing relentlessly against my prostate. Every movement ground it deeper, sending helpless jolts of pleasure straight to my trapped clit. I was already dripping inside the silicone, the flat design trapping every drop so it had nowhere to go but to pool against my skin, making the cage feel slick and suffocating.

She appeared exactly at six, stepping out of a black town car that pulled away silently behind her. Calliope looked like she had been carved from winter itself. She wore a long camel coat left open to reveal the outfit underneath: a fitted ivory turtleneck that molded to her full heavy breasts like liquid silk, the soft knit stretching taut over the generous curves, outlining every swell and dip. Her dark nipples pressed faintly against the fabric, stiff from the chill or anticipation or both. High-waisted charcoal trousers clung to her long elegant legs and the perfect roundness of her ass, the wool so fine it looked poured over her hips, accentuating the gentle flare and the firm heart-shaped cheeks that shifted with every step. Black ankle boots with a low heel clicked softly on the pavement. Her glossy black hair hung straight down her back, blunt fringe brushing her brows, lips painted a warm rose that made them look impossibly soft and kissable. A thin gold chain rested against her collarbone, dipping into the shadowed valley between her breasts.

She smiled when she saw me, slow and devastating. She closed the distance in three steps, cupped my face in both gloved hands, and kissed me deeply right there on the sidewalk. Her tongue slid against mine, warm and possessive, tasting faintly of peppermint and the tea she must have sipped in the car. Her full breasts pressed against my chest through the cashmere, soft heavy weight that made my flat cage throb violently. Precum surged inside the silicone, the molded clit hood rubbing my crushed cockhead mercilessly. I whimpered into her mouth.

“Hello, sweetheart,” she murmured against my lips. “You look so pretty tonight. Blushing already?”

I nodded, cheeks burning. “You look… incredible.”

She laughed softly, the sound low and warm. She took my hand, lacing our fingers together, and started walking.

We strolled up Madison Avenue, past glowing shop windows filled with fur coats, diamond necklaces, and leather handbags. The cold bit at my ears but her gloved hand kept mine warm. Every few steps she would squeeze my fingers, lean in to kiss my temple, or brush her lips against my cheek. Her breasts swayed gently under the turtleneck with each stride, the soft knit shifting over the heavy curves, nipples tracing faint outlines against the fabric. Her ass moved with quiet confidence in the tailored trousers, round cheeks flexing under the wool, the perfect heart shape begging to be gripped. I could not stop staring. My cock strained inside the flat cage, so hard the silicone creaked faintly, the molded lips sliding slickly over my leaking head. The plug ground deeper with every step, prostate throbbing under the pressure, sending waves of denied pleasure through my body. I was leaking constantly now, the flat design trapping every drop, making my boypussy clench around the thick plug in helpless rhythm.

We passed a boutique watch shop with a single spotlight illuminating the display window. Inside, on black velvet, sat a sleek steel watch with a deep blue dial, clean lines, understated but unmistakably expensive. The second hand swept smoothly, catching the light like liquid silver.

I slowed without meaning to. My eyes lingered on the watch, tracing the polished case, the luminous markers, the way the bracelet would look against my wrist.

Calliope noticed immediately.

She stopped, turned to face me, gloved hand still holding mine. “You like it?”

I flushed deeper. “It’s… beautiful. But it’s probably—”

She pressed one finger to my lips. “Stay here.”

She stepped inside the shop. Through the glass I watched her speak to the salesman, point to the display, smile that calm devastating smile. Minutes later she emerged, small black box in her gloved hand.

My stomach flipped.

She opened the box in front of me. The watch rested on black satin, exactly the one I had been staring at. She lifted it carefully, unclasped the bracelet, and fastened it around my wrist. The steel felt cool and heavy against my skin, the blue dial catching the streetlight like a tiny ocean.

“There,” she said softly. “For my pretty boy.”

I stared at the watch, then at her. Heat climbed up my neck, my cheeks, my chest. My eyes stung. No one had ever… just bought me something like this. Just because I looked at it. Just because I was hers.

“Thank you,” I whispered. My voice cracked. “I… I don’t know what to say.”

She cupped my face again, thumbs brushing my flushed cheeks. “Of course, baby. I like taking care of my pretty boy. You deserve nice things. You deserve to feel spoiled. You deserve to feel owned and beloved in every way.”

She kissed me then, slow and deep, right there under the streetlight. Her full breasts pressed against my chest, soft heavy warmth through the cashmere, nipples stiff points dragging against my sweater. Her tongue slid against mine, claiming, gentle, devastating. One gloved hand slipped down to cup the flat pussy cage through my trousers. She pressed two fingers against the molded clit hood and rubbed in slow circles. The pressure translated straight to my crushed cockhead inside the silicone. I moaned into her mouth, hips jerking forward helplessly. Precum surged, trapped inside the flat cage, making the molded lips slick and slippery against my skin. The plug ground deeper with the movement, prostate throbbing under the relentless stretch.

She broke the kiss, lips hovering over mine. “Feel how small you are under there,” she whispered. “Locked flat, leaking for me, boypussy stuffed full. And still blushing because I bought you a watch. My sweet frustrated princess.”

I whimpered again. My cock throbbed so hard inside the cage that the silicone creaked, the flat design amplifying every denied pulse. My balls ached, drawn tight, heavy with need. The plug pressed mercilessly, stretching me wide, keeping me open and owned.

We kept walking. She held my hand the whole way, thumb stroking the new watch on my wrist every few steps. She kissed my knuckles, kissed my temple, leaned in to whisper filthy sweet things against my ear.

We walked until the cold drove us back toward the penthouse. She kept my hand in hers the entire time, occasionally stopping to kiss me under a streetlamp, breasts pressing soft and heavy against me, ass swaying in those perfect trousers when she turned to lead the way. Every kiss, every brush of her body, every squeeze of her fingers sent fresh waves of frustration through me. My cock strained uselessly inside the flat silicone, crushed flat, leaking constantly, the molded lips rubbing my sensitive head with cruel precision. The plug stretched me wide, prostate throbbing under the pressure, boypussy clenching helplessly around the thick silicone.

By the time we reached the building my cheeks were flushed from cold and embarrassment and need. The watch gleamed on my wrist, a beautiful heavy reminder of how completely she owned me.

She kissed me one last time in the elevator, slow and deep, gloved hand cupping the flat pussy cage through my trousers.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “Tomorrow we see how much you can take before we let you out.”

The doors opened.

She led me inside, hand still in mine, breasts swaying gently under the cashmere, ass perfect and round in the wool trousers.

I followed her like I always did.

Frustrated. Aching. Owned.

And so fucking grateful.


Chapter 8: Matching Set

January thirty-first arrived like a held breath finally released. T

Aching with need, I woke up hard inside the flat pussy cage, the silicone vulva molded so tightly over my cock that the crushed head throbbed with every heartbeat. Precum had pooled inside the fake lips all night, making the molded clit hood slick and slippery against my sensitive skin. My boypussy clenched around the largest plug in the progression series, the thick silicone stretching me wide and pressing relentlessly against my prostate. The fullness had become constant, a deep humiliating ache that kept me leaking and desperate even in sleep. My balls hung heavy below the cage, drawn tight and sore from weeks of denial. I was so frustrated I could barely think straight, every small movement grinding the plug deeper and rubbing the flat silicone against my trapped cockhead until fresh beads of precum welled up inside the molded space.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand at exactly eight a.m. The screen lit up with a group text from Calliope.

Wear what’s waiting outside the door. Shave smooth everywhere. Toenails painted white. Car arrives at ten. Be ready.

Penny’s bedroom door flew open seconds later. She stood in the hallway in nothing but an oversized sleep shirt, blonde waves messy, pierced nipples stiff against the thin cotton. Her full breasts pushed the fabric outward, heavy and round, the silver bars glinting through the material. Her thick thighs pressed together, ass cheeks peeking below the hem when she bent to check her own phone.

“Same message,” she said, voice thick with excitement. “Come on, roomie. Let’s see what our girlfriends sent us.”

We padded to the front door together. A large matte black gift bag waited on the mat, tied with a white satin ribbon. Inside were two identical sets of lingerie, carefully folded in white tissue paper.

We carried the bag to the living room. Penny dumped the contents onto the couch. White lace spilled everywhere: matching bras, panties, garter belts, sheer stockings, and delicate lace chokers with tiny silver heart pendants.

“Fuck,” Penny breathed, holding up one of the bras. “This is obscene.”

The bra was pure white lace, sheer cups with delicate floral embroidery that would do nothing to hide nipples. The underwire would lift and push the breasts high, creating deep cleavage and letting the soft flesh spill slightly over the top edge. The panties were high-cut bikinis with a narrow lace front panel and thin straps that would disappear between the ass cheeks, leaving most of the rounded globes bare. The garter belt was wide and structured, four suspenders dangling, designed to frame the hips and accentuate every curve. The stockings were sheer white, silky to the touch, with wide lace tops that would bite gently into the thighs.

Penny looked at me, eyes bright. “We’re matching. Completely. Calliope wants us to look like her little sex dolls.”

My cock jerked hard inside the flat cage. The silicone vulva rubbed my crushed head mercilessly. A fresh surge of precum leaked inside the molded lips, trapped and warm. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate throbbing under the pressure. Humiliation burned through me, hot and sharp, making my whole body tremble.

We separated to our rooms to prepare.

I locked my door, stripped naked, and stood in front of the full-length mirror. My body looked soft and girly under the morning light: smooth chest, narrow waist, slim hips, no hair anywhere after weeks of daily shaving. The flat pussy cage sat neatly between my legs, pale silicone lips parted just enough to show the tiny clit hood, no trace of cock visible. My balls hung below, vulnerable and full. The plug base pressed flush against my ass cheeks, black silicone stark against pale skin.

I showered first, hot water cascading over me while I lathered every inch I may have missed with shaving cream. Legs, chest, underarms, pubic mound, ass crack, even the delicate skin behind my balls. The razor glided smoothly, leaving me baby-soft and exposed. When I stepped out and dried off, my skin felt hypersensitive, every brush of the towel sending sparks straight to my trapped clit.

Back in my room I sat on the edge of the bed with the bottle of white polish Penny had lent me. I shook it, unscrewed the cap, and carefully painted each toenail. The color was bright, glossy, almost pearlescent. My feet looked dainty and small, high arches curving gracefully, toes now gleaming white like little candies. I blew on them gently, watching the polish dry, feeling the humiliation settle deeper in my gut. My cock throbbed inside the flat cage, the silicone rubbing my sensitive head with every tiny shift. Precum leaked steadily, pooling inside the molded pussy lips, making them slick and warm against my skin.

Penny knocked once before opening the door. She wore only the white lace garter belt and stockings so far, the wide band cinched around her waist, suspenders clipped to the sheer lace tops that bit into her thick creamy thighs. Her full heavy breasts hung free, round and perfect, pierced nipples stiff and dark against pale skin, silver bars catching the light. Her ass cheeks jiggled softly when she walked toward me, plump and juicy, the kind of ass that begged to be grabbed.

She knelt in front of me, bottle of polish in hand.

“Feet up, princess,” she said, voice teasing but soft.

I lifted one foot. She cradled it in her palm, thumb stroking my high arch. “God, you really do have girly dainty feet. So small and pretty. These white toes are going to look perfect in heels.”

She painted my other foot while I watched, her heavy breasts swaying with every careful stroke, nipples brushing my shin occasionally. The contact made my flat cage throb harder, the silicone vulva sliding slickly over my leaking cockhead. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate aching under the constant pressure.

When she finished she blew gently on my toes, watching the polish set. “There. Matching with me now. Two little white-toenailed sluts for Calliope and Lola.”

We dressed in our separate rooms. I stepped into the white lace panties first. The high-cut legs rode up my hips, the narrow front panel cupping the flat pussy cage perfectly, lace stretching over the molded vulva so the fake lips showed through the sheer material. The back disappeared between my ass cheeks, framing the plug base like a target. The bra came next. I hooked it behind my back, adjusted the straps, and felt the sheer cups lift and push my flat chest into soft pseudo-cleavage. The lace was so thin my nipples poked visibly through the floral embroidery, stiff from arousal and cold air. The garter belt cinched my waist, suspenders clipping to the sheer white stockings that whispered up my smooth legs. The lace tops bit gently into my thighs, accentuating how slim and girly they looked. The choker settled around my throat, the tiny silver heart pendant resting in the hollow.

I looked in the mirror and felt my face burn.

I looked like a doll. Soft, smooth, completely feminized. The flat pussy cage made me appear cunt-equipped, the white lace framing it like an invitation. My ass cheeks peeked below the high-cut panties, plug base visible through the sheer back strap. My painted white toenails gleamed against the stockings. My cock throbbed desperately inside the silicone prison, crushed flat, leaking constantly, the molded clit hood rubbing my sensitive head with cruel precision. Humiliation and arousal twisted together until I could barely think of anything but how humiliated I was.

Penny emerged from her room at the same moment.

She looked devastating.

The white lace bra lifted her full heavy breasts into perfect round swells, sheer cups letting her pierced nipples show clearly, silver bars glinting against dark pink peaks. Deep cleavage formed between them, soft flesh spilling slightly over the top edge. The garter belt cinched her waist brutally small before flaring into wide generous hips. The high-cut panties framed her plump ass cheeks, lace disappearing between them so most of the juicy globes were bare. Sheer white stockings clung to her thick creamy thighs, lace tops biting into the soft flesh. The choker circled her throat, silver heart pendant nestled between her breasts. Her blonde waves fell loose around her shoulders, lips glossed pale pink to match the lingerie.

She looked like pure sex. Full tits heaving with every breath, pierced nipples stiff and begging, thick ass jiggling faintly when she shifted, pussy already damp enough to darken the lace front panel.

I stared, mouth dry. My flat cage throbbed so hard the silicone creaked. Precum surged inside the molded pussy lips, trapped and warm. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate pulsing under the stretch.

Penny stepped closer, eyes raking over me.

“Fuck, roomie,” she breathed. “We look identical. Two little white-lace fuckdolls. Your tiny flat clit looks so pathetic next to mine. Just a smooth pussy between your legs while I’ve got real tits and a real cunt.”

She reached out and cupped the lace-covered cage between my legs, pressing two fingers against the molded clit hood. The pressure made me gasp. My cock jerked uselessly inside the flat prison, crushed and denied.

“So humiliated,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss my neck. “And so turned on. I can see you leaking through that girly scrap of lace.”

She pulled back, grinning wickedly. “Heels next.”

She handed me a pair of white patent stilettos, five inches, thin straps that would crisscross my ankles. I slipped them on, wobbling as the height forced my ass out, calves tight, posture arched. Penny put on identical ones, strutting effortlessly, ass cheeks jiggling with every step, heavy breasts bouncing softly in the sheer bra.

She grabbed two long white overcoats from the bag, handed one to me. We slipped them on, the wool falling to mid-calf, hiding the lingerie completely. From the outside we looked almost respectable. Underneath we were matching white-lace sluts, flat-caged and plugged, painted toes gleaming in stilettos.

Penny checked her phone. “Car’s outside. Calliope says we’re due at the penthouse in twenty minutes.”

She took my hand, lacing our fingers together. Her palm was warm, grip firm.

“Let’s go, princess,” she said. “Time to show our girlfriends what good little dolls we’ve become.”

We stepped into the hallway, overcoats swishing around our legs, stilettos clicking in unison on the tile. My flat pussy cage rubbed with every step, silicone lips sliding slickly over my leaking cockhead. The thick plug ground deep into my boypussy, prostate throbbing under the pressure. My painted white toenails peeked from the open toes of the heels, dainty and humiliating. Penny’s heavy breasts swayed under her coat, pierced nipples brushing the wool lining. Her thick ass shifted with every stride, plump cheeks jiggling faintly.

We rode the elevator down in silence, hands clasped, bodies humming with anticipation and denial.

Outside, a black town car idled at the curb. The driver opened the back door without a word.

We slid inside together, thighs pressed, overcoats parting just enough to show flashes of white lace and sheer stockings.

Penny leaned over and kissed my cheek softly.

“Happy release day, roomie,” she whispered. “Or whatever Calliope decides to do with us.”

The car pulled away smoothly.

I stared out the window, heart pounding, flat cage throbbing, boypussy stuffed full, painted toes curling in the stilettos.

I don’t think I’d ever been more excited.


Chapter 9: Crawling to the Cock

The town car glided to a stop in front of the towering glass building that housed Calliope and Lola’s penthouse. Snowflakes drifted lazily past the tinted windows, catching the glow of the lobby lights like tiny sparks. My heart hammered so hard I could feel it in my throat. The flat pussy cage pressed mercilessly between my legs, the molded silicone lips rubbing my crushed cockhead with every tiny shift on the leather seat. I had been leaking steadily the entire ride, precum pooling inside the fake vulva until the molded clit hood felt slick and warm against my trapped skin.

My cock strained uselessly inside the flat prison, so hard the silicone creaked faintly, but no bulge showed at all, just the smooth neat outline of a cunt framed by white lace panties. The thickest plug in the progression series stretched my boypussy wide open, the flared base pressing flush against my ass cheeks, every bump in the road grinding it deeper against my prostate until fresh waves of denied pleasure rolled through me. My painted white toenails gleamed inside the open-toed stilettos, dainty and humiliating, forcing my ass out and my posture arched like a doll on display.

Penny sat beside me, thigh pressed to mine, her overcoat open just enough to show flashes of the identical white lace lingerie underneath. Her full heavy breasts heaved with every breath, spilling slightly over the sheer bra cups, pierced nipples stiff and dark pink against the floral embroidery. The silver bars glinted whenever she shifted. Her thick juicy ass cheeks jiggled faintly when she crossed her legs, the high-cut panties disappearing between them so most of the plump rounded globes were bare under the coat. She caught me staring and smirked, reaching over to squeeze my knee through the wool.

“Ready to see what they’ve got planned for us, princess?” she whispered. Her voice was thick with arousal, lips glossed pale pink to match the lingerie.

I could only nod. My flat cage throbbed violently, the silicone vulva sliding slickly over my leaking cockhead. The plug pressed relentlessly, boypussy clenching around the thick silicone, prostate aching under the constant stretch.

The driver opened the door. We stepped out together, overcoats swishing around our legs, stilettos clicking in unison on the marble lobby floor. The doorman nodded politely, eyes flicking over us once before looking away. We rode the private elevator up in silence, hands clasped, palms damp with nerves and anticipation. Penny’s fingers trembled slightly against mine. Her heavy tits rose and fell faster the higher we climbed.

The doors slid open directly into the penthouse.

Lola waited just inside.

She looked like pure sin in pink latex. The dominatrix outfit was glossy rose, molded to her body like liquid candy. A corset-style bodysuit cinched her waist brutally small before flaring over wide generous hips. The cups were cut low and heart-shaped, barely containing her full heavy breasts. They swelled over the top edge, soft pale flesh spilling slightly, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the thin translucent latex patches that covered just the peaks. The bodysuit plunged low in front, a narrow zipper running from cleavage to crotch, already tugged halfway down so deep shadowed valley between her tits was fully exposed. Below the corset the latex hugged her thick juicy ass like a second skin, the cheeks rounded and plump, jiggling faintly with every small movement. A wide belt circled her hips with silver O-rings, short black latex gloves sheathing her hands to the elbow. Thigh-high pink latex boots climbed her legs, heels sharp and gleaming, making her thick thighs look even more powerful. Her electric pink-streaked hair was pulled into a high severe ponytail, lips painted glossy hot pink, eyes lined in dramatic black.

She stood with one hip cocked, riding crop dangling lazily from her gloved fingers.

“There you are,” she purred. “My matching little white-lace dolls. Coats off. Now.”

We obeyed instantly. I shrugged out of the overcoat, letting it pool at my feet. Penny did the same. The white lace lingerie looked obscene in the low candlelight: sheer bras lifting our chests into soft pseudo-cleavage, nipples poking visibly through the floral embroidery, garter belts framing our hips, sheer stockings clinging to smooth legs, high-cut panties cupping my flat pussy cage and disappearing between Penny’s plump ass cheeks. Our stilettos forced our asses out, calves tight, postures arched. Painted white toenails gleamed against the glossy patent leather.

Lola stepped forward. She extended one booted foot toward us.

“Kiss,” she ordered softly. “Show me how grateful you are to be here.”

We dropped to our knees together. The marble was cold against my skin. I leaned down first, pressing my lips to the glossy pink latex over her instep. The material was smooth and warm from her body heat. I kissed slowly, reverently, letting my tongue flick out to trace the seam where boot met skin. Penny mirrored me on the other boot, blonde waves falling forward as she kissed and licked. Lola sighed, a low pleased sound that went straight to my flat cage. My cock throbbed hard inside the silicone prison, crushed flat, leaking fresh precum into the trapped space. The molded clit hood rubbed my sensitive head mercilessly. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate pulsing under the stretch.

“Good girls,” Lola murmured. She tapped the crop lightly against my cheek. “Now crawl. Bedroom. Single file. Penny in front so your pretty roommate can enjoy the view.”

Penny started forward on hands and knees. Her thick juicy ass swayed with every movement, plump cheeks jiggling softly under the high-cut white lace panties. The narrow back strap disappeared completely between her rounded globes, framing the perfect heart shape, the lace tops of her stockings biting into creamy thighs. Her heavy breasts hung low and full, swaying heavily with each crawl, pierced nipples dragging against the sheer bra cups, silver bars glinting. The sight made my mouth water. My flat cage throbbed violently, the silicone vulva sliding slickly over my leaking cockhead. I crawled behind her, close enough to smell her arousal, close enough to see the damp patch darkening the lace front panel of her panties. My own ass swayed in rhythm, plug grinding deeper with every movement, boypussy stretched wide and aching. The stilettos made crawling awkward, knees wobbling, but I followed, eyes locked on Penny’s jiggling ass, humiliation burning through me like fire.

We reached the bedroom doorway.

Calliope waited inside.

She stood in the center of the room like a goddess carved from black latex. The full dominatrix set was glossy midnight, molded to her body with cruel precision. A high-collared catsuit hugged her from throat to ankles, the material so tight it looked painted on. The front zipper was tugged low enough to expose deep shadowed cleavage, her full heavy breasts swelling over the top edge, soft pale flesh spilling slightly, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through translucent latex patches that covered just the peaks. The catsuit clung to her narrow waist before flaring over wide elegant hips, the glossy material outlining the perfect roundness of her ass, cheeks firm and high, flexing with every small shift. Thigh-high latex boots climbed her long legs, heels sharp and gleaming. Her glossy black hair was slicked back into a severe high ponytail, blunt fringe framing her calm devastating eyes. Lips painted deep crimson, curved in a slow wicked smile.

And strapped to her hips was the strapon cock.

Massive. Realistic veining, thick shaft, bulbous head. Neon pink silicone that glowed faintly under the bedroom lights. The harness was black leather, buckled tight around her hips, the base of the dildo pressing against her mound so every thrust would grind against her clit. It jutted proudly forward, obscene and beautiful, easily nine inches long and girthy enough to stretch anything it entered.

Calliope tilted her head, ponytail swaying.

“There you are, cuties,” she said softly. Her voice was velvet over steel. “Ready to get addicted to my cock?”

Penny whimpered first. I felt the sound in my own throat. My flat cage throbbed so hard the silicone creaked, molded pussy lips sliding slickly over my crushed leaking cockhead. The thick plug pressed deep into my boypussy, prostate throbbing under the relentless stretch. Precum surged inside the fake vulva, trapped and warm, making every rub of the clit hood feel like torture.

Calliope stepped forward, neon pink cock swaying with her hips. Her heavy breasts shifted inside the latex, soft flesh spilling slightly over the low zipper, nipples stiff points against the translucent patches.

“Crawl to me,” she ordered. “One at a time. Kiss the head. Show me how much you want it.”

Penny moved first, ass swaying, tits hanging low and full. She reached Calliope, lifted her head, and pressed her glossed lips to the neon pink tip. She kissed softly, reverently, tongue flicking out to trace the slit. Calliope sighed, gloved hand sliding into Penny’s blonde waves, guiding her mouth.

“Good girl,” Calliope murmured. “Now you, sweetheart.”

I crawled forward on shaking arms. The stilettos made it awkward, knees wobbling, ass high. The plug ground deeper with every movement, boypussy stretched wide and aching. I reached Calliope’s boots, looked up at the massive neon pink cock jutting from her hips, then at her full heavy breasts heaving inside the latex, then at her calm devastating eyes.

I leaned forward and kissed the head.

The silicone was warm from her body heat, smooth and firm against my lips. I pressed soft open-mouthed kisses along the shaft, tasting faint silicone and the faint musk of her arousal underneath. My flat cage throbbed violently, cock crushed flat inside the molded pussy lips, leaking helplessly. The plug pressed relentlessly, prostate pulsing, boypussy clenching around the thick silicone.

Calliope cupped my chin, tilted my face up.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Matching white-lace dolls with your pretty painted toes and your stuffed boypussies. One with a real cunt dripping for me, one with a flat little clit cage pretending to be a cunt. Both so desperate to taste my cock.”

She tugged the zipper of her catsuit lower. Her full heavy breasts spilled free, soft pale flesh bouncing slightly, dark pink nipples stiff and begging. She guided Penny’s mouth to one nipple, then mine to the other.

“Suck it, my pretty sluts,” she ordered.

We obeyed. I latched onto her nipple, tongue swirling, sucking gently while her gloved hand tightened in my hair. Penny moaned against the other breast, silver bars glinting as she sucked harder. Calliope sighed, hips rocking forward so the neon pink cock brushed my cheek.

“Such good little sluts,” she murmured. “Tomorrow we unlock you. But tonight… tonight you worship. Tonight you learn exactly how addicted you’re going to be to this cock.”

Penny whimpered around the nipple. I moaned against Calliope’s breast, flat cage throbbing


Chapter 10: Race for the Cock

Low golden light spilled from sconces on the walls, catching on the glossy black and pink surfaces of Calliope and Lola’s ridiculously sexy outfits.

My knees ached faintly against the cool hardwood floor but I barely noticed. The flat pussy cage pressed so tightly between my legs that every heartbeat sent a fresh wave of slick trapped precum sliding inside the molded silicone lips. My cock strained uselessly inside the prison, crushed flat against my body, the sensitive head rubbing desperately against the fake clit hood with no relief possible. The thickest plug stretched my boypussy wide open, the flared base digging into my ass cheeks every time I shifted, grinding relentlessly against my prostate until my whole lower body hummed with denied need. My painted white toenails gleamed inside the open-toed stilettos, forcing my ass higher, calves tight, posture arched like the desperate sex doll they had dressed me to be. The white lace lingerie clung to my smooth skin, sheer bra cups outlining my flat chest, high-cut panties framing the fake vulva between my thighs. Humiliation burned through me in hot pulses, mixing with the constant aching frustration until I could barely breathe.

Penny knelt beside me, breathing fast. Her full heavy breasts rose and fell rapidly inside the identical white lace bra, soft pale flesh spilling slightly over the sheer cups, pierced nipples stiff and dark pink against the floral embroidery. The silver bars glinted every time she inhaled. Her thick juicy ass cheeks jiggled faintly when she shifted her weight, the high-cut panties disappearing completely between the plump rounded globes, leaving most of her ass bare and begging. Her sheer white stockings clung to her creamy thighs, lace tops biting gently into the soft flesh. Blonde waves spilled over her shoulders, lips glossed pale pink, eyes glassy with arousal.

Calliope stood directly in front of us, neon pink cock jutting proudly from her hips. The massive realistic shaft glowed faintly under the bedroom lights, thick veins molded into the silicone, bulbous head already glistening with a thin sheen of lube. Her full heavy breasts heaved inside the open-front latex catsuit, soft pale flesh spilling over the low zipper, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the translucent patches. The glossy black material hugged her narrow waist before flaring over wide elegant hips, outlining the perfect roundness of her ass, cheeks firm and high. She looked down at us with calm devastating eyes, crimson lips curved in a slow wicked smile.

“Penny,” she said softly. “Come here.”

Penny crawled forward on hands and knees, heavy tits swaying low and full, ass cheeks jiggling with every movement. Calliope reached down, gloved fingers sliding into blonde waves, and pulled Penny up into a full deep tongue kiss. Their mouths opened immediately, tongues sliding wet and hungry against each other. Calliope’s free hand cupped one of Penny’s breasts through the lace bra, squeezing the soft heavy flesh until Penny moaned into the kiss. The silver bar piercing glinted as Calliope’s thumb brushed the stiff nipple. Penny’s thick thighs pressed together, pussy already damp enough to darken the lace front panel of her panties.

Calliope broke the kiss slowly, a thin string of saliva connecting their lips for a second before snapping. She looked down at me, eyes gleaming.

“Now,” she murmured. “Penny, spank your pretty roommate. Hard. Show him what happens when he makes us wait.”

Penny turned to me, eyes bright with mischief and heat. She crawled behind me, heavy breasts brushing my back as she positioned herself. Her dainty hand smoothed over my ass cheeks first, tracing the high-cut lace panties that framed my plugged boypussy. Then she drew back and brought her palm down hard.

The crack echoed through the room. Heat exploded across my right cheek. I gasped, flat cage throbbing violently inside the silicone prison. The molded pussy lips rubbed my crushed cockhead mercilessly. Precum surged, trapped and warm. Penny spanked again, harder, left cheek this time. Fire bloomed fast. She alternated, steady rhythm, each smack jolting the thick plug deeper into my boypussy, grinding it against my prostate until my hips jerked forward helplessly. My cock strained so hard inside the flat cage that the silicone creaked, the fake clit hood sliding slickly over my leaking head. My painted white toenails curled inside the stilettos, ass high and burning.

“Harder,” Calliope ordered softly.

Penny obeyed. Her palm cracked down again and again, turning my ass from pink to deep red. Each impact made my flat cage throb, cock crushed flat and denied, precum pooling inside the molded vulva until I felt it seeping against my inner thighs. The plug pressed relentlessly, boypussy stretched wide and aching, prostate pulsing under the constant stretch.

When my punished ass cheeks glowed hot and stinging, Calliope spoke again.

“Your turn, sweetheart. Spank Penny. Make it count.”

I crawled behind Penny on shaking arms. Her thick juicy ass was presented perfectly, plump cheeks jiggling faintly, lace panties disappearing between the rounded globes. I lifted my hand and brought it down hard on her right cheek. The crack rang out. Her ass jiggled beautifully, soft pale flesh rippling under the impact. Penny moaned low in her throat, heavy breasts swaying low and full. I spanked again, left cheek, watching the plump globes bounce. Heat bloomed under my palm. I alternated, steady and firm, each smack making her thick thighs tremble, her pierced nipples stiffen further against the sheer bra. Her pussy dripped visibly through the lace front panel, darkening the white material.

Calliope watched with calm satisfaction. Lola stepped forward, glossy pink latex creaking softly.

“Enough,” Lola said. “Now both of you. Over the bench.”

A padded black leather spanking bench waited in the center of the room. We crawled to it, asses high, stilettos clicking awkwardly. Penny draped herself first, thick thighs spread, plump ass cheeks presented high and round, heavy breasts squished against the padding. I followed, lying beside her, my flat pussy cage pressed against the leather, molded silicone rubbing my crushed cockhead with every breath. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate throbbing under the stretch.

Lola picked up a wide black leather paddle, the surface smooth and heavy. She stood behind us, boots planted wide.

“You both crawled in late,” she said softly. “You both need reminding who owns these pretty asses.”

The first strike landed on Penny’s right cheek. The crack was loud, sharp. Her thick ass jiggled violently, soft pale flesh blooming red instantly. She cried out, hips jerking. Lola paddled her steadily, alternating cheeks, building rhythm until Penny’s plump globes glowed deep crimson, jiggling with every impact. Her heavy breasts bounced against the bench, pierced nipples dragging against the leather, silver bars glinting.

Then Lola turned to me.

The paddle cracked across my already tender ass. Fire exploded. I gasped, flat cage throbbing hard inside the silicone prison. The molded pussy lips rubbed my leaking cockhead mercilessly. Lola paddled harder, each strike jolting the thick plug deeper into my boypussy, grinding it against my prostate until tears pricked my eyes. My cock strained so violently inside the flat cage that the silicone creaked, precum surging inside the trapped space. My painted white toenails curled inside the stilettos, ass burning, boypussy stretched wide and aching.

When both our asses glowed hot and stinging, Lola set the paddle aside.

“On your backs,” Calliope ordered. “Legs spread. Time for your reward race.”

We rolled over. The bench was wide enough for both of us side by side. I lay back, thighs spread wide, flat pussy cage on full display, molded silicone vulva glistening with trapped precum. Penny lay beside me, thick thighs parted, lace panties soaked through, pussy lips swollen and visible through the sheer front panel.

Calliope and Lola stepped forward together. Calliope straddled my face first, neon pink cock swaying above me, massive shaft brushing my forehead. She pulled up the strapon and lowered herself slowly until her slick folds pressed to my mouth. Lola straddled Penny the same way, glossy pink latex creaking, thick juicy ass hovering over Penny’s face.

“Race,” Calliope said softly. “First one to make her mistress come wins the reward. My cock. Deep in your throat, your boypussy, wherever I decide. Loser stays locked and plugged while the winner gets filled.”

I dove in immediately. My tongue pressed flat against Calliope’s swollen clit, licking broad steady strokes. She moaned low in her throat, full heavy breasts heaving inside the open latex catsuit, soft pale flesh spilling over the low zipper. Her dark pink nipples stiffened further against the translucent patches. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue, then sucked gently, then flicked fast. Her hips rocked down, grinding against my face, coating my chin and lips with her wetness. Her thick thighs trembled around my ears, ass cheeks flexing above me.

Beside me Penny worked frantically on Lola. I could hear the wet sounds of her tongue plunging deep, sucking Lola’s clit, moaning against the slick folds. Lola’s thick juicy ass jiggled faintly with every roll of her hips, heavy breasts bouncing inside the heart-shaped latex cups.

I sucked harder on Calliope’s clit, tongue flicking fast, then flattening to lap broad strokes. She gasped, gloved fingers tightening in my hair, pulling me closer until I could barely breathe. Her pussy pulsed against my mouth, thighs clamping around my head. I kept going, relentless, tongue working her swollen clit in tight circles.

Penny’s moans grew louder beside me. Lola’s thick thighs trembled, ass cheeks jiggling as she ground down harder.

Calliope came first.

Her whole body shuddered, hips bucking against my face, a long broken cry tearing from her throat. Her pussy flooded my mouth, pulsing rhythmically, coating my tongue and chin with her release. I licked her through it, slow and gentle, cleaning every drop while she trembled and sighed above me.

Lola followed seconds later, thighs clamping around Penny’s head, thick ass shaking, a raw moan echoing through the room.

Calliope lifted off slowly, neon pink cock still jutting proudly from her hips. She looked down at me with calm victorious eyes.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “You win.”

She reached down and cupped my chin, thumb brushing my swollen wet lips.

“My cock is yours tonight. Deep in your boypussy. You’ve earned it.”


Chapter 11: Double-Ended Desperation

The bedroom air felt thick and heavy, scented with vanilla candles, warm latex, and the sharp sweet musk of four aroused bodies. The king bed dominated the center of the room, dark sheets already rumpled from earlier play, pillows pushed aside to make space for what was coming. My knees trembled as Calliope guided me onto the mattress.

The flat pussy cage pressed cruelly between my thighs, the molded silicone vulva rubbing my crushed cockhead with every tiny shift. I had been leaking inside it for hours, precum trapped and warm, pooling against the fake clit hood until the entire molded space felt slick and suffocating. My cock strained so hard inside the prison that the silicone creaked faintly, but no bulge showed at all, just the smooth neat outline of a cunt framed by sheer white lace panties. The thickest plug still stretched my boypussy wide open, the flared base digging into my ass cheeks, grinding relentlessly against my prostate until every breath sent fresh waves of denied pleasure rolling through my core. My painted white toenails gleamed inside the open-toed stilettos, forcing my ass higher, calves tight, posture arched like the desperate little doll they had dressed me to be.

Penny was maneuvered onto the bed opposite me, face to face. Her full heavy breasts heaved inside the identical white lace bra, soft pale flesh spilling slightly over the sheer cups, pierced nipples stiff and dark pink against the floral embroidery. The silver bars glinted every time she inhaled sharply. Her thick juicy ass cheeks jiggled faintly when she settled on her hands and knees, the high-cut panties disappearing completely between the plump rounded globes, leaving most of her ass bare and begging. Sheer white stockings clung to her creamy thighs, lace tops biting gently into the soft flesh. Blonde waves spilled over her shoulders, lips glossed pale pink, eyes glassy with the same frantic need I felt burning through me.

Lola stepped forward first, glossy pink latex creaking softly. In her gloved hands she held a massive double-ended dildo, jet black silicone, thick and veined, easily eighteen inches long with realistic heads on both ends. She knelt on the bed between us, heavy breasts bouncing inside the heart-shaped latex cups, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the translucent patches. Her thick juicy ass flexed as she positioned the toy.

“Open,” she ordered softly.

Penny and I leaned forward at the same time. I parted my lips and took the thick head into my mouth. The silicone was warm from being handled, smooth and firm against my tongue. I sucked gently at first, then deeper, letting the shaft slide past my lips until it filled my mouth. Penny mirrored me on the opposite end, moaning around the thick head as she took it deep. Our eyes locked across the toy, faces inches apart, cheeks hollowed, lips stretched wide. Saliva glistened on the black silicone between us, dripping down the veined shaft.

Calliope moved behind me. I felt her gloved hands on my hips, tugging the high-cut white lace panties aside. The narrow back strap peeled away from my ass cheeks, exposing the thick plug base. She gripped the flared silicone and pulled slowly. The stretch burned sweetly as the widest part dragged against my rim, then popped free with a wet sound. My boypussy gaped for a second, clenching around sudden emptiness, aching to be filled again. Cool air kissed my stretched hole, making me whimper around the dildo in my mouth.

Calliope lined up next. The neon pink realistic strapon jutted from her hips, massive and veined, the bulbous head already slick with lube. She pressed the tip against my open boypussy, rubbing slowly, teasing the sensitive rim. The heat of the silicone against my stretched hole made me moan around the black dildo, the vibration traveling down the shaft to Penny’s mouth.

Lola had moved behind Penny. Her fat big black strapon was even thicker, jet black silicone gleaming under the low lights, the head blunt and wide. She gripped Penny’s thick hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh, and lined up the head against Penny’s dripping cunt. Penny moaned louder around the double-ender, hips rocking back instinctively.

Calliope leaned over my back, full heavy breasts pressing against my shoulders through the open-front latex catsuit. Her dark pink nipples dragged against my skin, stiff points teasing me as she spoke low against my ear.

“Do you two sluts want our cocks?”

I was so horny, so desperate, the words tore out of me around the thick black dildo in my mouth.

“Yes,” I moaned, voice muffled and broken. Saliva dripped from my lips, running down my chin.

Penny echoed me, the sound vibrating through the toy into my mouth. “Yes.”

Calliope thrust forward in one smooth powerful motion. The neon pink cock speared into my slutty and eager boypussy, stretching me wider than the plug ever had. The thick veined shaft dragged against every sensitive inch inside me, filling me completely until the harness base pressed flush against my ass cheeks.

“It’s so fucking big, fuck me harder!” I cried out around the dildo, hips jerking forward, the flat pussy cage rubbing my crushed cockhead mercilessly.

Precum surged inside the molded silicone, trapped and warm, making the fake clit hood slide slickly over my leaking head.

Lola slammed into Penny at the same moment. The fat black strapon plunged deep into Penny’s cunt, stretching her wide. Penny’s thick juicy ass cheeks jiggled violently with the impact, plump rounded globes rippling under Lola’s powerful thrusts.

“Oh fuck me with that big cock Mistress!” Penny screamed, her heavy breasts bounced wildly inside the sheer bra, pierced nipples dragging against the sheets, silver bars glinting. She moaned loudly around the double-ender, the sound vibrating straight into my mouth.

They fucked us hard and steady.

Calliope’s hips snapped forward with controlled force, neon pink cock plunging deep into my boypussy, thick shaft dragging against my prostate with every thrust. The pressure built fast, relentless, my cock throbbing uselessly inside the flat cage, crushed flat and denied. Precum leaked constantly inside the molded vulva, the fake lips sliding slickly over my sensitive head. My painted white toenails curled inside the stilettos, ass high and burning from earlier paddling, boypussy stretched wide around the massive pink shaft.

Beside me Penny was lost. Lola pounded into her with brutal rhythm, fat black strapon splitting her open, thick thighs slapping against Penny’s plump ass cheeks. Penny’s heavy breasts bounced wildly, soft pale flesh jiggling, pierced nipples stiff and dark against the sheer lace. Her thick juicy ass rippled with every thrust, plump globes shaking, lace panties tugged aside so the full rounded cheeks were on display. She moaned continuously around the double-ender, the sound vibrating through the toy into my mouth, making my own moans rise in pitch.

Calliope reached around me, gloved hand cupping the flat pussy cage. She pressed two fingers against the molded clit hood and rubbed in slow firm circles. The pressure translated straight to my crushed cockhead inside the silicone.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you mistress!” I whimpered around the dildo, hips bucking back to meet her thrusts. The neon pink cock drove deeper, thicker, stretching my boypussy to its limit, prostate throbbing under the relentless assault.

Penny came first.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum!” she roared.

Her whole body locked up, thick thighs trembling, plump ass cheeks clenching around Lola’s fat black strapon. A raw broken cry tore from her throat around the double-ender, vibrating through the toy into my mouth. Her pussy pulsed visibly, slick coating Lola’s shaft, dripping down her creamy thighs. Her heavy breasts heaved, pierced nipples dragging against the sheets, silver bars glinting as she shuddered through the orgasm. Lola kept thrusting through it, drawing it out until Penny collapsed forward, moaning weakly, ass still high and quivering.

Calliope slowed her thrusts, neon pink cock buried deep in my boypussy, thick shaft pulsing against my stretched walls.

“Your turn,” she whispered against my ear. “Time to get unlocked and cum, my sweet anal slut. Just ten more thrusts.”


Chapter 12: Ruined on Release Day

My boypussy throbbed around the thick neon-pink strapon still buried to the hilt inside me, Calliope’s hips flush against my ass cheeks, the harness base grinding into my tender skin. The massive realistic shaft stretched me so wide that my rim burned sweetly, every pulse of my heartbeat making the veined silicone drag against my swollen prostate. My painted white toenails curled inside the open-toed stilettos, forcing my ass higher, back arched, the white lace garter belt digging into my waist while the sheer stockings whispered against my smooth thighs with every involuntary twitch.

Penny knelt facing me, only inches away. Her full heavy breasts hung low and swaying inside the identical white lace bra, soft pale flesh spilling over the sheer cups, pierced nipples stiff and dark pink, silver bars glinting wetly under the low golden light. Sweat beaded between her deep cleavage, trickling down the valley until it disappeared under the bra’s edge. Her thick juicy ass cheeks still quivered from Lola’s earlier pounding, plump rounded globes flushed red from the fat black strapon that had stretched her cunt wide. The high-cut panties were tugged aside, lace straps framing her dripping pussy lips, swollen and glistening. Blonde waves clung damply to her flushed cheeks, lips parted and glossy, eyes glassy with aftershocks.

Calliope leaned over my back, her full heavy breasts pressing firmly against my shoulder blades through the open-front latex catsuit. The soft pale mounds squished against me, dark pink nipples stiff points dragging across my skin with every slow roll of her hips. The neon-pink strapon shifted inside my boypussy, thick shaft dragging along my inner walls, making me whimper around the lingering taste of the double-ender still on my tongue.

Lola stood beside the bed. Her thick juicy ass flexed as she shifted her weight, plump cheeks jiggling faintly inside the tight latex bodysuit.

“Look at our good anal slut,” Calliope murmured against my ear, voice low and velvet. She rolled her hips once, slow and deliberate, making the neon-pink cock grind deep against my prostate. “So full back here. So stretched and greedy for cock. Your boypussy was made for this, wasn’t it?”

I moaned, the sound broken and needy. My flat cage throbbed violently, cock crushed flat inside the silicone prison, leaking helplessly against the molded walls.

Lola laughed softly, stepping closer so her thick thigh brushed Penny’s shoulder. “And that tiny clit of yours. God, it’s pathetic. Look how small it is, even locked flat like that. Barely a bump under the fake pussy lips. You’re not even a man anymore, are you? Just a submissive little hole with a doll’s cunt between your legs.”

Calliope’s gloved hand slid around my hip, fingers tracing the lace garter belt before dipping lower to cup the flat silicone vulva. She pressed two fingers against the molded clit hood and rubbed in slow firm circles. The pressure translated straight to my crushed cockhead, making me buck forward with a choked whimper.

“So submissive,” Calliope continued, voice dripping honey and cruelty. “The perfect boyfriend for me. Always leaking, always aching, always ready to take cock wherever I want to put it. And the perfect girlfriend for Lola. Soft, smooth, dainty feet painted white, pretty little painted toes curling in those heels while you get fucked like a good girl.”

Lola reached down and pinched one of my nipples through the sheer lace bra. “Exactly. Look at him blush. Look how hard he tries to get inside that ridiculous flat cage. Nothing happens. Just leaks and whimpers. Perfect little girlfriend material.”

Penny whimpered beside me, heavy breasts heaving, pierced nipples dragging against the sheets. Her thick juicy ass cheeks still trembled, plump globes flushed and marked from Lola’s earlier thrusts.

Calliope’s hips rolled again, neon-pink strapon shifting deep inside my boypussy. “Now let’s count you down, sweetheart. Ten more thrusts and I unlock that pathetic clit so you can finally cum. Count out loud. Nice and clear.”

She pulled back slowly, thick veined shaft dragging against my stretched walls, then slammed forward again.

“One,” I gasped, voice shaking.

The impact jolted the flat cage, molded pussy lips rubbing my leaking cockhead mercilessly.

“Two.”

Another deep thrust, neon-pink cock burying to the hilt, prostate throbbing under the pressure.

“Three.”

Calliope’s full heavy breasts pressed harder against my back, dark pink nipples stiff against my skin, soft mounds squishing with every roll of her hips.

“Four.”

My boypussy clenched greedily around the massive shaft, rim burning sweetly from the stretch.

“Five.”

Lola leaned down and slapped Penny’s plump ass cheek once, making the thick juicy globes jiggle. Penny moaned, heavy breasts bouncing, pierced nipples dragging against the sheets.

“Six.”

Calliope’s gloved hand squeezed the flat cage again, fingers pressing hard against the molded clit hood.

“Seven.”

Precuming surged inside the silicone prison, trapped and hot, fake lips sliding slickly over my sensitive head.

“Eight.”

My painted white toenails curled tight in the stilettos, ass high and trembling, boypussy stuffed full.

“Nine.”

The pressure coiled unbearably tight in my core, balls drawing up, prostate pulsing violently under the relentless thrusts.

“Ten.”

Calliope buried the neon-pink cock to the hilt one last time, thick shaft pulsing inside me, harness base grinding against my ass cheeks. She held still, letting me feel every inch stretching me open.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Now let me unlock your clit so you can cum properly.”

She eased out slowly, neon-pink cock glistening with lube and my own slick. I whimpered at the emptiness, boypussy gaping and clenching around nothing. Calliope reached between my thighs, gloved fingers finding the tiny padlock on the flat cage. She worked the key in carefully, the click loud in the quiet room.

The cage came away in pieces. First the molded silicone vulva peeled off, cool air kissing my swollen, flushed cockhead for the first time in weeks. My cock sprang free, small and dark pink, veins standing out, head shiny with trapped precum. It was so hard it curved upward sharply, tiny shaft barely three inches long, balls drawn tight and heavy below.

The moment the last strap fell away, the pressure that had been building for a month exploded.

And embarrassingly, humiliatingly, impossible…

I spurt.

“I’m sorry!” I cried pathetically as thick ropes of cum shot from my cock before Calliope could even touch me again.

The first jet arced high and landed hot across her gloved hand, splattering the black latex. The second hit her wrist, the third dribbled down my own shaft, coating my small balls. My whole body convulsed, boypussy clenching around nothing, prostate pulsing wildly. Humiliation crashed over me like a wave, mortified, embarrassed beyond words, so frustrated and horny that even the release felt ruined, weak spurts instead of the full explosive orgasm I had dreamed of.

Calliope giggled, the sound bright and delighted. She lifted her gloved hand, watching my cum drip down the black latex in thick white streaks.

“Awh, poor slut,” she cooed, voice dripping mock sympathy. “Couldn’t even wait for my hand. Came the second the cage came off. So desperate. So pathetically cute.”

She brought her fingers to my lips. “Clean up your mess, baby.”

Humiliated but obedient, I opened my mouth obediently, tongue lapping my own cum from her glove, salty and thick. My cock twitched weakly, still half-hard, dribbling the last drops onto the sheets. My boypussy ached, gaping and empty now, rim fluttering around nothing.

Calliope cupped my chin, tilting my face up. Her full heavy breasts heaved inside the open latex catsuit, soft pale mounds spilling over the low zipper, dark pink nipples stiff and glistening with sweat.

“Maybe again at the end of next month I’ll give you another shot, yeah?” she murmured, crimson lips curving. “Another full month locked flat, plugged, dripping, aching. Another chance to prove you can hold it until I say. Would you like that, my sweet anal slut?”

I nodded frantically, cheeks burning, cock twitching feebly between my thighs.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please.”

She kissed me then, slow and deep, tasting my cum on my tongue. Her full breasts pressed against my chest, soft heavy warmth, dark pink nipples dragging across my skin.

“Good boy,” she breathed against my mouth. “We’ll start the clock tomorrow. New cage. Smaller plug progression. And this time… this time you’ll wait until I decide you’ve earned it.”

Penny crawled closer, heavy breasts swaying, pierced nipples brushing my arm. She pressed her thick juicy ass against my hip, plump cheeks jiggling softly.

“Happy half-release day, roomie,” she whispered, voice hoarse and teasing. “Looks like we’re both staying denied a little longer.”

Lola laughed, stepping behind Penny and cupping one plump ass cheek, squeezing until the soft flesh spilled between her gloved fingers.

“Matching dolls,” she purred. “Matching sluts. Matching cages next month.”

Calliope pulled back, neon-pink strapon still glistening, full heavy breasts heaving.

“Clean each other up,” she ordered softly. “Then we’ll see how many more times we can make you leak before sunrise.”

I leaned toward Penny, tongue already seeking her mouth, tasting Lola on her lips while my small cock twitched uselessly between my thighs, boypussy aching and empty, painted white toenails curling in anticipation.

The clock had reset.

Another month.

Another chance.

And the frustrationGod, the frustration, burned brighter than ever.


Epilogue: Promises

Steam rose in thick lazy curls from the massive sunken tub that dominated the center of the penthouse bathroom. The room itself was all marble and gold-veined black stone, floor-to-ceiling windows fogged at the edges so the city lights outside blurred into soft glowing orbs. Recessed lighting cast warm amber pools across the water’s surface, turning every ripple into liquid gold. The tub was big enough for six people, deep enough that the water lapped at collarbones when we sat, scented with jasmine bath oil that clung to skin and made every breath feel decadent.

We were all naked now.

I had been recaged almost immediately after my ruined release. Calliope had wiped my cum from her glove with slow deliberate strokes, then produced the smallest flat chastity device yet: pale pink silicone molded into an even tinier vulva shape, no clit hood this time, just smooth seamless lips that pressed my freshly spent cock completely flat against my body. The moment the tiny padlock clicked shut the humiliation reignited, sharper than before. My cock, still sensitive and slick from the brief freedom, was crushed back into nothingness, the molded pussy lips sealing it away so there was no trace of maleness left between my legs. My balls hung below, tender and full again already, aching with the fresh denial. The plug remained inside me, the thickest one, stretching my boypussy wide open, flared base pressing flush against my ass cheeks so every small shift ground it deeper against my prostate. I was already leaking inside the new cage, a slow humiliating drip that had nowhere to go.

Penny knelt in the water in front of Lola, thick juicy ass cheeks half-submerged, plump rounded globes glistening with bath oil and steam. Her full heavy breasts floated slightly, soft pale mounds buoyant, pierced nipples stiff and dark pink above the waterline, silver bars catching tiny droplets that rolled down the curves. She was making out with Lola in slow hungry kisses, lips parting wide, tongues sliding visibly, wet and obscene. Lola’s gloved hands, still wearing the short black latex ones, cupped Penny’s face, thumbs stroking along her jaw while her thick thighs bracketed Penny’s waist under the water. Lola’s own heavy breasts pressed firmly against Penny’s, dark pink nipples dragging across soft pale flesh, the contact making both women moan into each other’s mouths.

I knelt behind Penny, water lapping at my waist. My hands cradled one of her small dainty feet, thumbs working slow deep circles into the high arch. Her soles were soft and smooth after the long day, painted white toenails gleaming under the water like tiny pearls. I massaged gently, rolling each toe between my fingers, pressing into the ball of her foot until she sighed against Lola’s lips. The sight of her plump ass cheeks parting slightly under the water, the curve of her spine arching as she leaned into the kiss, made my flat cage throb violently. The molded silicone vulva rubbed my crushed cockhead with every heartbeat, keeping me achingly hard inside the tiny prison. Precum leaked steadily, trapped against the fake pussy lips, making the cage feel slick and warm. My boypussy clenched around the thick plug, prostate pulsing under the relentless stretch, sending fresh waves of frustration through my core.

Behind me Calliope knelt in the water, her long legs folded gracefully, full heavy breasts resting against my back. The soft pale mounds squished warmly against my shoulder blades, dark pink nipples stiff points dragging across my skin with every slow breath she took. Her glossy black hair was loose now, wet strands clinging to her collarbone and the upper swells of her breasts. She poured jasmine shampoo into her palm, worked it into a rich lather, then slid her fingers into my hair. Her nails scraped gently against my scalp, massaging in slow hypnotic circles, thumbs pressing into my temples, fingertips trailing down the nape of my neck. Bubbles slid down my spine, tickling over the curve of my ass where the plug base pressed flush against my cheeks.

Her voice was soft against my ear, lips brushing the shell.

“Baby,” she murmured, “I was serious earlier. Do you think you could last the whole month of February for me? Locked flat again, plugged every day, dripping and aching and obedient while we train that greedy boypussy even more?”

The words hit like a spark to dry tinder. My flat cage throbbed so hard the silicone creaked, molded pussy lips sliding slickly over my leaking cockhead. My boypussy clenched hard around the thick plug, prostate pulsing under the stretch. I moaned low in my throat, the sound vibrating against Penny’s foot as I kept massaging her arch.

I turned my head, water dripping from my hair, and found Calliope’s mouth. I kissed her deeply, tongue sliding against hers, tasting jasmine and the faint salt of her skin. Her full heavy breasts pressed harder against my back, soft mounds squishing warmly, dark pink nipples dragging across me in slow teasing circles.

“For you, baby,” I whispered against her lips, voice hoarse and trembling, “anything.”

She smiled into the kiss, slow and victorious, then deepened it again, tongue claiming mine while her fingers kept working shampoo through my hair, nails scraping deliciously against my scalp.

Lola broke her kiss with Penny, lips swollen and glossy, thick thighs still bracketing Penny’s waist under the water. She looked over at us, heavy breasts heaving, dark pink nipples stiff above the waterline.

“You two should just move in with us,” Lola said casually, voice low and smoky. She squeezed one of Penny’s plump ass cheeks under the water, making the soft pale flesh spill between her gloved fingers. “No more commuting. No more separate apartments. You can be our full-time little dolls. Locked, plugged, dressed pretty, ready whenever we want you.”

Penny and I locked eyes instantly.

Her gaze was glassy with arousal, heavy breasts rising and falling fast, pierced nipples stiff and glistening with bath oil. A slow smile spread across her lips, matching the one I felt blooming on my own face.

At the exact same moment we spoke.

“We’re in!”

The words overlapped, bright and breathless. Penny laughed, the sound bubbling up like champagne, and lunged forward to kiss me hard. Our mouths crashed together, tongues sliding, tasting each other while water sloshed around us. Her full heavy breasts pressed against my chest, soft pale mounds squishing warmly, pierced nipples dragging across my skin, silver bars cool against the heat. My flat cage throbbed violently between us, molded pussy lips rubbing my crushed cockhead mercilessly, precum leaking inside the tiny prison.

Calliope’s fingers tightened in my hair, tugging gently to pull me back so she could claim my mouth again. She kissed me deep and possessive, tongue stroking mine while her full heavy breasts pressed harder against my back, dark pink nipples stiff points teasing my shoulder blades.

Lola pulled Penny back into another hungry kiss, gloved hands roaming over her thick juicy ass cheeks, squeezing the plump rounded globes until Penny moaned into her mouth.

The water lapped around us, jasmine-scented steam curling upward, candlelight dancing on wet skin.

Calliope broke the kiss first, lips hovering over mine.

“Tomorrow we start February,” she whispered. “New cage. Smaller. Tighter. Plugged every single day. You’ll leak for us constantly, both of you. And when March comes… maybe we’ll let you cum again. Maybe.”

I moaned against her mouth, flat cage throbbing, boypussy clenching around the thick plug, painted white toenails curling in anticipation.

Penny reached over, threading her fingers through mine under the water.

“Roomies to live-ins,” she murmured, eyes bright. “Locked girlfriends to our goddesses.”

Lola laughed low, squeezing Penny’s plump ass cheek again.

“Perfect,” she purred. “Now rinse my boy’s hair, Calli. We’ve got all night to play with our new live-in dolls.”

Calliope’s fingers slid back into my hair, working the shampoo out slowly, warm water cascading down my back, over my shoulders, between my ass cheeks where the plug base pressed flush. Her full heavy breasts stayed pressed against me, soft mounds squishing warmly, dark pink nipples dragging in slow teasing circles.

Penny leaned forward and kissed me again, soft and sweet this time, heavy breasts brushing my chest, pierced nipples grazing my skin.

I kissed her back, tasting Lola on her tongue, feeling Calliope’s hands in my hair, the flat cage throbbing helplessly between my legs, boypussy stuffed full and aching.

February waited.

Another month locked.

Another month denied.

And I had never wanted anything more.

The End

Teaser: Pegged and Locked Up Tight by Lexie Locke

Olivia stood at the foot of the bed, bathed in the soft glow of the evening as she pulled the final strap of the harness tight against her wide hips.

Looking over my shoulder, I drew a deep breath.

I had never dreamed that when I had asked her to move in with me, that it would end up like this. How could I have?

But there Olivia was, gliding towards me, about to put me in my place for good.

Shit, I suppose I’m getting ahead of myself.

Before the teasing, before the humiliation, before the…slick pink strap-on.

Before all that, I had been having a pretty great morning.

I knew it was all too good to be true.

Moving into the top floor of a New York brownstone, a real, creaky-floored, crown-moulding-framed brownstone. No broker drama, no evil landlord breathing down my neck, and a bedroom window that looked out over a canopy of red and gold autumn leaves. It was the kind of place that you’d be forgiven for assuming only existed in 90’s sit-coms.

Only real.

The leaves were coming down hard that morning, tumbling in slow, lazy spirals through the crisp October air. The steps were already littered with them, crunching under my boots as I hauled another cardboard box from the back of the pickup. My breath puffed white, the sky a pale grey that promised rain later, and my heart was a mix of exhaustion and something close to smug triumph.

I’d been burned by New York housing before, the Craigslist “studio” that was really just a hallway with a bed jammed in; the shared sublet with a guy who kept raw chicken in his desk drawer “to save fridge space”,  but this?

This was the dream.

Even the scuffed banister and faint scent of coffee drifting down from somewhere upstairs felt perfect.

My only issue that morning was time. I had just burned through the majority of my cash at a buddy’s bachelor party, and the pickup was on the clock. So, I dumped my boxes in the hallway, shook my aching arms out, and climbed back into the truck to grab the last two loads before returning it. No way I was paying for a second hour. I had exactly enough in my account to cover the deposit, first month’s rent, and a week’s worth of groceries. And not good groceries either. Think noodles for dinner and the ramen broth for dessert.

Between trips, I pulled out my phone, more to distract myself from the icy wind than anything. My work group chat was still buzzing,  apparently, Olivia, the new girl in the legal department, was still looking for a place.

I smirked to myself.

Olivia was the kind of person who could walk into a room and have every conversation tilt towards her without trying. Brash, loud, all noise and confidence in conversation.

I suppose she was the opposite of me, which was maybe why she got under my skin so fast.

Though she’d had my attention before we’d even exchanged names. Olivia had that unsettling kind of beauty that made you notice her before you were ready to. Tall enough to look down at most men without meaning to, with eyes the impossible shade of blue that made people stumble mid-sentence. Her hair, natural blonde, fell in loose waves over her shoulders, catching the light whenever she moved. There was something almost sharp about her face, all high cheekbones and a sculpted jaw, but softened by full pink lips that seemed permanently on the verge of smirking. Even when she was still, she had a restless energy, a sense that she was always leaning forward into the next thing. Her breasts were large and round, the nipples always seeming to be poking through her flouncy silk tops. When she leaned forward, they pressed together in a deep line of cleavage that made it impossible for me not to look.

We’d hooked up once at the Christmas party after way too much flirting and a badly timed slow dance. It had been… let’s just say not a magical night, and we’d silently agreed never to speak of it again.

Since then, we’d been circling each other in that awkward, civil-but-distant way you have with people who’ve seen you naked and regretted it.

Seeing her messages now,  desperate pleas for a couch, a crash pad, anything,  felt a little karmic. I had my dream apartment, and she was scrambling. For once, I’d beaten someone to the punch.

That smug little glow lasted all of five minutes.

My phone buzzed again, and this time it was from Rye.

Rye, my old college roommate from Seattle. We’d shared a dorm our first year and stayed close even after I moved east. Easygoing, loyal, the kind of friend who never forgets your birthday. He’d been crashing with his folks before going on a weeklong trip to Vancouver with his long-time crush.

For the past few weeks, we’d been texting about move-in dates, splitting utilities, all the usual stuff.

His message popped up on my lock screen.

Dude, I’m so so fucking sorry! Change of plans. I’m moving in with Quinn.

For a moment, I didn’t even process it.

Quinn.

I could practically feel my stomach drop to my shoes.

Quinn wasn’t just anyone. She was Rye’s long-time crush,  and also someone I knew in that vague, tangential way you know the significant others of your friends. She was clever, sharp, with that kind of easy confidence that made you feel both drawn to her and vaguely defensive around her. Also, she was gorgeous. Like drop-dead beautiful. I couldn’t even be mad at my friend for abandoning me for her. I’d have done the same thing.

And if Rye was moving in with her… that meant the other bed was empty again.

Normally I’d be fine, I got paid okay.

But as I mentioned, I was currently skint.

And I was screwed.

I sat dejectedly on the stoop, phone clutched in one hand, cold seeping through my jeans as the reality sank in. I’d signed the lease, counting on Rye’s half of the rent. Without him….

Another buzz. This time, it was Olivia again in the group chat.

I swear I will literally live in a closet if it has communal shower access.

My thumb hovered over the screen. Every instinct told me not to do it,  to avoid the headache, the awkwardness, the way she could get under my skin with a single arched eyebrow. But my bank account told me otherwise.

I sighed, typing before I could talk myself out of it.

How fast can you get to Brooklyn?
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STRAPPED FOR CASH: My Dominant Roommate Came Packing: The THREE BOOK Pegging FLR Femdom Chastity Bundle

Nate was sure he'd win the wrestling bet,
But terrifying, beautiful Olivia had him beneath her in fifteen seconds flat… and plans to keep him there for the rest of the month.

Brash, broke Nate thinks he’s won the roommate lottery when his gorgeous, sharp-tongued coworker Olivia moves into his one-bedroom Brooklyn brownstone. One stupid argument about “who belongs on top” later, they make a reckless bet: a no-holds-barred wrestling match. Winner gets total control for the entire month.

Nate loses.
Really, really, badly.

Now Olivia is in control, and it isn't long before she's setting rules and teaching this cocky meathead to obey a dominant woman the way he should. It evolves quickly from there and it isn't long until Nate learns the meaning of chastity, female-led-relationships, and what exactly fits in the harness from Olivia's 'toy box'.

For the first time ever, the popular My Roommate is a Femdom Pegging and Chastity Mistress series is bundled into one complete, seamless novel.

Includes:

Pegged and Locked Up Tight
She’s Got Me Pegged
Have You Ever Heard of Milking? Locked in Chastity and Teased by My Roommate’s Bestie
One apartment. One bet. Two merciless dommes. And one very locked, very obiedient submissive male.

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.





Newsletter




Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. 


If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


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


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

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


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke
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Lexie Locke is a bold new voice in erotic fiction, specializing in stories where powerful women take the lead and never let go. With a focus on themes like female-led relationships, chastity, and submissive transformation, her work blends literary elegance with sensual intensity. Her stories are known for their emotional depth, provocative scenarios, and just the right touch of wicked fun.
Lexie lives in California with her two cats, her girlfriend, her submissive boyfriend, and an ever-growing wine collection. 
 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via the link at the start of this story. 
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