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Lexie's Note




Hi!




This story is all about two friends who decide to have a little femdom fun together in a bid to achieve some emotional growth. It's fun, gentle at times, cruel at times, filled with chastity, humiliation, and FFM action. It's an emalgamation of four of my more successful shorts which slot together to make one full story. I hope you like it!

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

Chapter 1: The Breakup Blues

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

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

And today was not her day.

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

I sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Preferably his face.

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

She lifted her head just enough to look at me.

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

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

“Hey. Look at me,” I whispered.

She did, reluctantly.

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

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

Our breaths mingled in the small space between us.

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

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

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

She blinked. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A spark of the old Sienna fire.

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

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

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

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

I was in awe.

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

A shiver ran down my spine.

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

Commanding, resolute and completely certain.

A little dangerous in the best way.

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

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

The words landed like a spark on dry grass.

Sienna noticed, and her smile widened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The kissing is weird though,” she smiled.

“Good weird,” I added.

“Great weird,” she agreed.

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

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

February was going to be interesting.

To say the least.


Chapter 2: Rules of Engagement

I woke to the soft clink of dishes and the rich smell of coffee drifting down the hallway.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My throat clicked when I swallowed. “Yes.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

My breath caught.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay,” I managed. “I’ll wear it.”

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

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

She’s going to touch it.

Hold it.

And…lock it away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come here,” she said.

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

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

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

“Take these off,” she whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She slowed immediately, grip loosening to feather-light teasing. Her thumb circled the slit, smearing more precum, keeping me right on the razor’s edge.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “You don’t come until I say. And tonight… you don’t come at all.”

She reached for the cage on the coffee table. The steel was cool against my overheated skin as she fitted the ring around the base of my cock and balls, snug but not painful. Embarassed my cock softened which made the next part easier.

“Awh, he’s shy,” Sienna grinned.

She slid the cage over my shaft, the thin bars pressing lightly against the sensitive skin, letting me feel every frustrated throb without giving any real friction. The head pushed uselessly against the narrow opening, precum welling up but unable to escape fully.

She clicked the padlock shut.

The sound echoed in my skull.

She leaned down and kissed the locked cage once, soft as a promise, then kissed my mouth, deep and slow.

“Ex number one,” she whispered against my lips. “Was so obsessed with me making him cum every day. No matter what he was always ready, and never repaid the favor. Months I spent with that guy, untouched and never even got close to cumming myself...”

She kissed me again.

“And he absolutely loved my tits. Sucked them raw, but never once went down on me. Never asked what I liked. He’d come on them sometimes, like he was marking territory, then fall asleep. I’d lie there sticky and unsatisfied, staring at the ceiling.”

Her hand wrapped around the cage, giving it a gentle shake. The bars shifted against my trapped cock, a maddening tease.

“You’re going to be different,” she said. “You’re going to learn exactly how good it feels to put me first. And maybe, if you’re very good, I’ll let you feel how wet that makes me.”

She climbed off my lap, leaving me aching and locked and desperate. Then she curled against my side, head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine again.

“Tomorrow we start the real teasing,” she murmured. “But tonight… just hold me.”

I wrapped my arms around her, breathing in the scent of her hair, feeling the steady beat of her heart against my ribs. My cock throbbed uselessly in its steel prison, every pulse a reminder of who owned it now.

And somehow, even aching, even denied, I’d never felt closer to anyone in my life.


Chapter 3: Building Tension

I woke up Thursday morning painfully  aware of the cage.

Every time my cock tried to swell fully—every random thought of Sienna’s legs, her lips, the way her ass had felt straddling my thighs last night—the bars pressed back, reminding me that my cock was trapped.

My cock no longer belonged to me.

My best friend owned it now.

I shifted under the sheets and bit back a groan.

Sienna was already up; I could hear the soft pad of her bare feet in the kitchen, the clink of a spoon in her favorite ceramic mug. I forced myself out of bed, pulled on loose joggers (anything tighter would have been torture), and a soft hoodie.

The cage shifted with every step, a dull, teasing weight between my legs.

Sienna was at the counter in yoga pants the color of midnight and a cropped white tank that left a tempting strip of golden skin exposed above her waistband. Her small perky tits pressed against the thin fabric, nipples faintly visible as dark points when she reached for the oat milk. Her blonde hair was pulled into a high, messy bun, a few strands curling against the nape of her neck. And that ass. God, that huge juicy ass filled out the yoga pants like they’d been custom-made for spanking, the material clinging to every lush curve, the seam disappearing between her cheeks in a way that made my locked cock throb uselessly.

“Morning, baby,” she said without turning around. The word landed soft and possessive. “Sleep well?”

I cleared my throat. “Sort of. The cage had me up once or twice. It’s… noticeable.”

She glanced over her shoulder, lips curving into a slow, knowing smile. “Good. It’s supposed to be.” She poured coffee into two mugs, added a splash of oat milk to hers, left mine black. When she handed it to me her fingers brushed mine deliberately. “Text me when you’re at the audition. I want updates.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said half-joking. The title slipped out before I could catch it.

Her eyes darkened with pleasure. “I like that. Say it again.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, tongue tracing mine like she was claiming the taste of my surrender.

When she pulled back she nipped my bottom lip gently. “Be good today. No touching. No trying to get relief. Your cock stays locked until I decide otherwise.”

I nodded, throat tight. She patted my cheek, then turned back to her breakfast smoothie like she hadn’t just set my blood on fire.

The subway ride to Midtown was hell. Every jolt of the train made the cage shift, the bars rubbing lightly against the sensitive underside of my shaft. I had to stare at the ceiling and count breaths to keep from getting fully hard. By the time I reached the audition holding room I was flushed, half-erect, and leaking steadily inside the steel. The head of my cock pressed against the slit.

I sat through two hours of waiting, script in hand, trying to focus on lines. My phone buzzed.

Sienna: How’s my pretty cocked boyfriend feeling right now? Trapped and aching for me?

I typed back with shaking fingers.

Me: Very aware of who owns it.

Sienna: Good boy. Tell me exactly how it feels.

Me: It’s crazzzzzy! The bars press every time I move. I can’t get hard enough to feel good, but I can’t soften for long either. Precum keeps dripping….its so embarassing.

Sienna: Mmm. I love knowing you’re sitting there, desperate and denied because of me. Keep that in mind when you’re reading lines. Every time you feel it throb, remember it’s mine.

I had to close my eyes and breathe through my nose. My audition slot came up right after.

I walked into the room on unsteady legs, delivered my sides, and somehow didn’t stumble over a single line.

The casting director smiled. “Great energy today, Alex. You seemed to really understand the passion the character is meant to convey. Trust me, we’ll be in touch.”

I left feeling like I’d run a marathon. My cock was throbbing in time with my heartbeat, the cage a constant reminder of her control.

When I got home the apartment smelled like jasmine incense and fresh laundry. Sienna was on the couch in a silky robe the color of champagne, loosely tied so it gaped open to reveal the inner curves of her small tits and a glimpse of black lace panties. Her long legs were stretched out, bare feet resting on the ottoman. Her toes flexed lazily, high arches smooth and pale, toenails still that deep midnight blue from earlier in the week.

She looked up from her sketchpad and smiled. “How was the audition?”

“Good. Really good.”

She set the pad aside and patted her lap. “Come here.”

I crossed to her. She tugged me down until I was kneeling between her spread thighs, face level with her chest. The robe slipped further, exposing more of her perky tits, the rosy nipples tight and begging for attention.

“Tell me about your day,” she said softly, fingers carding through my hair. “Every frustrating moment.”

I did. I told her about the subway, the waiting room, the texts. She listened, eyes bright, occasionally stroking my cheek or tracing my lips with her thumb.

When I finished she leaned forward and kissed me, slow and filthy, tongue sliding deep. “You were perfect,” she whispered. “Now I want to talk about something else.”

She pulled me up onto the couch beside her, then swung one leg over my lap so she was straddling me again. The robe fell open completely. Her tits were right in front of my face, small and perfect, nipples dark pink and erect. Below, the black lace clung to her pussy, already visibly damp.

“Can I vent some more?” she began, rocking her hips in a slow, deliberate grind against the steel cage. The pressure was exquisite torture; the bars let me feel the heat of her cunt but nothing more. “Ex number two was such a bastard. He cheated on me so many times before I found out. He loved my ass. He’d bend me over, fuck me hard just to watch it bounce, come inside me in under two minutes, then pull out and go play video games. I’d lie there dripping his cum, clit throbbing, and he’d never even notice I hadn’t come.”

She rolled her hips again, harder this time. “You like that?”

“Oh god…” I groaned, hips jerking up instinctively. The cage clanked softly against her lace-covered mound.

“He was so hung and he thought it made him a god,” she continued, voice husky. “He treated my body like a trophy. Posed me on all fours so he could stare at my ass while he jerked off. Sometimes he’d come on it, smear it around like lotion, then get me to sleep in it. He never went down on me. Never fingered me. Never cared if I was wet or aching or close. My pleasure was an afterthought. If I came at all, it was because I touched myself after he passed out.”

Her movements turned into a full lap dance—slow, sensual rolls of her hips, her huge juicy ass grinding down on my trapped cock. The thin lace dragged over the bars, letting me feel the slick heat of her folds but never enough contact to push me over. My balls ached, drawn tight, precum leaking steadily inside the steel.

She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. “Finally, a man’s pleasure belongs to me now, Alex. You don’t get to come just because you’re hard. You come when I decide you’ve earned it. When I’ve come so many times I’m shaking and boneless and dripping down your chin. Until then…” She ground down hard, circling her hips so the cage pressed right against her clit through the lace. She moaned softly. “You stay locked. You stay desperate. You stay mine.”

I gripped her thighs, fingers digging into the firm muscle. “Sienna… please.”

“Please what, baby?” She kissed along my jaw, nipping lightly. “Please let you come? Or please let you taste me?”

“Both,” I rasped.

She laughed, low and wicked. “Not tonight. Tonight you watch me feel good.”

She slid off my lap, stood, and let the robe fall completely.

Then she turned, giving me the full view of her ass, round, full, and perfect.

“Wanna see your best friend’s pussy?” she whispered.

I nodded. “Yes please!”

With a grin, Sienna hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and peeled them down slowly, bending at the waist so her cheeks spread just enough to show the glistening pink of her pussy.

My mouth watered.

She stepped out of the lace, kicked it aside, then straddled me again—this time facing away.

She sank down, pressing her bare cunt directly against the cage. The heat was unbearable. Wetness coated the steel, making every shift slick and torturous. She began to ride the locked length of me like it was a toy made just for her pleasure—slow drags forward and back, circling her hips so her clit rubbed against the bars.

Her small tits bounced lightly with each movement.

I reached up, cupping them from behind, thumbs brushing her nipples. She arched into my touch with a soft whimper.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Touch me. Worship me. But don’t you dare think about your own cock.”

She rode faster, breath hitching. One hand slipped between her legs, fingers circling her clit while she ground against the cage. Her ass cheeks flexed and released around the steel, enveloping it in soft, warm flesh.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Fuck, Alex… you feel so good like this. So hard for me. So denied.”

Her body tensed. She cried out, low and broken, hips stuttering as she came. Wetness flooded over the cage, dripping down my balls, soaking into my joggers. She trembled through the aftershocks, leaning back against my chest, head on my shoulder.

When her breathing steadied she turned in my lap, kissed me deeply, tasting of satisfaction and power.

“You did so good,” she murmured against my lips. “No coming. No touching. Just taking care of me.”

She curled against me, naked and warm, small tits pressed to my chest, one long leg thrown over mine. Her bare foot slid up my calf, toes curling possessively.

“Tomorrow we go deeper,” she whispered. “But tonight… just know, you did so good.”

I wrapped my arms around her, aching and denied and somehow more in love than I’d ever been. The cage throbbed uselessly between us, a steel promise of more teasing to come.


Chapter 4: Vulnerability and Desire

Friday evening arrived.

The cage had been on me for three full days now, and every hour had layered a new level of aching need beneath my skin. My balls felt swollen and heavy, drawn tight against the steel ring, throbbing with a dull insistence that never quite faded. The thin bars of the cage allowed my cock to press outward in frustrated pulses, the head trapped behind that narrow slit, smearing precum against cold metal with no way to escape or find relief.

Walking made it shift just enough to remind me who owned every twitch, every leak, every denied orgasm.

And tonight, Sienna had promised a real date.

She emerged from her bedroom in a red minidress that should have come with a warning label. The fabric was some kind of silky jersey that clung to her like liquid, the deep V-neck plunging low enough to show the inner curves of her small perky tits and the faint shadow between them.

The dress ended high on her thighs, hugging the generous swell of her hips and the outrageous roundness of her huge juicy ass. When she moved, the material shifted over her skin in a way that made it obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.

Her nipples, dark pink and already tight from the cool air, stood out in perfect little points beneath the thin red fabric. Every step made them brush against the dress, and I could see the subtle drag and release.

My cock surged uselessly in its prison, the bars biting into swollen flesh as I tried and failed to get fully hard.

She slipped into a fluffy white faux-fur coat that hit mid-thigh, the contrast making her look like sin wrapped in snow. Her long legs were bare except for strappy black heels that lifted her calves into elegant curves and made her ass pop even more. She caught me staring and smiled, slow and wicked.

“Like what you see, baby?”

I swallowed hard. “You’re killing me.”

“Good.” She stepped close, cupped my jaw, and kissed me soft and lingering. Her lips tasted like cherry gloss and promise. “Let’s go.”

The bar was a tiny spot in the West Village, all exposed brick, low amber lighting, and velvet booths that felt made for secrets. We slid into the corner one, thighs pressed together under the table. Sienna ordered us both non-alcoholic old fashioneds, then turned to face me fully, one long leg crossed over the other so her heel dangled and her coat parted just enough to show more of that red dress clinging to her tits.

She sipped her drink, eyes on mine over the rim. “I want to vent about ex number three tonight. The narcissist.”

I nodded, already reaching for her free hand under the table. Our fingers laced together. “I’m listening.”

She exhaled slowly. “His name was Marcus. We dated for five months. He never once fucked me. Not once. He’d ask me to kneel in front of him, worship his body like it was some kind of altar. I’d kiss his chest, lick down his abs, suck his cock until my jaw ached. He loved coming in my mouth, and I, so desperate to please that dickhead, would swallow every drop. Then he’d flip me over his knee, spank my ass until it was red and stinging, tell me what a good little slut I was for him. And that was it. He’d zip up, kiss my forehead like I was a pet, and send me home. No reciprocation. No touching me. Just… use my mouth and dismiss me.”

Her voice stayed steady, but I could see the hurt flickering behind her eyes.

I squeezed her hand tighter.

“One night I showed up at his place unannounced. I wanted to surprise him, maybe finally push for more. The door was unlocked. I walked in and found him balls-deep in his wife. She was on all fours on the couch, moaning his name. He didn’t even stop when he saw me. Just grinned and said, ‘You’re early, baby. Wait your turn.’ I turned around and left. Never spoke to him again.”

The words hung between us like smoke. My chest ached for her. Not just the betrayal, but the way he’d made her feel invisible, disposable, used.

I lifted her hand to my lips and kissed her knuckles one by one. “He was a coward. A selfish, pathetic coward who couldn’t handle a woman who actually knew her worth. You deserved so much more than that. You still do.”

She blinked rapidly, then leaned in and rested her forehead against mine. “You always say the right thing.”

“I say what’s true. You’re not just desirable, Sienna. You’re magnetic. Powerful. The way you move, the way you laugh, the way you treat your friends and your… it’s everything. Anyone who treated you like a toy instead of a goddess didn’t deserve a single second of your time.”

Her lips brushed mine in the dim light. “You make me feel seen.”

I whispered. “You are seen. Every day. By me.”

We stayed like that for a while, breathing each other in, the bar noise fading to a soft hum. When we finally pulled back she smiled, small and real. “Let’s go home.”

The subway ride back was torture. Her coat gaped open every time the train swayed, giving me flashes of red fabric stretched tight over her nipples. My cock pressed painfully against the bars, swollen and leaking, balls aching with pent-up need. I shifted in my seat and she noticed, sliding her hand onto my thigh and squeezing just enough to make me hiss.

“Poor baby,” she whispered in my ear. “Are you so so so hard and helpless for me?”

By the time we stumbled through the apartment door I was shaking with want.

She shed the coat and kicked off her heels, then turned to me with a soft command. “Bedroom. Now.”

I followed her like I was magnetized. She lit a single low lamp, then peeled the red dress over her head in one slow motion. Underneath she wore black lace lingerie—a sheer bralette that barely contained her small perky tits, the dark circles of her areolas visible through the fabric, nipples stiff and begging. Matching panties hugged her pussy, already damp at the center, and a garter belt framed her huge juicy ass in delicate straps that dug faintly into her flesh.

She climbed onto the bed on her knees, ass toward me, then looked back over her shoulder. “Come worship me, Alex. No hands on your cock. Just your mouth and your adoration.”

I crawled onto the mattress behind her, heart hammering.

I started at her perfect delicate feet.

They were bare now, the strappy black heels kicked aside somewhere near the foot of the bed. Her toes were long and elegantly shaped, painted that same deep midnight blue that always made my stomach flip when I caught glimpses of them peeking out of sandals in summer. The high arches curved gracefully, pale pink soles impossibly soft-looking, a faint dusting of freckles scattered across the balls of her feet like tiny constellations. I lifted one foot gently in both hands, cradling it like something precious, and pressed my lips to the smooth instep.

Sienna let out a soft, surprised hum.

I continued, making my way up her legs, kissing her smooth calves, tracing the curve with my tongue, then up to the sensitive backs of her knees. She sighed, arching slightly. I moved higher, lips brushing the soft skin of her inner thighs, breathing in the sweet musk of her arousal. When I reached her ass I paused, reverent.

“Kiss my ass,” she murmured. “Show me how much you love it.”

I pressed open-mouthed kisses to each lush cheek, then dragged my tongue along the crease where thigh met ass, tasting salt and heat. She moaned softly. I nuzzled between her cheeks, kissing the lace-covered cleft, then hooked my fingers in the waistband and tugged the panties down slowly. They peeled away from her wet pussy with a soft sound. She was glistening, folds swollen and pink, clit peeking out like it was begging for attention.

I licked a slow stripe from her entrance to her clit.

“Fuck that feels good!” She gasped, hips rocking back.

I worshipped her with long, flat strokes of my tongue, circling her clit, then dipping inside her to taste how wet she was for me.

My own cock throbbed miserably in the cage, the bars pressing hard against swollen flesh, precum dripping steadily but trapped. My balls felt like they might burst from the pressure.

She reached back, fingers threading through my hair, guiding me. “That’s it. Make me feel good. Make me feel powerful. Show me how much I matter!”

I did.

I sucked her clit gently, then harder, flicking with the tip of my tongue until her thighs trembled. She pulled away suddenly, turned, and pushed me onto my back.

“Stay,” she ordered.

She straddled my chest, then slid up until her pussy hovered over my mouth. “Open.”

I obeyed. She lowered herself slowly, grinding against my tongue in shallow rocks. Her small tits bounced lightly above me, nipples dark and tight. She reached for the nightstand drawer and pulled out a slim silver vibrator.

“Don’t you dare stop licking my cunt, baby,” she whispered.

She switched it on, pressed it to her clit while she rode my face. The vibrations hummed through her body and into mine. Her moans grew louder, hips grinding faster.

I licked and sucked and worshipped, desperate to give her everything.

When she came it was sudden and shattering.

“Alex!” She cried out my name, thighs clamping around my head, wetness flooding my mouth and chin. “Fuck yes Alex! Fuck, yes!”

She trembled through the aftershocks, then collapsed forward, bracing her hands on the headboard.

I was wrecked. My cock strained against the cage, the head flushed dark and pressing uselessly against the slit, balls aching so badly I could feel every heartbeat in them. Precum leaked in thick drops, but the steel gave no mercy.

She slid down my body, kissed me deep, tasting herself on my tongue. Then she curled against my side, head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine. Her bare foot slid up my calf, toes curling possessively against my skin.

“You’re incredible,” she murmured. “Thank you for making me feel like this. I’ve never come so hard in my life.”

I smiled. “What can I say, I try.”

Then we both fell into a pile of giggles, delighted and frustrated and at peace.


Chapter 5: The Edge of Control (Saturday - Weekend Intensification)

I padded barefoot into the kitchen, still in nothing but soft gray boxer briefs that did nothing to hide the obscene bulge of the cage. The sight that greeted me stopped me dead in the doorway.

Sienna stood at the stove in the tiniest silk camisole I’d ever seen, pale peach and so sheer it was practically transparent in the morning light. The thin straps barely clung to her shoulders, and the neckline plunged low enough to show the gentle inner curves of her small perky tits, nipples already dark pink and pebbled from the cool air.

The hem skimmed the very tops of her thighs, leaving her long golden legs bare all the way down to her perfect delicate feet. Her toenails were still that deep midnight blue, high arches curving gracefully as she shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Her huge juicy ass peeked out beneath the silk every time she reached for something on the higher shelf, cheeks round and firm, the faint outline of a black lace thong visible when she bent forward to check the eggs.

She glanced over her shoulder and caught me staring. Her lips curved into a slow, wicked smile.

“Morning, baby,” she purred. “Like the view?”

I swallowed hard. “You’re going to kill me before noon.”

She laughed softly and turned fully toward me, leaning back against the counter so the camisole rode up just enough to show the black lace hugging her pussy. The fabric was already damp at the center. “Poor thing. Locked up and leaking for me already?”

She stepped closer, barefoot soles whispering against the tile, and pressed her body to mine. Her small tits brushed my bare chest through the silk, nipples dragging like little points of fire. One long leg slid between mine, thigh pressing firmly against the steel cage. The contact made me hiss; the bars shifted slightly, letting me feel the heat of her skin but offering nothing more than cruel teasing friction.

“Look at you,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “So hard already. So desperate. Your balls must be so full and achy. I can practically feel them throbbing against my thigh.”

She was right. The pressure was relentless, a deep, heavy ache that radiated up into my stomach. My cock pulsed uselessly inside the cage, pressing against the thin bars until the skin between them bulged slightly, every vein standing out in frustrated relief.

She reached down and gave the cage a gentle shake. The metal clinked softly. Precum welled up instantly, dripping in a slow, thick strand that clung to the bars.

“So messy,” she whispered. “All this precum just because I’m standing here half-naked making breakfast. Imagine how much worse it’s going to get.”

She turned back to the stove, hips swaying deliberately, ass cheeks flexing beneath the silk. I watched, helpless, as she plated scrambled eggs and toast, then carried everything to the small table. When she bent to set the plates down, the camisole rode up completely, showing the full round perfection of her ass framed by black lace. My cock jerked hard inside its prison, the head slamming against the slit in a futile bid for freedom.

We ate in charged silence, her bare foot sliding up my calf under the table, toes curling possessively against my skin. Every time I shifted, the cage reminded me who was in control.

The afternoon found us tangled on the couch, lazy and warm from the sun streaming through the windows. Sienna had changed into an oversized cashmere sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the smooth line of her collarbone and the upper swell of one small tit. Below, she wore nothing but tiny white cotton panties that hugged her pussy so tightly I could see the faint outline of her lips through the fabric. Her legs were stretched across my lap, perfect feet resting against my thigh, toes flexing idly.

She looked up from her sketchpad. “I want to tell you about ex number seven. The most recent one. The voice-note bastard.”

I set my phone aside and took her hand, lacing our fingers together. “I’m here for you Sienna.”

She exhaled slowly. “His name was Caleb. We were together for eight months. He had this thing for role-play. He’d make me dress up as different characters: naughty librarian, French maid, schoolgirl, whatever fantasy he was in the mood for that week. I’d spend hours picking out outfits, doing my makeup, getting into character because I thought it made him happy. And when we fucked… he never called me Sienna. Never. It was always ‘my little tight hole’ or ‘daddy’s perfect fucktoy.’ He’d pound into me from behind so he could watch my ass bounce, come inside me, then pull out and tell me how good I’d taken it. But he never once asked if I came. Never once went down on me. Never cared if I was shaking or aching or close. My pleasure was just… scenery.”

Her voice cracked on the last word. I squeezed her hand tighter.

“The night he broke up with me, I was at home working late on a collection deadline. My phone buzzed. A voice note from him. Forty-seven seconds. He said he’d met someone new, someone who ‘got’ him better. That I was great, but he needed more excitement. Then he laughed, like it was funny, and ended with, ‘Thanks for the memories, tight hole.’ That was it. No call. No face-to-face. Just a voice note while he was probably already fucking her.”

Rage and sorrow twisted in my chest at the same time. I pulled her into my lap, wrapping my arms around her until she was curled against me, head tucked under my chin.

“He was a coward,” I said quietly. “A selfish, immature asshole.”

She kissed me then, slow and deep, tongue sliding against mine like she was pouring all her gratitude into it. When she pulled back she rested her forehead against mine.

“I want to feel powerful tonight,” she whispered. “I want to take everything I need and watch you give it to me. Will you let me?”

“Always.”

Evening came soft and slow. Sienna lit candles around the bedroom until the space glowed warm amber. She’d changed into a black satin slip that clung to her like a second skin, the thin straps framing her small perky tits, nipples visible as dark points beneath the fabric. The hem barely covered her ass, showing the lower curves every time she moved. Her long legs looked endless, bare feet silent on the hardwood as she guided me to the bed.

“Lie back,” she said softly.

I obeyed. She straddled my hips, careful not to press too hard on the cage, then reached for the bottle of warm massage oil on the nightstand. The scent of jasmine and vanilla filled the air as she poured a generous amount into her palms.

She started at my chest, hands gliding slow and deliberate over my pecs, thumbs brushing my nipples until I shivered. Then lower, over my stomach, tracing the lines of muscle with slick fingers. When she reached the cage she paused, eyes locked on mine.

“Look at how swollen you are,” she murmured. “Your poor cock pressing so hard against those bars. Your balls so full and tight. All because you’re giving me control.”

She drizzled more oil directly onto the steel, letting it run down the bars and coat my trapped shaft. Then she wrapped her fingers around the cage and began to stroke—slow, twisting pulls that shifted the metal against my sensitive skin. The bars rubbed lightly along the underside, teasing without ever giving real friction. Precum welled up in thick drops, mixing with the oil until everything was slick and glistening.

I groaned, hips jerking. “Sienna… fuck.”

“Not yet,” she whispered. “You don’t come. You just feel.”

She kept the rhythm agonizingly slow, edging me closer and closer until my breathing turned ragged, balls drawing impossibly tighter, cock throbbing violently against its prison. Then she stopped, hands moving to her own body instead.

She slipped the straps of the slip down her shoulders, letting the satin pool at her waist. Her small tits were bare now, nipples dark and erect. She poured oil over them, massaging slow circles, pinching lightly until she moaned. One hand slid between her legs, pushing the satin aside to reveal her pussy, already swollen and wet.

She straddled my face, lowering herself until her clit brushed my lips. “Taste me while I touch myself.”

I licked eagerly, tongue flat and broad, circling her clit while she rocked against my mouth. Her fingers worked faster, sliding inside herself, then back to her clit. She edged herself the same way she edged me—bringing herself close, thighs trembling, then slowing, denying her own release to draw it out.

Her moans grew louder, breathier. “You’re so good, baby. So perfect. Letting me use your mouth while your cock aches for me.”

When she finally let herself come it was quiet and shattering. She ground down hard, flooding my mouth with her release, body shaking as wave after wave rolled through her. She trembled through the aftershocks, then slid down to curl against my side, slick and sated.

I was still rock-hard in the cage, cock pressing painfully against the bars, balls throbbing with unspent need. Precum leaked steadily, pooling on my stomach.

She kissed my jaw, soft and tender. “You gave me everything tonight. Thank you.”

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. “I’d give you anything.”

She smiled against my neck. “I know. And tomorrow… we go even further.”

Her bare foot slid up my calf, toes curling possessively. The cage throbbed in useless protest, but with her warm and safe in my arms, I felt something stronger than frustration.

I felt loved.


Chapter 6: Power Shift

Sunday morning felt different. The apartment was quiet except for the low hum of the radiator and the occasional honk drifting up from the street below.

No auditions for me today, no fittings or deadlines for Sienna. Just us, floating in the soft gray February light that filtered through the sheer curtains.

Five days in the cage had turned my body into a live wire of constant, low-grade want. My cock pressed relentlessly against the thin steel bars, swollen and flushed, the head trapped behind that narrow slit and leaking thick, steady drops of precum that had nowhere to go.

I could feel the frustration building like pressure behind my eyes, making every breath feel shallow and hungry.

Sienna padded out of her bedroom around noon wearing the kind of outfit that made rational thought evaporate.

“Holy fuck,” I whispered at the sight of her.

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” she beamed, and gave a little twirl.

A tiny black satin camisole clung to her torso like liquid night, the thin straps slipping off one golden shoulder to reveal the smooth curve where neck met collarbone. The hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, leaving her long legs bare and endless. Beneath it she wore matching black satin shorts that hugged the outrageous swell of her huge juicy ass, the fabric so thin I could see the faint shadow of her thong underneath when she moved. Her small perky tits pushed against the satin, nipples dark and stiff, tenting the material with every breath. Her blonde hair was loose and sleep-mussed, falling in soft waves down her back. And her feet. God, her perfect delicate feet were bare, high arches curving gracefully, midnight-blue toenails catching the light as she flexed her toes against the hardwood.

She caught me staring from the couch and smiled, slow and knowing. “You look tense, baby. Stiff neck?”

I rolled my shoulders, trying to play it off. “Yeah. Slept weird.”

She crossed the room in three graceful strides and climbed onto the couch behind me, straddling my hips from the back so her satin-covered pussy pressed lightly against my lower spine. The heat of her made my trapped cock jump uselessly inside the cage. She slid her hands up under my T-shirt, palms warm and sure against my skin.

“Let me take care of my good boy,” she murmured, lips brushing the shell of my ear. “I need you in top shape for what I have planned later.”

Her fingers dug into the tight muscles of my shoulders, kneading with perfect pressure. I groaned, head dropping forward as she worked the knots loose. Every circle of her thumbs sent fresh blood rushing south, making the steel bars feel tighter, my swollen shaft throbbing harder against them. Precum welled up in another thick bead, trapped and smeared inside the cage until the head felt hypersensitive and slick.

She leaned forward, small tits pressing softly against my back through the satin. Her lips found the side of my neck, soft at first, then firmer. She sucked gently, then harder, marking me with slow, deliberate hickeys that bloomed hot and red down the column of my throat. Each pull of her mouth made my cock pulse violently, balls aching so deep I had to bite my lip to keep from whimpering.

“Remember spring break junior year?” she whispered between kisses, tongue flicking over a fresh bruise. “That beach bar in Miami. Some drunk asshole whistled at me when I walked by in that red bikini, called me ‘sweet cheeks.’ You didn’t even hesitate. Just shoved him straight into the pool, clothes and all. He came up sputtering and we ran like hell, laughing so hard we could barely breathe. We hid behind that palm tree until security gave up, then you bought me a mango margarita and told me I was worth defending.”

I smiled at the memory, even as her hands slid lower, thumbs pressing into the small of my back. “I’d do it again. Every time.”

She kissed the last hickey into place, then climbed off me and stood. “Wait here.”

She disappeared into her bedroom. When she returned a few minutes later my breath caught hard in my chest.

She’d changed into a black lace bra that was more suggestion than coverage, the sheer cups letting her small perky tits show through completely, dark pink nipples stiff and visible. The matching thong was a thin strip of lace that disappeared between the lush cheeks of her ass, framing the generous curves perfectly. Her long legs looked even longer in the low light, calves flexing as she walked toward me barefoot. Those perfect feet padded silently across the floor, toes curling slightly against the cool wood.

She stopped in front of me, hands on her hips. “Now you help me out, yeah?”

I nodded, throat too tight for words.

She sank onto the couch, legs spread wide, and crooked a finger. I dropped to my knees between her thighs without hesitation. The scent of her arousal hit me immediately, sweet and heady. I started at her feet again because I couldn’t help myself. I lifted one perfect foot, kissed the high arch, sucked gently on each long toe until she sighed and flexed them in my mouth. My cock throbbed miserably in its prison, pressing so hard against the bars that the skin between them bulged, every futile pulse sending fresh precum leaking out.

I worked my way up her calves, kissing the smooth muscle, tracing the delicate line of her shins with my tongue. When I reached her inner thighs I breathed hot against her skin, making her shiver. She hooked one leg over my shoulder, heel resting against my back, toes curling against my spine.

“Worship me,” she said softly. “Every inch.”

I did. I kissed the crease where thigh met hip, nuzzled the lace-covered mound of her pussy, then hooked my fingers in the thin straps and tugged the thong aside. She was soaked, folds swollen and glistening, clit peeking out dark and needy. I licked a slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, savoring the way she gasped and arched. My hands slid up to cup her small tits through the lace, thumbs circling her nipples until they were rock-hard peaks.

She moaned, fingers threading through my hair. “Yes, baby. Just like that. Make me feel good.”

I sucked her clit gently, then harder, flicking with the tip of my tongue while two fingers slid inside her, curling to find that perfect spot. She rocked against my mouth, hips rolling in slow, greedy circles. Her small tits bounced lightly with each movement, nipples straining against the sheer black lace. I reached up and tugged the cups down, freeing them completely so I could pinch and roll the stiff peaks between my fingers.

Her breathing turned ragged. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

I didn’t. I licked and sucked and fingered her until her thighs trembled around my head, until her moans turned sharp and desperate. When she came it was loud and shuddering, pussy clenching hard around my fingers, wetness flooding my mouth and chin. She cried out my name, back arching off the couch, small tits heaving as she rode the waves.

I kept my mouth on her through the aftershocks, lapping softly until she pushed me away with a breathless laugh. “Too much. Come here.”

She pulled me up onto the couch beside her, kissed me deep, tasting herself on my tongue. Then she curled into my side, head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine. Her bare foot slid up my calf, toes curling possessively against my skin.

“I feel… powerful,” she said quietly after a long moment. “Like I’m finally taking back what they took from me. Every time you kneel for me, every time you deny yourself just to make me come, it heals something. You’re showing me I deserve pleasure. I deserve control. I deserve to be worshipped without having to beg or perform or dress up like someone else’s fantasy. This dynamic… it’s healing me, Alex. And it’s because of you.”

My heart squeezed so hard it hurt. I wrapped my arms around her tighter, ignoring the frantic throb of my locked cock, the swollen ache in my balls that felt like it might never ease. “You deserve everything, Sienna. Always have. I’m just glad I get to be the one reminding you.”

She lifted her head, gray eyes shining. “Next week is going to be even more intense. I have ideas. Toys. Positions. Maybe even letting you feel how wet I get when I edge you for hours. But we’ll go slow. Always slow. Always safe.”

I kissed her forehead. “I trust you.”

She smiled, soft and real. “Good. Because I trust you too.”

We stayed like that for a while, tangled and warm, until our stomachs growled in unison. She laughed against my neck.

“Pizza?” she asked.

“Pizza,” I agreed.

We ordered from the place on the corner that knows our usual by heart: extra cheese, pepperoni, mushrooms, and a side of garlic knots. While we waited she pulled on one of my old hoodies over her lingerie, the hem hitting mid-thigh, sleeves swallowing her hands. She looked impossibly cute and impossibly sexy at the same time.

We picked an old movie we’d watched a hundred times in college: When Harry Met Sally. She curled against me on the couch, head on my shoulder, bare legs draped over my lap. Her perfect feet rested against my thigh, toes flexing lazily every time Meg Ryan delivered a line we both loved.

Halfway through the pizza she looked up at me, cheese string dangling from her lip, and grinned. “I love this. Us. Right now.”

I leaned down and kissed the corner of her mouth, stealing the cheese and tasting tomato sauce and her. “Me too.”

The cage throbbed between us, a constant reminder of my surrender, my need, my devotion. But with her laughter in my ear, her warmth against my side, her delicate foot curled against my leg like she never wanted to let go… the ache felt almost sweet.


Chapter 7: Her Pleasure

Monday evening settled over the apartment like velvet.

The city lights flickered on outside the windows, casting soft gold across the living room floor. Five days of denial had turned my body into a furnace of constant, pulsing need. The snug steel cage felt heavier than ever, the thick ring biting into the base of my cock and balls, keeping everything swollen and trapped. The thin vertical bars let my shaft press outward in desperate, futile throbs, the flushed head mashed against the narrow slit at the tip, smearing thick ropes of precum that had nowhere to go. My balls were so full they ached with every heartbeat, drawn tight and heavy, a deep, throbbing pressure that made my thighs tremble when I walked.

I was horny beyond reason, leaking constantly, mind fogged with the single, aching want to come.

And Sienna knew it.

She emerged from her bedroom barefoot, wearing a tiny black pleated miniskirt that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs and a cropped white tee that clung to her small perky tits like a second skin. The thin cotton stretched tight across her chest, her dark pink nipples stiff and clearly visible through the fabric, poking out in perfect little points. The skirt rode up with every step, flashing the lower curves of her huge juicy ass and the thin black thong disappearing between her cheeks. Her long golden legs looked endless, calves flexing gracefully, perfect delicate feet padding silently across the hardwood, high arches curving, midnight-blue toenails catching the lamplight. She looked like sin wrapped in casual confidence.

She stopped in front of me on the couch, hands on her hips, lips curved in that slow, wicked smile that always made my locked cock jump.

“End of week one, baby,” she said softly. “Time for your reward….kinda.”

She straddled my lap without warning, satin thong pressing hot against the steel cage. The heat of her pussy radiated through the thin layers, making me groan. She leaned in, kissed me deep and slow, tongue sliding against mine while her small tits brushed my chest. Then she reached between us, fingers deftly working the small brass padlock.

The click of it opening echoed in my skull.

She eased the cage off inch by torturous inch. The sudden freedom made my cock spring upward, flushed dark red, veins standing out, head glistening with days of trapped precum. It bobbed helplessly in the cool air, so hard it hurt, balls swollen and heavy below.

“Look at this pretty cock,” she purred, wrapping her warm fingers around the shaft. “So desperate. So hungry for my lovely tight cunt.”

She began to stroke, slow and deliberate, slicking the length with my own precum. Her grip was perfect, twisting lightly at the head, thumb circling the sensitive slit until my hips jerked. Pleasure coiled tight and fast in my gut.

“Over the years I did so many things for men,” she murmured, voice low and velvet. “I let them fuck my ass because they begged for it, stretched me open while they groaned about how tight I was. I let them face-fuck me until my mascara ran and my throat ached, swallowing every drop like a good little slut. I dressed up in whatever costume they wanted, called them daddy, spread my legs on command. I was their perfect toy. Always giving. Never asking. Never coming unless I did it myself after they rolled over and snored.”

Her hand sped up, stroking faster, bringing me right to the edge. My balls drew impossibly tighter, pleasure spiking sharp and bright.

“Sienna, please let me…” I gasped her name, hips bucking.

She stopped. Completely. Fingers loose around the base, letting the throbbing ache build without relief.

“But now,” she whispered against my lips, “your cock is mine to control. Your orgasms belong to me. You don’t come until I say. And tonight… you don’t come at all.”

She edged me three more times. Slow strokes, then fast, twisting pulls, thumb pressing just under the head until my vision blurred and my thighs shook. Each time she brought me to the brink she pulled away, smiling as I whimpered, balls aching so deep I thought I might cry. Precum poured from the tip in thick strands, dripping onto her fingers, onto my stomach.

Finally she slid off my lap, stood, and peeled the miniskirt and crop tee away. Naked except for the black thong, she pushed me flat on my back on the couch, then straddled my face.

“Make me come, baby,” she ordered. “Show me how much better you are than any of them.”

I gripped her thighs, pulled her down until her pussy covered my mouth. She was soaked, folds swollen and slick, clit hard against my tongue. I licked slow at first, savoring her taste, then faster, circling her clit, sucking gently. My hands slid up to cup her small perky tits, pinching her nipples until she moaned and ground harder against my face.

She rocked faster, breath hitching. “Yes… fuck, Alex… right there… don’t stop…”

I didn’t. I sucked her clit hard, tongue flicking relentlessly, fingers digging into the lush flesh of her ass. Her thighs trembled around my head. When she came it was explosive. She cried out, body shuddering, pussy pulsing against my mouth as she flooded me with her release. Wetness coated my chin, my cheeks, my lips. She rode the waves, grinding down until every tremor faded, then collapsed forward, bracing her hands on the armrest, small tits heaving.

She slid down my body, kissed me deep, tasting herself on my tongue. Then she reached for the cage.

“Oh god,” I rasped, voice wrecked. “Please…”

She smiled, soft and firm. “No cumming tonight. You stay locked for me. You stay desperate. You stay utterly within my control.”

She fitted the steel back on, sliding the ring around my still-throbbing cock and balls, easing the cage over my aching shaft. The bars pressed immediately, trapping me again in that cruel, teasing confinement. The padlock clicked shut.

She curled against my side, head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine. Her bare foot slid up my calf, toes curling possessively against my skin.

“This week changed everything,” she whispered. “I feel… powerful. Desired. Safe. You gave me that. You let me take control and you never made me feel small for wanting it. This fake February thing… it’s starting to feel very real.”

I wrapped my arms around her, ignoring the frantic throb in the cage, the swollen ache in my balls. “It feels real to me too.”

She kissed my jaw, then my lips, slow and sweet. “Next week we go deeper. More toys. More denial. More of you worshipping me. But right now… lets just lay here.”

So we held hands and stared at the ceiling, each of us wondering what would happen when february ended.

And so fucking excited to see what happened in the meantime.


Act 2


Chapter One: You Don’t Mind If They’re Small, Do You?

I sat across from Sienna at the small wrought-iron table in the heated outdoor patio of our favorite West Village café and tried not to stare at her chest.

That just made the cage feel even tighter…

It seemed so crazy that our friendship had taken this turn. The city hummed around us as everyone else got on with their lives. There were taxis honking, pedestrians bundled against the wind, steam curling from the grates, but right here it felt like the world had shrunk to just the two of us, me and Sienna, her laughter low and warm.

And Sienna?

As usual, my best friend looked devastating.

Her blonde hair caught the late-afternoon sun like spun gold, loose waves spilling over her shoulders and brushing the tops of her small perky tits. She wore this cream-colored top that was making me dumb. Ever so slightly sheer, the fabric was just translucent enough that when the light hit her at the right angle I could see the dark pink of her nipples, stiff from the chill that seeped through even with the heaters.

They pressed against the material tantalizingly, begging to be noticed, and God, I noticed.

My cock gave a helpless throb inside the steel cage, the thin bars biting into swollen flesh as I tried and failed to get fully hard.

After a full week locked, my balls felt impossibly heavy, drawn tight and aching with every shift in my seat, precum already leaking steadily against the cold metal slit at the tip.

Every pulse reminded me who owned this frustration now.

Sienna’s beautiful gray eyes sparkled as she sipped her latte, full lips leaving a faint pink gloss print on the rim of the cup. Small silver hoop earrings glinted when she tilted her head, catching the light and drawing my gaze to the elegant line of her neck. Those lips curved into the smile that had been undoing me since college.

And below the table her long legs were crossed, one bare foot (she’d kicked off her ankle boots under the table) resting lightly against my shin, midnight-blue toenails flexing lazily against my jeans. The contact was innocent enough to anyone watching, but it sent fresh heat straight to my trapped cock.

And I’m sure she knew that.

Very little got past Sienna.

Week one had worked. More than worked. Sienna carried herself a little differently now; shoulders back, chin up, that old confident spark flaring brighter every day.

She laughed easier, touched me more freely, looked at me like I was the only man in the room who mattered. And every time she came on my tongue or ground against the cage until she shuddered, I felt something shift between us.

The “fake relationship” label was starting to feel thin.

But it still had it’s deadline.

By the end of February she would break up with me, a symbol of her taking back her power as a woman.

But that didn’t mean we couldn’t have fun in the mean time.

She set her cup down and leaned forward, elbows on the table, small tits pressing softly against the edge so the sheer fabric stretched tighter over her nipples.

“I’ve been thinking about last week,” she said quietly. “About how good it felt to take control. To feel desired instead of used. But there’s still… stuff. From before. From all of the shitty exes, do you mind if I vent a little more?”

“We once spent 12 hours on the runway together and I watched you vomit in your handbag, twice,” I reached across and covered her hand with mine. “You know you can tell me anything.”

She exhaled, thumb brushing over my knuckles. “They humiliated me, Alex. Not always on purpose, but it still cut. Ex number one, remember him? He used to mock my tits whenever we were naked. Called them ‘embarrassing’ or ‘cute but small,’ like they were a flaw he was generously overlooking. He’d ask, half-joking, half-serious, if I’d ever consider a boob job. Said it would make me ‘perfect.’ I laughed it off because I didn’t want to seem insecure, but every time he said it I felt smaller. Literally. Like my body was something to apologize for.”

Her voice stayed steady, but I saw the flicker of old hurt in her eyes.

My chest tightened.

“He was an idiot,” I said softly. “Your tits are perfect. They’re you. High, perky, sensitive. The way they fit in my hands, the way your nipples harden when I breathe on them… there’s nothing embarrassing about them. Nothing.”

She smiled, small and real. “I know that now. Because of you. But back then it stuck. And the others weren’t much better. They’d objectify parts of me—my ass, my mouth, whatever—and never once made me feel like the whole package was enough. So I’ve been thinking… maybe I need to flip the script. For catharsis. Use a little gentle humiliation on you, the way they used it on me, but consensual. Obviously, ha. So I can feel the power instead of the shame.”

My pulse kicked up. The cage felt tighter suddenly, my swollen cock pressing hard against the bars, balls throbbing with that deep, frustrated ache I was starting to crave.

“What kind of humiliation?” I asked, voice rough.

“Nothing cruel. Just… making you admit things. Worship me while I tease you about how desperate you are. Maybe some light verbal stuff, calling you my good boy who’s so pathetic for my tits, my ass, my feet. Making you beg a little. But only if you want it. Safeword’s still Tunamelt. Always.”

I swallowed. “Woah, you’ve really thought about this.”

She smiled but nodded seriously. “I have.”

The idea sent a shiver down my spine—half nerves, half raw want. “I trust you. And honestly? The thought of you taking that power back… using me to heal… it turns me on. A lot.”

Her eyes softened. “You’re sure?”

“I’m sure.”

She leaned across the table and kissed me, slow and deep, right there in the open where anyone could see. Her lips tasted like vanilla latte and a promise of something more.

When she pulled back she rested her forehead against mine.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “You’re the only one I’d ever trust with this kind of vulnerability. The only one who’s ever made me feel safe enough to want it.”

We stayed like that a long moment, breathing each other in, until the server cleared his throat politely with the check.

Back at the apartment the sun was dipping low, painting the brick walls in warm amber.

Sienna locked the door behind us, then turned with a small, blushing smile.

“Strip,” she said softly. “Let me see you.”

I obeyed, peeling off my sweater, jeans, boxers. Until it was just me.

And a chastity cage, of course.

She stepped back, eyes roaming over me, lingering on the steel prison between my legs. “Look at you. Already leaking again. So horny after just one week. Your poor swollen balls must ache so much.”

I groaned. “They really do.”

She bit her lip, cheeks pinking. “Um… do you like my tits? Really?”

I met her eyes, voice thick with want and embarrassment over finally admitting this. “I’ve always loved them. They’re perfect. Small, perky, so sensitive. The way they sit high on your chest, the way your nipples get so hard when you’re turned on. They’re beautiful. You’re beautiful.”

She swallowed, then tugged the sheer top over her head in one slow motion. Her small tits bounced free, nipples already stiff and dark pink, begging for attention.

“Show me,” she whispered. “Worship them. Tell me everything you love while you do it.”

I dropped to my knees in front of her. She stood over me, skirt still on, legs slightly parted. I started by kissing the soft underside of one breast, lips brushing the warm skin, then dragging my tongue up to circle her nipple without touching it yet. She shivered.

“They’re so responsive,” I murmured against her. “Look how hard your nipples get just from my breath. Perfect little peaks. I love how they almost seem to darken when you’re aroused, how sensitive they are. I could spend hours just teasing them.”

I sucked one nipple into my mouth, gentle at first, then firmer, tongue flicking over the stiff bud.

“Oh yeah, that feels nice,” She moaned, fingers threading through my hair. I moved to the other, lavishing it with the same slow attention—sucking, licking, grazing with my teeth just enough to make her gasp.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I breathed. “Not too big, not too small. They fit my hands exactly. I love how they feel when you press them against my chest, how your nipples drag over my skin. I love how they bounce when you ride my face. God, Sienna, your tits are everything.”

She reached down, pushed her skirt up, and slipped her fingers beneath the black thong. I heard the soft wet sound of her playing with her clit while I worshipped. Her breathing turned ragged.

“Keep going,” she panted. “Tell me more.”

I cupped both breasts, thumbs circling her nipples in slow spirals. “I love how they feel in my mouth. How your whole body arches when I suck hard. How you whimper when I bite just a little. They’re so sensitive, so responsive to me. No one else gets to see them like this. No one else gets to make them this hard.”

She moaned louder, fingers moving faster between her legs. The sun had almost set now, the room glowing soft orange, shadows stretching long across the floor.

I sucked harder, alternating between her nipples, lavishing them with praise between each pull. Mind fumbling with lust I just began throwing out words. “Perfect. Beautiful. Mine to worship. Yours to command.”

Not very original but I was so horny it was the best I could do.

Her thighs trembled.

She cried out, low and broken, hips jerking as she came on her own fingers, wetness slicking her thighs. She shuddered through it, small tits heaving, nipples glistening from my mouth.

When she finally caught her breath she pulled me up, kissed me deep, tasting of coffee and desire. Then she curled against my chest, still half-naked, my locked cock throbbing uselessly between us.

“This week’s going to be intense,” she whispered against my neck. “But I feel… ready. Because of you.”

I held her tight, swollen balls aching, cock pressing painfully against the bars, precum dripping in slow frustration. “I’m ready too.”

The sun slipped below the skyline. The city lights blinked on.

Week two had begun.


Chapter Two: You Look Good In Heels

I woke up Tuesday morning with the familiar, relentless ache between my legs.

The steel cage had become part of me now, the thick ring snug at the base of my cock and balls, the thin vertical bars letting swollen flesh press outward in frustrated stripes but offering no real relief.

My aching cock strained hard against the confines, the head mashed painfully against the narrow slit at the tip, leaking thick, steady precum that smeared inside the metal with every useless throb. My balls felt impossibly full, heavy and drawn tight, pulsing with that deep, horny frustration that had settled into my bones after more than a week locked. Every shift of my hips made the cage clank softly against my thighs, a quiet reminder that my pleasure belonged to her.

I padded barefoot into the living room, still naked except for the gleaming steel prison between my legs. The morning light slanted through the blinds, catching on Sienna where she sat curled on the couch in a soft gray oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the smooth golden curve where neck met collarbone.

Below that she wore fitted black leather trousers that hugged her long legs like a second skin, the material gleaming faintly as she shifted, and heavy black combat boots laced halfway up her calves. Her blonde hair was loose, spilling over the back of the couch in honey waves. She held a thick paperback in her lap, the cover reading something about female objectification and the politics of lingerie. Her gray eyes flicked up when I entered, lips curving into that slow, knowing smile that always made my trapped cock jump.

“Morning, pretty boy. Coffee’s on the burner, sweetie. Help yourself.”

Her voice was warm honey, casual, like we were just roommates discussing the day.

But the way her gaze dropped to the cage, lingering on the way my swollen shaft pressed against the bars, made heat crawl up my neck.

I poured myself a mug, feeling every step make the steel shift, my balls aching deeper with the motion. When I turned back she patted the cushion beside her.

“Sit. Tell me what you think about this.”

She held up the book.

I glanced at the title: something academic about how women’s underwear is designed to sexualize and submissive-ize the wearer.

I shrugged, sipping my coffee. “I dunno, babe. I’m an actor, not a philosopher.”

She giggled, the sound bright and delighted, and set the book aside. “Cheeky. For that, you can be my test subject. Let’s have a little experiment.”

My pulse kicked up. “What kind?”

She stood, graceful and commanding even in those heavy boots, and crooked a finger. “Follow me.”

In her bedroom she opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a pair of sheer black lace panties—high-cut, delicate, the kind that would ride up between her ass cheeks. Then she reached into her closet and retrieved a pair of strappy black stilettos, four inches at least.

I was almost salivating at the thought of seeing her get out of all her clothes and put those on.

“Put these on,” she said softly. “Panties first.”

I swallowed hard.

My cock throbbed violently in the cage as I stepped into the lace. The fabric was impossibly soft against my skin, stretching tight over my hips, the front panel barely containing the steel bulge. The back disappeared between my ass cheeks, the lace wedging snugly, making me feel exposed, vulnerable, objectified in a way that sent fresh precum dripping inside the cage. Then the heels. I slipped my feet in, wobbling as the height forced my posture upright, ass pushed out, calves flexed. The straps bit lightly into my skin.

Sienna stepped back, fully clothed in her leather trousers, boots, and sweater, while I stood there in nothing but lace panties, stilettos, and the gleaming chastity cage.

“Look at you,” she murmured, circling me slowly. “Nice ass, sweet cheeks. So round and perky in my panties. Smile more, baby. You look adorable when you’re blushing.”

Heat flooded my face. My cock pressed harder against the bars, swollen and leaking, balls aching so deep I had to bite my lip.

“Cute little nipples too,” she continued, reaching out to flick one lightly. I gasped. “They’re so hard already. You like being dressed up for me, don’t you? My pretty test subject in heels and lace.”

“Yes,” I rasped.

She smiled, pleased. “Good girl. Now do some chores. Vacuum the living room. Dust the shelves. Make the bed. I want to watch you move in those heels, ass swaying, panties riding up. Feel how exposed you are. How objectified. It’ll make me happy.”

I obeyed. Every step in the stilettos was precarious, forcing my hips to sway, the lace wedging deeper between my cheeks. The cage clanked softly with each movement, my swollen cock throbbing uselessly, precum soaking the front of the panties until the lace turned dark and clingy. Sienna sat on the couch, legs crossed, boots gleaming, and watched with hooded eyes.

“Arch your back a little more, sweetie. Push that juicy ass out. Mmm, perfect. You look so good like this. So submissive. So mine.”

The words landed like sparks on dry grass. Humiliation twisted with arousal, making my balls ache harder, my trapped shaft pulse against the bars. I felt ridiculous, exposed, desired.

And God, I loved it.

By late afternoon my calves burned from the heels, my ass sore from the constant wedgie of the lace, my cock so frustrated I could barely think straight. Precum had leaked through the panties, a dark wet spot spreading across the front.

Sienna called me over during a break. “Come here.”

I wobbled to her. She pulled me down beside her on the couch, still in those lethal heels, panties wedged high. We were making dinner—simple pasta, garlic bread—when she bumped her hip against mine at the counter.

“You’re so strong,” I said quietly, watching her chop basil with sure hands. “Not just physically. The way you’re taking all that hurt from your exes and turning it into something powerful. It’s incredible.”

She paused, knife still. Then she set it down, turned, and cupped my face. “You make it easy. You see me. All of me. Not just the parts they wanted.”

She kissed me then, soft and slow, lips parting, tongue brushing mine in a way that felt deeper than any of our play. No teasing, no commands. Just us. Real. My heart squeezed.

When she pulled back her cheeks were flushed. “Thank you for letting me experiment. For trusting me.”

Before I could answer she reached around, hooked a finger in the back of the lace panties, and gave a sharp little wedgie.

“Ow!” I gasped.

The fabric pulled tight against my balls and the base of the cage, making me gasp and arch.

She giggled, bright and wicked. “That’s for being so sweet. Now stay like that. I’m going out to get us dessert. Don’t touch anything. Don’t take anything off. I want you sore and throbbing when I get back.”

She slipped on a leather jacket over her sweater, grabbed her keys, and left with a wink.

I stood there in the kitchen, heels pinching, panties wedged cruelly high, cage throbbing, balls aching with unrelenting need. Precum dripped steadily through the lace. The apartment was quiet except for my ragged breathing.


Chapter 3: Teasing Touches

Wednesday morning hit me like a cold splash of reality.

I woke up already throbbing, the steel cage an unrelenting vice around my cock. After more than a week locked, my shaft felt permanently swollen, pressing desperately against those thin vertical bars in futile stripes of flushed skin.

Sienna had left a small gift on my nightstand before she went to bed: a pair of soft pink lace panties, high-cut and delicate, with a tiny satin bow at the front.

A note in her looping handwriting:

Wear these under your jeans today, panty boy. Text me when they're on. I want proof.

My face burned just reading it.

I'm a guy. Guys don't wear pink lace panties to auditions.

But the humiliation twisted low in my gut, mixing with the ache in my balls until I was already half-hard inside the cage before I even stood up.

I slipped them on in the bathroom, the lace stretching snug over my hips, the front panel barely containing the steel bulge.

The back wedged between my ass cheeks, soft and teasing against my skin. The color was obscene against my thighs—bright, feminine, impossible to ignore if anyone ever saw. I pulled on dark jeans over them, the denim pressing the lace tighter against the cage, every seam rubbing maddeningly against my swollen balls.

I snapped a quick mirror selfie—waistband of the pink lace peeking just above my jeans—and sent it to her.

Her reply came almost instantly.

Sienna: Good morning, my little panty boy. Look how pretty those look hugging your hips. Bet your poor locked cock is already dripping through them. Be a good girl and keep them on all day. No touching. No excuses. Send me updates when you're throbbing real bad for me.

My cock jumped violently against the bars, fresh precum soaking into the lace. I had to lean against the sink and breathe through my nose.

The subway ride was torture. Every jolt made the cage shift, the pink lace tugging at my balls from behind while the front panel clung wetly to the steel. I kept my coat buttoned tight, praying no one noticed the faint outline or the way I shifted every few seconds to ease the pressure.

My swollen balls throbbed deeper with each stop, the constant reminder that I was dressed like this—for her—making me feel exposed even fully clothed.

The audition waiting room was packed with other actors scrolling phones or murmuring lines. I sat in the corner, legs crossed tight, trying to focus on my sides. My phone buzzed.

Sienna: Thinking about you right now, panty boy. Are your cute little nipples hard under that shirt? Is that pretty pink lace soaked from all the precum you're leaking? Bet your ass cheeks feel so ‘awakened’ with the panties wedged up there. Such a good girl for me.

I had to bite my lip to keep from groaning. My cock pressed painfully against the bars, head throbbing, balls aching so badly I could feel it in my thighs. Another text.

Sienna: When you get a callback, remember who owns that desperate little cock. It's mine. My sweet lingerie model.

I barely made it through my read. The casting director smiled, said "great energy, you really understood the desperation of the character, expect an email soon" but all I could think about was getting home to her.

The apartment smelled like jasmine incense and fresh laundry when I walked in that evening.

“Holy shit,” I muttered.

Sienna was on the couch, legs spread wide, one hand slipped inside her black cotton panties. The fabric was dark at the crotch, damp from her fingers circling her clit through the material. Her small perky tits heaved under a thin white tank top, nipples stiff and dark pink against the cotton. Her huge juicy ass lifted slightly off the cushion as she rocked into her own touch, blonde hair spilling over the backrest, gray eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

She froze when she saw me, cheeks flushing bright red.

"Oh God," she breathed, yanking her hand free. "I didn't hear you come in."

I dropped my bag, eyes locked on the wet spot on her panties, on the way her thighs trembled. "Don't stop on my account."

She bit her lip, embarrassed but not hiding. "I... I like it through the panties. The friction. The way the fabric drags over my clit. Makes me feel... naughty. Like I'm teasing myself."

My cock throbbed so hard the bars bit into swollen flesh. Precum leaked steadily through the pink lace under my jeans.

She tilted her head. "You try."

She patted the cushion beside her.

I shrugged. “You’re the boss.”

“I am, amn’t I?” she grinned. “Okay, I wanna see that sexy body too! Strip, bitch.”

Grinning, I stripped down to just the pink panties and cage, the lace soaked dark at the front, clinging transparently to the steel. My swollen balls bulged against the thin fabric, aching visibly. She reached into the side table drawer and pulled out her slim silver vibrator, the one with the soft silicone head.

"Put your naughty hands behind your back," she ordered softly.

I obeyed.

“Good girl.”

She straddled my lap facing me, her wet cotton panties pressing against the pink lace over my cage. The heat of her cunt radiated through both layers. She switched on the vibrator—low buzz filling the room—and pressed it firmly against the steel bars through the lace.

"Oh fuck," I gasped. The vibration hummed straight through the metal, teasing every trapped inch without mercy. My cock jumped violently, pressing against the bars, head smearing precum into the soaked lace.

"Look at my good panty boy," she purred, rocking the vibrator in slow circles. "So hard and helpless in your pretty pink panties. Such a sweet little lingerie model. Dripping like a desperate girl."

The words hit like sparks. Humiliation flooded me, twisting with raw arousal until my balls ached deeper, swollen and full, throbbing in time with the buzz.

She edged me mercilessly. Slow circles over the head through the lace, then faster drags along the shaft, the vibration making the bars rattle against my sensitive skin. Pleasure coiled tight in my gut, balls drawing impossibly tighter, cock straining so hard I thought the steel might bend.

"You're so close, aren't you?" she whispered, lips brushing my ear. "My little panty slut. My good girl in lace. Begging to come but knowing you can't."

"Please," I panted. "Sienna..."

She stopped. Completely. Lifted the vibrator away. My cock throbbed uselessly, right on the edge, balls aching so badly tears pricked my eyes.

"Not yet," she said softly. "Remember the orgasm gap? All those times my exes came and left me aching? It's important we balance the scales a little. No cummies for my panty bitch today."

She pressed the vibrator back, faster this time, edging me again.

Up to the brink.

“Please, Sienna,” I begged. “Please let me cum.”

“Lol, no,” she giggled.

Stop.

Again.

Stop.

My whole body shook, precum pouring through the lace in thick strands, soaking my thighs.

On the fourth edge she held it there longer, watching my face, then pulled away just as my hips jerked, right before the point of no return.

Not even a ruined orgasm.

Just cruel, perfect denial.

I whimpered, head dropping to her shoulder.

She switched off the vibrator, set it aside, and wrapped her arms around me. "You did so good, baby."

We stayed like that, breathing hard.

Then she slid off my lap, tugged me down onto the couch beside her, and curled into my side. Her tank top rode up, small perky tits pressing softly against my ribs through the cotton. One long leg threw over mine, bare foot sliding up my calf, midnight-blue toes curling against my skin.

"Remember college?" she murmured, voice soft now. "That rooftop party at Jake's place? We were so crazy. Everyone dared us to skinny dip. You grabbed my hand, we ran to the edge of the roof, cannonballed into the pool in front of like thirty people. I screamed the whole way down. You laughed so hard you almost drowned when we hit the water."

I smiled against her hair. "You looked so happy. Hair plastered to your face, grinning like an idiot. We swam to the side and just floated there, naked and freezing, while everyone cheered."

She traced lazy circles on my chest. "You never made me feel stupid for being reckless. You just jumped with me. Every time."

"I'd jump with you again," I said quietly. "Anytime."

She lifted her head, gray eyes shining. "I know. That's why this feels safe. Even when I'm humiliating you, even when I'm edging you until you cry... I know you'd still jump with me."

I kissed her forehead. "Always."

She nestled closer, small tits warm against me, foot curling possessively around my ankle.

The pink lace was still soaked, cage still throbbing, balls still swollen and aching with denied need. But in her arms, with her laughter soft in my ear and our old memories wrapping around us like a blanket, the frustration felt almost sweet.

Almost.


Chapter 4: Caught in the Act

Thursday dragged me through a callback that should have been exciting.

The casting director had called in a room full of women who looked like they belonged on billboards: tall brunettes with legs for days, curvy redheads in tight dresses that hugged every curve, sleek black-haired models whose lips were painted deep crimson and whose eyes tracked every movement like predators sizing up prey.

They read opposite me, bodies close enough that I could smell their perfume—jasmine, vanilla, something spicy—and feel the heat radiating off their skin.

One of them brushed her thigh against mine during a scene transition, deliberate, teasing. Another leaned in so her small, firm tits pressed lightly against my arm while she delivered her line in a husky whisper.

I should have been buzzing.

Instead I sat there with my cock locked in steel, swollen and useless, balls so full they throbbed with every heartbeat. The cage pressed relentlessly against my shaft, thin bars allowing only the most frustrating contact, the head mashed against the narrow slit and leaking thick precum that soaked through the tiny purple thong Sienna had made me wear under my audition slacks that morning.

Every time one of those women smiled at me or laughed at my line, my trapped cock jumped, pressing painfully against the bars, balls aching deeper until I had to shift in my seat and pretend it was nerves.

By the time I got home the frustration had turned into a low-grade fever.

My whole body felt hot, restless. Sienna was out at a late fitting, the apartment quiet except for the distant hum of traffic below.

I stripped down to just the purple thong and my soft gray sleep pants, the lace stretched tight over my hips, the back wedged snug between my ass cheeks, the front panel dark and clingy from hours of precum.

The steel cage bulged obscenely beneath the thin fabric, every throb visible in the dim living-room light.

I collapsed onto the couch, legs spread, hand hovering over my lap. I knew the rules. No touching without permission.

No release without her say-so.

But the ache was unbearable. My swollen balls felt like they might burst, drawn so tight against the ring that every breath sent fresh pulses of need through me.

My cock strained against the bars, head flushed dark and hypersensitive, leaking steadily.

Just a little pressure.

Just through the thong and the cage.

She wouldn't know.

I cupped myself gently at first, palm pressing the steel through the lace.

The vibration of my own heartbeat echoed against the bars. I groaned low in my throat and squeezed a fraction harder, rocking my hips up into my hand.

The lace dragged over the cage, teasing without mercy, the thin fabric shifting against my swollen shaft.

Precum poured out in thick strands, soaking the purple material until it turned almost transparent, clinging to every bar.

My balls ached so deeply I whimpered, hips jerking in tiny, helpless thrusts.

The front door clicked open.

Sienna stepped inside wearing a black leather miniskirt that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, the material hugging the outrageous curves of her huge juicy ass like it had been poured on.

A cropped red silk blouse clung to her torso, the top three buttons undone so her small perky tits were framed by deep V, dark pink nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when she moved.

Her long golden legs ended in strappy black stilettos that made her calves flex with every step, midnight-blue toenails peeking through the open toes. Blonde hair loose and tousled from the wind, full lips glossy, gray eyes widening when she saw me.

"Alex?"

I froze, hand still cupped over the soaked thong, cock throbbing violently against the bars.

She closed the door softly, expression shifting from surprise to something gentler, almost sad. "Baby… what are you doing?"

Shame flooded me, hot and immediate. I pulled my hand away, sitting up straighter. "I… I didn't come. I swear. I was just…"

She crossed the room in three slow steps, heels clicking softly on the hardwood. She stopped in front of me, looking down with those storm-gray eyes that could pin me in place.

"You were trying to get relief," she said quietly. "Without asking. Without permission."

I swallowed hard. My cock gave another helpless throb, precum dripping through the lace onto my thigh. "I'm sorry."

She knelt between my spread legs, hands resting lightly on my knees. Her small tits rose and fell with her breath, nipples stiffening visibly against the red silk. "This isn't about anger, Alex. This is about control. About trust. I need to know you can handle the frustration for me. That you're doing this because you want to give me the power they never let me have."

She reached up and brushed my hair back from my forehead, then leaned in and pressed a tender kiss there, lips soft and lingering.

"I know why you're doing this," she whispered against my skin. "For me. For my happiness. And that means more than you know."

My throat tightened. "I just… the callback today. All those women. Touching me, smiling at me. And I couldn't even get hard the way I wanted to. Couldn't do anything but ache for you. It was too much."

She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. "I get it. But breaking the rules… that needs addressing. Gently. So you learn. So we both feel safe."

She stood, offering her hand. "Strip. Let me see you."

I rose on shaky legs, peeled off the sleep pants. The tiny purple thong was obscene now—dark with precum, clinging transparently to the steel cage, outlining every frustrated throb. My swollen balls bulged against the lace, heavy and aching.

Sienna's gaze dropped. Her lips curved into a slow, pleased grin.

"Look at that," she murmured. "My tiny purple thong hugging your hips so perfectly. Soaking wet from all that desperate leaking. Your poor locked cock pressing so hard against the bars. And those balls… God, they're so full and tight. You really are my sweet little panty boy, aren't you?"

Heat crawled up my neck. My cock jumped at her words, pressing painfully against the steel.

She circled me slowly, one finger tracing the lace along my hip, then dipping lower to cup my swollen balls through the fabric.

I hissed at the contact.

"So sexy," she said softly. "Your body is gorgeous, Alex. Long legs, tight ass, that pretty cock locked up just for me. I love how vulnerable you look right now. How hard you're trying."

She stepped back, gray eyes steady. "But you broke a rule. So tonight there's no relief. No edging even. Just… correction."

She guided me to the bedroom, had me lie face-down on the bed in just the thong. She straddled my lower back, her leather skirt riding up so her huge juicy ass pressed warm against my spine through the thin lace of her own panties. Her small perky tits brushed my shoulders as she leaned down.

"This is for both of us," she whispered. "So you remember who owns your pleasure. So I remember what it feels like to be in control instead of betrayed."

She didn't spank me. Not yet.

Instead she traced slow, feather-light patterns across my back, my ass, the backs of my thighs—teasing touches that made me shiver and arch. Every time my hips lifted instinctively she pressed me back down with her weight, reminding me I wasn't allowed to chase anything.

"Ex number five," she said quietly while her fingers danced over the lace wedged between my cheeks. "He lied about fidelity. Every evening while I was working late, he was fucking my hairdresser in the ass. Told me he was 'working out' or 'grabbing drinks with the guys.' I found out when she sent me a text apologizing. He humiliated me by making me feel stupid for trusting him. By making me question every time he touched me."

Her voice stayed calm, almost detached, like she was finally exhaling something she'd held too long.

"But you… you're honest. Even when you fuck up. Even when you're aching and desperate. You tell me. That matters."

She leaned down, lips brushing my ear. "No coming tonight. No touching. Just feel how much you want it. How much you need to wait for me."

She climbed off, helped me turn over, then curled against my side. Her small tits pressed softly against my ribs through the red silk, one long leg thrown over mine, bare foot sliding up my calf until midnight-blue toes curled possessively against my skin.

“But you need to be punished,” she said wickedly. “And I’m going to be the one to do it.”


Chapter 5: Gentle Discipline

Sienna stood in front of me, still in that black leather miniskirt that hugged her huge juicy ass like it was painted on, the hem riding high enough to show the lower curves when she shifted her weight.

She cupped my chin gently, thumb brushing my lower lip. “This isn’t punishment because I’m angry, baby. It’s correction. Because I need you to learn that your pleasure belongs to me. Because I need to know you’ll wait when I ask you to wait. Twenty spanks. Over my lap. You’ll count them softly. If it’s too much, say Tunamelt. Otherwise, you take it for me. For us.”

I nodded, throat tight. “Yes, ma’am.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, leather skirt riding up her thighs as she patted her lap. “Over.”

I crawled across her knees, ass up, the purple thong wedged high between my cheeks. The lace tugged at my swollen balls with every movement, making me hiss. My caged cock hung heavy between my legs, pressing painfully against the bars, precum dripping in slow strands onto the comforter. She rested one warm hand on the small of my back, the other smoothing over the lace-covered curve of my ass.

“Such a pretty sight,” she murmured. “My sweet panty boy, all dressed up and desperate. This is going to hurt, but it’s going to help you remember who’s in charge.”

The first spank landed firm across my right cheek. The sting bloomed sharp and hot through the thin lace. I gasped.

“One,” I whispered.

She rubbed the spot gently for a second, then delivered the second to the left cheek, harder this time. Fire spread across my skin.

“Two.”

By the fifth my ass was burning, the lace offering almost no protection. Each smack made my cock jump violently in the cage, swollen shaft pressing harder against the bars, balls aching so deep I whimpered between counts. The humiliation twisted with the pain, turning it into something else—something needy and raw. My precum leaked steadily, soaking the thong until it clung wetly to every inch of steel.

“Ten,” I panted, voice cracking. My cheeks were on fire, skin hot and sensitive under her palm.

She paused, fingers tracing slow circles over the reddened flesh. “You’re doing so good, baby. Taking it for me. Look how hard you’re trying not to hump my thigh. Such a good boy.”

The next ten came slower, deliberate. Each one landed with a crisp sound, the sting building into a deep, throbbing heat that radiated straight to my trapped cock. By fifteen I was shaking, ass lifted instinctively toward her hand even as it hurt. My swollen balls felt like they might explode from the pressure, every smack jolting them against the ring. My cock throbbed helplessly against the bars, head so sensitive that the slightest shift of the lace sent sparks through me.

“Twenty,” I gasped at the final one, body trembling.

She helped me up gently, turning me so I sat on her lap facing her. My sore ass pressed against her leather-clad thighs, the sting flaring fresh. She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close so my face tucked into the crook of her neck. Her small perky tits pressed softly against my chest through the red silk, nipples hard little points dragging over my skin.

“You took that so beautifully,” she whispered, kissing my temple. “I’m proud of you.”

She reached for the bottle of aloe lotion on the nightstand, squeezed a generous amount into her palms, and began rubbing it into my burning cheeks. Her hands were cool and soothing, fingers kneading gently, tracing the edges of the purple thong where it dug into my skin. The contrast between the earlier pain and this tenderness made my throat tighten.

“My exes never did aftercare,” she said quietly while she worked. “They’d take what they wanted—my mouth, my ass, my time—and roll over. Or worse, disappear. Never checked if I was okay. Never held me after. You… you let me do this, and you still look at me like I hung the moon.”

I lifted my head, meeting her gray eyes. “Because you did. For me.”

She smiled, small and real, then kissed my forehead again, lingering. “I feel safer with you than I ever have with anyone, Alex. Even when I’m spanking you. Even when I’m denying you. You make me feel powerful and… loved. Really loved.”

My heart squeezed so hard it hurt. I wrapped my arms around her waist, holding her close. “I love you, Sienna. You’re my best friend.”

“Back atcha, gorgeous.”

She exhaled shakily, then kissed me slow and deep, tongue brushing mine in a way that felt like a promise. When she pulled back her cheeks were flushed.

“Come here,” she said softly. “I want to watch TV. And I want my feet worshipped.”

She stretched out on the bed, propped against the pillows, still in her leather miniskirt and red silk blouse. She kicked off the stilettos, revealing those perfect delicate feet—high arches curving gracefully, long toes painted midnight blue, soles pale pink and impossibly soft. She wiggled them invitingly.

I crawled to the foot of the bed, settling between her legs. She turned on the television—some mindless reality show flickering in the background—but her eyes were on me.

I started with the right foot, lifting it gently in both hands. I pressed my lips to the high arch, kissing slow and reverent, tasting the faint salt of her skin after a long day. My tongue traced the curve, dipping into the sensitive hollow beneath her ankle bone. She sighed, toes flexing against my mouth.

“Good panty boy,” she murmured. “Show me how much you love them.”

I sucked each toe in turn, rolling my tongue around the pad, then along the delicate webbing between them. Her foot flexed in my mouth, toes spreading slightly, and I groaned against her skin. The vibration made her shiver. My cock throbbed violently in the cage, swollen shaft pressing painfully against the bars, precum leaking in thick drops through the soaked purple thong. My swollen balls ached so deep I had to shift my hips, the movement only making the lace tug harder.

I moved to the left foot, lavishing it with the same slow devotion—kissing the instep, sucking her big toe deep into my mouth, tongue swirling. Her small perky tits rose and fell faster under the red silk, nipples stiff and dark against the fabric. She watched me through half-lidded eyes, a soft smile playing on her full lips.

I caught her smiling at me—really smiling, warm and tender—and my heart stuttered. Even with my ass still burning, my cock locked and leaking, my balls throbbing with unrelenting need, that smile made everything feel right.

She reached down, fingers threading through my hair, guiding me gently.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered. “My perfect obedient boyfriend.”

I kept worshipping, mouth full of her toes, cock pressing uselessly against the steel bars, balls aching so badly tears pricked my eyes. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. Not when she looked at me like that.

The TV droned on. The city lights flickered outside the window. And I stayed right there, between her legs, mouth on her perfect feet, heart full and body burning with frustrated love.


Chapter 6: Daily Devotion

I woke up Friday morning to the soft gray light filtering through the blinds and the familiar, relentless ache between my legs. The steel cage had been on for twelve days now, and my cock felt permanently swollen, pressing desperately against those thin vertical bars in tight, frustrated stripes of flushed skin. The head was mashed against the narrow slit at the tip, hypersensitive from constant denial, leaking thick, steady precum that had nowhere to go. My balls were so full they throbbed with every heartbeat, heavy and drawn impossibly tight against the thick ring, sending deep, horny pulses up into my stomach that made my thighs tremble even before I moved. Every tiny shift under the sheets made the cage clank softly, a quiet reminder that my pleasure was hers to withhold.

At the foot of the bed sat a neat pink pile: sheer thigh-high stockings with delicate lace tops, a tiny matching thong so small it was more suggestion than coverage, and a soft pink push-up bra with delicate lace cups designed to lift and shape what little there was to lift on a man’s chest. Next to them stood a pair of glossy pink platform heels—five inches at least, with thick straps that would wrap around my ankles and calves. A folded note rested on top in Sienna’s looping handwriting.

Hey cutie,

Dress nice for your boss today. Make her breakfast in bed. Be a good girl.

—S

My face burned instantly. Humiliation crashed over me in a hot wave. I’m a guy. Guys don’t wake up to pink lingerie and platform heels with notes calling them cutie. But my cock jumped violently inside the cage anyway, pressing so hard against the bars that the head throbbed painfully, fresh precum welling up and dripping in a slow strand that clung to the steel. My swollen balls ached deeper, full and tight, begging for something I knew wouldn’t come.

I sat up, heart hammering, and picked up the thong first. The lace was impossibly soft, stretching tight over my hips when I stepped into it. The front panel barely covered the steel bulge, the pink fabric turning sheer where my leaking precum soaked through immediately. The back disappeared between my ass cheeks, wedging snugly, tugging at my swollen balls from behind with every movement. I rolled the stockings up my legs next, the sheer nylon whispering against my skin, lace tops gripping my thighs high enough that they would peek out under anything I wore. The bra came last—I fumbled with the clasp behind my back, the soft cups pushing what little chest I had upward in a ridiculous parody of cleavage, the lace edging tickling my nipples until they hardened into tight points.

The heels were the worst. I slipped my feet in, wobbling as the platforms forced my weight forward, ass pushed out, calves flexed into long, feminine lines. The thick straps buckled around my ankles and calves, glossy pink leather gleaming in the morning light. I stood in front of the full-length mirror on the closet door and stared.

I looked obscene. Ridiculous. Feminine in a way that made my stomach twist with shame. The pink lingerie framed my locked cock like a cruel joke, the steel cage bulging obscenely beneath the tiny thong, precum darkening the lace in a wide wet patch. My ass looked rounder in the high-cut thong, cheeks framed by the lace straps. The stockings made my legs look longer, smoother, more delicate. The bra lifted my chest into soft, pointless mounds, nipples poking through the lace. And those heels—pink, towering, making me mince even standing still.

I was humiliated. Exposed. And so fucking turned on my vision blurred for a second. My swollen balls ached so badly I had to grip the dresser to stay upright, cock throbbing uselessly against the bars, leaking more precum that dripped down my inner thigh.

I took a shaky breath and went to the kitchen.

I made her favorite: scrambled eggs with chives, buttered sourdough toast, fresh strawberries, and black coffee. I balanced the tray carefully in my pink heels, every step a wobbly reminder of how exposed I was, the thong wedging deeper with each movement, the stockings whispering against my thighs.

Sienna was still in bed when I pushed the door open with my hip. She looked like sin wrapped in silk. A sheer black babydoll nightie clung to her body, the lace cups barely containing her small perky tits, dark pink nipples stiff and clearly visible through the translucent fabric. The hem floated high on her thighs, showing the lower curves of her huge juicy ass when she shifted. No panties underneath—I could see the smooth golden skin and the faint shadow between her legs. Her long blonde hair spilled across the pillows, full lips curved in sleepy satisfaction, gray eyes lighting up when she saw me.

“Morning, cutie,” she purred, sitting up so the babydoll slipped off one shoulder, exposing the perfect swell of one small tit. “Look at you. All dressed up for your boss.”

I set the tray across her lap, cheeks burning. She patted the bed beside her.

“Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees beside the bed, pink heels digging into the carpet, stockings taut over my calves, thong wedged high and soaked. My caged cock throbbed visibly beneath the lace, swollen shaft pressing against the bars, precum dripping in slow strands onto the floor.

She ate slowly, scrolling on her phone with one hand, occasionally reaching down to stroke my hair or trace a finger along my jaw.

“You’re going to serve me all day,” she said casually, popping a strawberry between her glossy lips. “Breakfast, coffee refills, foot rubs while I work. Whatever I want. My pretty little lingerie maid in pink. Say it.”

“I’m your pretty little lingerie maid in pink,” I whispered, voice rough with shame and need.

She smiled, pleased. “Good girl.”

The day blurred into a haze of service and humiliation. I refilled her coffee in the heels, wobbling across the apartment, ass swaying, thong tugging at my swollen balls with every step. She had me dust the shelves while she sketched designs on the couch, legs crossed, babydoll riding up to show the full curve of her ass. Every time I bent over she murmured, “Nice view, sweet cheeks. Arch that back more. Let me see how pretty your ass looks in my thong.”

My cock ached constantly, swollen and leaking, balls so full they felt bruised. Precum soaked the pink lace until it clung transparently to the steel bars, outlining every frustrated throb.

By evening she’d changed into a soft oversized hoodie and tiny sleep shorts, still barefoot, perfect feet flexed against the ottoman. We ordered Thai and put on a movie—some old rom-com we’d watched a hundred times in college. I knelt between her legs on the floor while she ate pad see ew from the carton, feeding me bites from her chopsticks like I was her pet.

When the credits rolled she set the carton aside, spread her legs wider, and tugged the sleep shorts aside.

“Come here, baby. Make me come.”

I leaned in, mouth on her pussy, tongue slow and reverent. She tasted sweet and salty, already wet from watching me all day. I licked her clit in gentle circles, sucked softly, then firmer when her hips rocked. Her small perky tits heaved under the hoodie, nipples stiff against the fabric. She moaned low, fingers in my hair, guiding me until she shattered—thighs clamping around my head, wetness flooding my mouth as she cried out my name.

When the aftershocks faded she pulled me up onto her lap, surprising me. I straddled her thighs awkwardly in the heels and lingerie, caged cock pressing uselessly against her stomach through the soaked pink thong. She took my hand in hers, lacing our fingers together, and didn’t let go.

I stared at our joined hands, heart pounding harder than my trapped cock.

“The fake part,” she said quietly, voice soft in the dark room, “feels less fake these days.”

I swallowed. “Yeah. It does.”

She squeezed my hand. “I’m not ready to name it yet. But… I like holding your hand after. I like you here. Like this.”

I leaned my forehead against hers. “Me too.”

She smiled, small and real, then kissed me slow and deep, tongue brushing mine in lazy affection. When she pulled back she guided my head down to her lap again.


Chapter 7: Massage and Surrender

Saturday morning sunlight spilled across the bedroom floor in lazy golden bars, catching on the pink lace panties Sienna had laid out on the dresser the night before. They were even tinier than the purple ones: a delicate rose-pink G-string with a thin satin front panel and a single narrow strap of lace that would disappear completely between my ass cheeks. A small crystal charm dangled from the front waistband like a teasing little jewel. Next to them sat a bottle of warm coconut-vanilla massage oil and a folded note in her familiar handwriting.

Good morning, cutie.

Wear these. Nothing else. I want a massage tonight. Make it good.

—Your boss

My cock gave an immediate, helpless throb inside the steel cage. Twelve days locked had turned my body into a constant furnace of need. The thin vertical bars allowed my swollen shaft to press outward in tight, frustrated ridges, but there was no real friction, no relief. The head stayed mashed against the narrow slit at the tip, hypersensitive and flushed dark, leaking thick precum in slow, steady drops that had nowhere to escape. My balls felt impossibly full, swollen and heavy, drawn so tight against the thick ring that every heartbeat sent a deep, aching pulse straight up into my stomach. The frustration lived under my skin now, making every breath feel shallow and hungry.

I slipped the G-string on. The satin panel barely covered the steel bulge, turning sheer and dark where my leaking precum soaked through instantly. The single lace strap slid between my cheeks, tugging at my swollen balls from behind, wedging snugly enough that every step would remind me how exposed and feminized I was. I stood in front of the mirror, pink lace framing my locked cock like a cruel gift wrap, crystal charm glinting mockingly. My ass looked rounder, cheeks framed by the thin straps. My nipples tightened in the cool air. I looked ridiculous. Vulnerable. And so fucking turned on my vision blurred for a second.

The day passed in a haze of anticipation. Sienna spent most of it in her studio space, sketching a new collection while I did small chores in nothing but the humiliating G-string: folding laundry, wiping counters, refilling her water. Every time I bent over the lace tugged deeper, my swollen balls aching harder, cock pressing painfully against the bars until I had to grip the edge of the sink and breathe through the need.

Evening arrived soft and slow. Sienna emerged from her bedroom in an outfit that stole the air from my lungs. A deep emerald satin slip dress clung to her body like liquid night, the thin straps framing her small perky tits, the neckline plunging low enough to show the gentle inner curves and the faint shadow between them. The hem hit mid-thigh, hugging the generous flare of her hips and the outrageous roundness of her huge juicy ass. When she moved the satin shifted over her skin, whispering softly, outlining every curve. No bra. Her dark pink nipples pressed stiff against the fabric, tenting it in perfect little points. Long golden legs bare except for strappy silver heels that made her calves flex with every step. Blonde hair loose in soft waves, full lips glossy rose, gray eyes sparkling with quiet command.

She stopped in the doorway, hands on her hips, and looked me up and down.

“God, you look pretty in pink,” she murmured. “That little G-string hugging your hips, the crystal dangling right over your poor locked cock. So desperate already. Look how much you’re leaking through the satin.”

My face burned. Precum had darkened the front panel completely, clinging transparently to the steel bars, outlining every frustrated throb. My swollen balls bulged against the lace strap, aching so deep I shifted my weight and whimpered.

She smiled, slow and wicked. “I want a massage. Full body. Oiled. Sensual. Make me feel worshipped.”

She walked to the bed, hips swaying, huge juicy ass flexing beneath the satin. “Lay out the towels first.”

I obeyed, spreading soft white towels across the comforter, smoothing them with shaking hands. The G-string tugged with every bend, lace rubbing against my swollen balls, cock jumping uselessly in its prison.

Sienna stood at the foot of the bed, facing me. She reached up and slipped one thin strap off her shoulder. The satin slid down slowly, revealing the perfect swell of one small perky tit, nipple dark pink and already hard. She let it fall further, the dress pooling at her waist, exposing both tits now—high, firm, responsive. She pinched one nipple lightly, sighing as it stiffened further.

“So sensitive,” she whispered. “Always have been.”

She pushed the dress over her hips. It slid down her long legs in a silken puddle, leaving her in nothing but the silver heels. Her huge juicy ass was bare, round and golden, cheeks flexing as she stepped out of the dress. Between her thighs her pussy was already glistening, folds swollen and pink, clit peeking out from its hood. She kicked off the heels last, standing barefoot, perfect delicate feet with high arches and midnight-blue toes flexing against the hardwood.

“Lie down on your back,” she said. “I want to feel your hands everywhere.”

She stretched out face-down on the towels, head resting on her folded arms, huge juicy ass presented like an offering. I knelt beside her, poured warm coconut-vanilla oil into my palms, and started at her shoulders.

My hands glided over her golden skin, slick and smooth, kneading the tight muscles along her neck and upper back. She sighed, long and low, small perky tits pressed flat against the towel, nipples dragging slightly with each breath. I worked lower, thumbs circling the dip of her spine, then spreading oil across the generous flare of her hips. When I reached her ass I paused, reverent.

“Touch me,” she murmured. “Everywhere.”

I poured more oil directly onto her cheeks, watching it run down the cleft in slow, glistening trails. My hands cupped each lush globe, kneading firmly, thumbs sliding along the crease where thigh met ass. She moaned softly, hips rocking in tiny circles. The scent of coconut and her arousal filled the room, thick and heady.

I moved to her legs, starting at her calves—long, toned, golden—working the oil into the muscle with slow, deep strokes. When I reached her feet I lifted one gently, thumbs pressing into the high arch, fingers tracing the delicate curve. She flexed her toes, midnight-blue nails catching the light.

“God, yes,” she breathed. “Suck them later. Right now keep going.”

I oiled her inner thighs, careful not to touch her pussy yet, letting my fingers brush close enough to make her shiver. She parted her legs wider, ass lifting slightly, inviting.

“Flip over,” I whispered.

She rolled onto her back, small perky tits bouncing lightly, nipples dark and erect. Her pussy glistened in the low lamplight, folds swollen, clit hard and peeking. She looked up at me with half-lidded gray eyes, full lips parted.

“Everywhere,” she repeated.

I started at her collarbones, oiling the elegant line of her neck, then down to her tits. My hands cupped them, thumbs circling her nipples in slow spirals. She arched into my touch, moaning low. I pinched lightly, rolled the stiff peaks between my fingers until she gasped.

“So perfect,” I murmured. “So responsive.”

I worked lower, oiling her stomach, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. When I reached her pussy I hesitated.

“Touch me,” she ordered softly. “Make me feel good.”

I poured oil directly onto her mound, letting it run down her folds. My fingers slid through her slickness, circling her clit without direct pressure, teasing the swollen lips. She rocked against my hand, small tits heaving, nipples tight.

“Inside,” she panted.

I slipped two fingers into her heat, curling them to find that perfect spot while my thumb circled her clit. She moaned louder, hips rolling, one hand sliding down to join mine, rubbing her clit faster.

“That feels so good,” she gasped. “Your hands… so careful… so devoted… fuck, Alex…”

Her thighs trembled. Her small perky tits bounced with each movement. I kept the rhythm steady, fingers curling, thumb pressing, until she shattered—back arching off the bed, pussy clenching hard around my fingers, wetness flooding my hand as she cried out my name. Wave after wave rolled through her, body shaking, small tits heaving, nipples dark and glistening with oil.

When the aftershocks faded she pulled me down beside her, kissed me deep, tasting of coconut and satisfaction.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered against my lips. “Thank you for giving me this.”

I curled against her side, still in the humiliating pink G-string, cock throbbing uselessly against the bars, swollen balls aching with unrelieved need. Precum leaked steadily through the lace, dripping onto the towel. But with her warm weight against me, her breath steady on my neck, her perfect foot draped over my calf… the denial felt like devotion.


Chapter 8: Building Frustration

I woke up Saturday evening to Sienna’s fingers tracing lazy circles on my chest. The room was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the bedside lamp and the city lights bleeding through the half-open blinds. I’d napped in just my loose gray sleep pants after the massage, the pink G-string long discarded but the memory of it still burning under my skin. My cock was already throbbing in the steel cage before I even opened my eyes, swollen shaft pressing desperately against those thin vertical bars, the head mashed tight against the narrow slit and leaking thick precum in slow, frustrated pulses. My balls felt impossibly heavy, swollen and drawn so tight against the ring that every breath sent a deep, horny ache radiating up into my stomach. Twelve days locked had turned the denial into a constant, low-grade fever that lived in my bones.

She was wearing something new. A sheer black lace bodysuit that looked like it had been poured over her body. The high-cut legs framed the generous curves of her huge juicy ass, the lace disappearing between her cheeks in a thin strip that left almost nothing to the imagination. The front plunged low, barely containing her small perky tits, dark pink nipples stiff and clearly visible through the translucent fabric. Thin straps crisscrossed her shoulders and back, accentuating the elegant line of her spine. Her long golden legs were bare, ending in those strappy silver heels from earlier, making her calves flex with every shift of her weight. Blonde hair loose and tousled, full lips glossy, gray eyes dark with intent.

She tugged the waistband of my sleep pants down slowly, peeling them off my hips until I was naked except for the gleaming steel cage between my legs.

“Up,” she said softly. “Bathroom. Now.”

I followed her on unsteady legs, cock bobbing uselessly, precum dripping in slow strands onto the hardwood. The bathroom was warm, steam already rising from the sink where she’d run hot water. A fresh razor, shaving cream, and a small bowl sat on the counter.

She turned me to face the mirror, pressing her body against my back. Her small perky tits brushed my shoulder blades through the lace, nipples dragging like little points of fire. One hand rested on my hip, the other cupped my swollen balls gently through the cage.

“You’ve never shaved smooth before, have you?” she asked, voice low and velvet.

I shook my head, cheeks burning. “No.”

She smiled at our reflection. “Too bad. Girls do it all over the world. Get used to it, cutie.”

The embarrassment hit hard. I’m a guy. Guys don’t get shaved smooth by their best friend while locked in chastity. But my cock jumped violently against the bars anyway, swollen shaft pressing so hard the head throbbed painfully, fresh precum welling up and dripping onto the tile. My swollen balls ached deeper, full and tight, begging for mercy I knew wouldn’t come.

She lathered me carefully—chest, stomach, arms, legs, then lower. The razor glided over my skin in slow, precise strokes, leaving me impossibly smooth. Every pass made my cock twitch, the steel cage gleaming wetly under the bathroom light. When she reached my groin she was gentle but thorough, shaving around the cage, the base of my shaft, my swollen balls. The sensation was maddening—cool air on freshly bare skin, her fingers brushing my trapped cock, my balls so sensitive I whimpered.

“There,” she murmured when she finished, wiping me down with a warm cloth. “Smooth as silk. Look at you.”

I stared at my reflection: hairless, vulnerable, cock locked and leaking, balls hanging heavy and full below the steel. Humiliation twisted low in my gut, mixing with raw arousal until I felt dizzy.

She handed me a fresh pair of sheer white panties—high-cut, almost transparent, with delicate lace trim. “Put these on.”

I stepped into them. The fabric whispered over my smooth skin, stretching tight over my hips, the front panel clinging to the steel cage like a second skin. The back wedged between my ass cheeks, tugging at my swollen balls with every breath. My cock pressed visibly against the sheer material, bars outlined, precum darkening the lace in a wide wet patch.

She led me back to the bedroom, pushed me gently onto the bed, and tied my wrists to the headboard with soft silk scarves. My arms stretched above my head, body exposed, pink heels from earlier still on my feet because she hadn’t told me to take them off. The platforms forced my calves into elegant arches, ass lifted slightly off the mattress.

She straddled my thighs, lace bodysuit riding up to show the full roundness of her huge juicy ass. She reached down and unlocked the cage with careful fingers. The steel came away slowly, my cock springing free—flushed dark red, veins standing out, head glistening with days of trapped precum. It bobbed helplessly in the cool air, so hard it hurt, balls swollen and heavy below.

“Oh, Alex,” she purred, wrapping her warm fingers around the shaft. “Not too big, not too small. Just perfect. Look how pretty it is. So hard for me. So desperate.”

She stroked once, slow and teasing, collecting the slick precum on her thumb and spreading it over the head until I was shining. Then she shifted lower, positioning her perfect feet—one on either side of my cock. Her soles were soft and smooth, high arches curving gracefully, midnight-blue toes flexing.

She pressed the arches together around my shaft, trapping it between her oiled feet. The sensation was exquisite torture—warm, slick skin sliding over my sensitive length, toes curling to tease the head. She began a slow footjob, sliding up and down, the pressure perfect but never enough to push me over. My hips jerked instinctively, cock throbbing between her soles, balls aching so deep I whimpered.

“You’re so close already,” she teased. “My sweet little panty boy, leaking all over my feet. Such a good girl for me. Look how your cock twitches when I curl my toes around the head. Pathetic and perfect.”

The words landed like sparks. Humiliation flooded me, twisting with the building pleasure until tears pricked my eyes. My swollen balls drew impossibly tighter, pleasure coiling sharp and bright in my gut.

I was right there—hips bucking, breath ragged—when she stopped. Lifted her feet away. My cock bobbed helplessly, right on the edge, throbbing violently but denied.

She peeled the bodysuit down her body slowly, lace sliding over her small perky tits, nipples dark and erect. She shimmied out of it, then hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her own black lace panties and tugged them down her long legs. Naked now, golden skin glowing in the lamplight, huge juicy ass flexing as she climbed over me.

She straddled my face backward, lowering herself until her pussy hovered just above my mouth, then shifted so her ass settled warm and heavy over my lips.

“Worship it,” she ordered softly. “Show me how much you love every inch.”

I kissed the soft inner curves of her cheeks, tongue tracing the cleft, then lower to her tight pucker. She moaned, rocking gently, huge juicy ass enveloping my face. I licked slow circles around her hole, then pressed deeper, tasting her, worshipping with long, reverent strokes. My cock throbbed uselessly against my stomach, swollen and leaking, balls aching so badly I moaned into her flesh.

“So good,” she breathed. “My perfect boy. Licking my ass like it’s your favorite thing in the world. Such a devoted little panty slut. You love being under me, don’t you? Face buried in my huge juicy ass while your poor cock aches and leaks.”

“Yes,” I gasped against her skin. “God, yes.”

She ground down harder, small perky tits bouncing as she rode my tongue. One hand slipped between her legs, fingers circling her clit while I worshipped her ass. Her moans grew louder, breathier.

“You make me feel so powerful,” she panted. “So desired. No one ever took care of me like this. No one ever stayed.”

The words hit deep. I licked harder, tongue pressing inside her, hands gripping her thighs. She shuddered, thighs clamping around my head, pussy pulsing as she came—wetness flooding my chin, ass flexing against my mouth. She cried out my name, body shaking through the waves.

When she finally lifted off she turned, untied my wrists, and pulled me against her chest. My cock throbbed against her thigh, swollen and denied, balls aching with unrelieved pressure. She wrapped her arms around me, small perky tits pressed to my ribs, one long leg thrown over mine.

I voiced it then, the tension that had been building all week. “Sienna… this is intense. The humiliation, the denial. Sometimes it feels like too much.”

She stroked my hair gently. “I know. And I’m sorry if it ever crosses a line. But remember why I’m doing this. My exes abandoned me emotionally the second things got real. They took what they wanted and left me feeling empty. You… you stay. Even when you’re aching. Even when you’re humiliated. You stay because you care about me. That’s what makes this safe. That’s what makes it healing.”

I exhaled shakily. “I do stay. I always will.”

She kissed my forehead, then my lips, slow and deep. “Let’s go outside. The balcony. Just breathe.”

We wrapped ourselves in a blanket and stepped onto the tiny fire escape balcony. No stars in the NYC sky—just endless city lights twinkling like a million scattered diamonds. The cold February air kissed our skin, but her warmth against me kept the chill away.

She leaned back against the railing, pulling me close. I wrapped my arms around her waist, her small perky tits pressing softly against my chest, huge juicy ass warm under my hands through the blanket. She tilted her head up, gray eyes reflecting the city glow.

No words. Just her lips finding mine in the dark.

The kiss started soft, then deepened—tongues brushing, breaths mingling, hands sliding into hair. It wasn’t hungry or desperate. It was quiet confession. Unspoken attraction pouring out without needing names. Her full lips parted for me, tasting of vanilla gloss and promise. My cock throbbed uselessly against her thigh, swollen and leaking, balls aching deep, but the kiss felt bigger than the frustration.

When we finally pulled apart she rested her forehead against mine, breath warm on my lips.

“Whatever this is,” she whispered, “it’s real to me.”

I squeezed her hand. “It’s real to me too.”

We stood there, wrapped in the blanket and each other, city lights flickering below, hearts beating in sync. My body burned with denied need, but my chest felt full in a way it never had before.


Chapter 9: A Rewarding Tease

Sienna was already up when I emerged from my room on sunday morning.

I found her in the kitchen leaning against the counter, wearing nothing but a sheer white lace bra and faded high-waisted jeans. The bra was practically transparent, the delicate cups clinging to her small perky tits like mist, dark pink nipples stiff and clearly visible through the lace, standing out in perfect little points that made my mouth go dry. The jeans hugged her long legs and the outrageous flare of her hips, the denim stretched tight over her huge juicy ass, the back pockets accentuating every lush curve. Her blonde hair was loose, falling in soft waves down her back, full lips curved in a sleepy smile when she saw me. Bare feet flexed against the cool tile, midnight-blue toenails catching the light, high arches curving gracefully.

“Morning, cutie,” she said, voice low and warm. “You look like you’re already suffering.”

I swallowed hard.

My cock jumped violently inside the cage, swollen shaft slamming against the bars, fresh precum welling up and dripping in a slow strand that clung to the steel. My swollen balls throbbed deeper, aching so badly I had to shift my weight.

She stepped closer, one long leg brushing mine. The sheer bra shifted with her movement, nipples dragging against the lace.

“You’ve been so obedient this week. Doing every humiliating little thing I asked. Kneeling. Serving. Wearing panties and heels and letting me shave you smooth. My exes never so much as let me choose where we went for dinner. They took what they wanted and gave nothing back.. Always rushing to their own finish, never caring if I even got close. You… you wait. You obey.”

Her words landed soft and heavy in my chest. I reached for her hand, lacing our fingers together. “I want you to feel powerful. Always.”

She squeezed my hand, then released it. “Good boy. Now go put on the outfit I left on the dresser. We’re doing chores today. And I really like your ass in panties. Maybe I’m a little bi. Wanna help me find out?”

My pulse kicked up so hard I felt it in my throat. “Yes, definitely.”

On the dresser waited another humiliating set: sheer black lace panties with a tiny satin bow at the front, a matching black lace bralette that would push my chest into soft, pointless mounds, and black thigh-high stockings with wide lace tops. No bra cups this time, just delicate straps and sheer panels that would let my nipples show through. She’d even left the glossy black platform heels from earlier in the week.

I dressed in the bathroom, heart hammering. The panties stretched tight over my hips, the satin bow sitting right above the steel cage bulge, the back strap disappearing between my ass cheeks and tugging at my swollen balls. The bralette hugged my chest, lace edging tickling my nipples until they hardened into tight points. The stockings whispered up my smooth legs, lace tops gripping my thighs. The heels forced my posture upright, ass pushed out, calves flexed into long, feminine lines.

I looked in the mirror and nearly groaned.

Smooth, hairless, feminized, locked, and leaking. Humiliated beyond words. And so turned on my vision blurred, cock throbbing violently against the bars, precum soaking the satin front panel until it clung transparently to the steel.

Sienna was waiting in the living room when I minced out in the heels.

She’d changed into a cropped white tank that clung to her small perky tits, nipples stiff against the thin cotton, and tiny denim cutoffs that barely covered her huge juicy ass, the frayed edges riding high on her golden thighs. Bare feet, perfect arches flexing against the hardwood.

“Look at you,” she purred, circling me slowly. “Such a pretty girl. That black lace hugging your hips, the little bow right over your poor locked cock. Your ass looks so round and perky in those panties. And those stockings make your legs look endless. I really do like it. Maybe more than I expected.”

She stepped close, one hand sliding around to cup my ass cheek through the lace. “Earlier I mentioned that I think I might be a little bi. Watching you like this… it’s hot. Wanna help me explore that?”

I nodded, voice rough. “Anything for you babe.”

We spent the afternoon doing chores together, both of us dressed in lingerie.

I dusted shelves in my heels and stockings, bending over to reach lower surfaces, feeling the lace tug deeper between my cheeks, my swollen balls aching harder with each movement. She kept up a stream of gentle, teasing praise.

“Such a good girl. Look how your ass sways in those panties. Most women would kiss for a slutty little ass like that!” she said, and giggled as I blushed.

Every word made my cock throb violently, swollen shaft pressing painfully against the bars, precum dripping steadily through the lace until my inner thighs were slick.

By evening we collapsed onto the couch, both still in our lingerie.

She pulled up a video on her laptop and turned on some lesbian porn, starring two hot blondes.

One had long honey hair like Sienna’s, small perky tits, and a confident smile.

The other had massive milky tits. They started kissing slow and deep, hands roaming over golden skin, fingers tracing nipples until they stiffened into dark pink points. Then came the groping, palms cupping tits, thumbs circling nipples, hips grinding together. I was going crazy inside the cage…

Sienna’s breathing turned shallow.

She slipped one hand inside her cutoffs, fingers moving slow over her clit through whatever panties she still wore underneath.

“Look at them,” she whispered. “So sexy. The way they touch each other. No rush. No selfishness. Just… pleasure. Mmm kiss my neck baby, make me feel good.”

I began kissing her neck softly, lips brushing the sensitive skin below her ear.

She guided my hands to her small perky tits, letting me play with her nipples through the thin cotton tank.

I pinched lightly, rolled the stiff peaks between my fingers, feeling them harden further under my touch.

The women on screen moved lower. One spread the other’s legs, kissing down her stomach, then licking slow circles around her clit.

The blonde who looked like Sienna moaned, hips rocking, small tits bouncing lightly.

Sienna’s fingers sped up inside her cutoffs. “God, that’s hot. Watching her get eaten out. Look how she arches her back. How her nipples get so hard. Fuck, Alex… I’m close.”

I kissed her neck harder, sucking gently, tongue tracing the pulse point. My hands kept teasing her nipples, pinching and tugging until she whimpered.

My cock throbbed uselessly in the cage, swollen shaft slamming against the bars, balls aching so deep I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. Precum poured through the lace panties, soaking my thighs, the crystal charm on the front glinting wetly.

On screen the women switched. The Sienna-lookalike buried her face between the other’s thighs, licking fast and deep. The other blonde cried out, thighs trembling, small tits heaving as she came hard, back arching off the bed.

Sienna shattered at the same moment. Her hips bucked against her hand, pussy pulsing, wetness soaking through her cutoffs onto my fingers where they still teased her nipples. She cried out low and broken, body shaking through wave after wave, small perky tits bouncing under the tank, nipples dark and glistening with sweat.

When she finally stilled she pulled me up, kissed me deeply; tongue sliding against mine, tasting of coffee and desire and satisfaction.

“Good girl,” she whispered against my lips. “I’ll reward you tomorrow morning before work. You’ve 100% earned it.”

She kissed my forehead, then my cheek, then scooted off the couch. “Bedtime for me. Stay in the panties tonight please? Oh, and sleep tight, cutie.”

She disappeared into her bedroom, leaving the door cracked just enough that I could hear her soft sigh as she settled under the covers.

I stayed on the couch, still kneeling, cock throbbing violently in the cage, swollen shaft pressing painfully against the bars, balls aching with unrelieved pressure. Precum leaked steadily through the sheer black lace, dripping onto the cushion below me. My smooth skin tingled in the cool air, nipples hard under the bralette, ass sore from the constant wedgie of the panties.

And completely, stupidly in love with the woman who’d just walked away.


Chapter 10: Ruined Ecstasy

The alarm didn’t wake me.

Sienna did.

Her voice slipped into my dreams like warm honey at exactly 7:00 a.m.

“Wakey wakey, time for your reward, baby.”

I blinked into the soft gray morning light filtering through the blinds.

She stood beside the bed already dressed for work, and the sight of her hit me like a fist to the chest.

A pale pink silk blouse tucked neatly into high-waisted charcoal trousers that hugged her long legs and the generous flare of her hips. The silk clung to her small perky tits just enough to outline their perfect shape, dark pink nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric when she moved. The trousers nipped in at her narrow waist before flaring over her huge juicy ass, the material stretched taut across the round cheeks. White nylon socks, thin, sheer, almost transparent, hugged her feet, disappearing into glossy black patent heels that added another three inches to her height. Blonde hair pulled into a sleek low ponytail, a few strands escaping to brush her collarbones. Full lips painted soft rose, gray eyes sparkling with mischief and quiet command.

She looked professional.

Polished.

Untouchable.

And so fucking sexy my cock surged instantly against the steel bars.

All these days locked had turned my body into a live wire of constant, agonizing need. My shaft pressed desperately against those thin vertical bars, swollen and flushed, trapped in tight ridges of frustrated flesh. The head stayed mashed against the narrow slit at the tip, hypersensitive and leaking thick, steady precum that had soaked the sheets beneath me overnight. My balls were impossibly full, swollen and heavy, drawn so tight against the thick ring that every heartbeat sent a deep, throbbing ache radiating through my groin and up into my stomach.

“Happy to see me?” she teased.

Sienna climbed onto the bed, straddling my hips without touching where I needed her most. The silk of her blouse brushed my bare chest, nipples dragging lightly through the fabric as she leaned down.

“You’ve been so good,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “So obedient. So patient. You deserve a reward… kinda.”

She reached for some carves and secured my wrists properly, stretching my arms above my head.

“I want you nice and secure for this,” she teased into my ear.

My body arched instinctively, caged cock bobbing helplessly between us.

She sat back on her heels, silver heels digging into the mattress on either side of my thighs, and reached for the small brass padlock.

The click of it opening echoed in my skull.

She eased the cage off slowly, ring sliding free first, then the curved steel sliding away from my shaft.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned.

“Hehe,” she giggled.

My cock sprang upward, flushed dark red, veins standing out thick and angry, head glistening with days of trapped precum. It bobbed in the cool air, so hard it hurt, balls swollen and heavy below, skin smooth from her shaving.

Sienna giggled louder, soft and delighted.

“Not too big, not too small,” she purred, wrapping warm fingers around the base. “Just perfect. Look at this pretty cock. So hard for me already. I bet a cock like that would feel so good inside my pussy. Sliding in slow, stretching me just right, filling me up while I ride you.”

My hips jerked upward before I could stop them.

“Yes,” I begged, voice wrecked. “Please, Sienna. Please let me fuck you.”

With a single manicured finger she stroked once, slow and teasing, collecting the slick precum on her thumb and spreading it over the head until I was shining.

“Too bad,” she giggled again, releasing me completely. My cock slapped back against my stomach, throbbing violently, balls aching so deep I whimpered. “You can beg for my feet though.”

I swallowed hard, throat tight with humiliation and need.

“Please,” I rasped. “Please let me have your feet.”

She tilted her head, pretending to consider. “Oh, okay. If you insist.”

She shifted lower, still fully clothed, pink silk blouse tucked neatly, trousers hugging her thighs. She lifted one heel-clad foot and rested it lightly on my chest, the glossy black patent cool against my skin. Then she unbuckled the strap slowly, deliberately, letting the heel fall to the floor with a soft thud.

Her foot emerged in the sheer white nylon sock—thin enough to show the delicate curve of her high arch, the long graceful toes painted midnight blue beneath the fabric, the faint pink of her sole visible through the nylon.

“I bet you’re a great footboy,” she hummed.

She flexed her toes, the sock stretching taut over them.

The other heel followed.

Both socks still on.

She positioned herself between my spread legs, sitting c so her nylon-covered soles faced me.

My cock stood straight up between them, throbbing, leaking.

She pressed her arches together around my shaft, trapping it in the warm, slick nylon. The texture was maddening—smooth yet slightly rough from the weave, the nylon sliding over my sensitive skin with every tiny movement. She began a slow footjob, soles gliding up and down my length in long, deliberate strokes.

“You’re such a good boy,” she murmured. “Getting so hard just for my feet. Look how your cock twitches when I curl my toes around the head. So desperate. So pathetic. And honestly? So fucking perfect.”

The pleasure built fast and cruel.

The nylon dragged over every vein, teased the sensitive underside, pressed the head between her arches until I was gasping. My swollen balls drew tighter, aching so deep I could feel it in my stomach. Precum poured from the tip, soaking the white nylon until it turned translucent, clinging to her soles and outlining every curve of her perfect feet.

“Beg to cum,” she ordered softly. “On my feet.”

“Please,” I panted. “Please let me come on your feet.”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “I’ve got to go to work soon. You have eight more seconds.”

She counted down in a low, teasing whisper.

“Eight… seven… six…”

Her soles moved faster, nylon sliding slick and warm over my shaft, toes curling to stroke the head.

“Five… four… three…”

My hips bucked helplessly, pleasure coiling sharp and bright in my gut, balls tightening impossibly.

I was so close.

Just a few more seconds.

“Two… one…”

She stopped.

Completely.

“Please!” I begged.

“Sorry babes,” she said, smiling. “You had your chance, now I gotta go to work. Maybe next week?”

Her feet lifted away just as the first pulse hit.

“Oh,” I whimpered.

My cock jerked violently, spurting thick ropes of cum across her nylon-covered soles.

The orgasm crashed through me…but ruined.

No full release, no satisfying peak, just helpless spurts that painted her white socks in pearly streaks, dripping between her toes and down the arches. My swollen balls emptied in frustrated waves, cock twitching and leaking the last drops onto her feet while the pleasure faded into aching emptiness.

I whimpered, body shaking.

“I’m glad you were able to get that much, you’re such a good chastity slut giving my your spurts!,” she said softly. “Now clean it up.”

She lifted one foot to my mouth.

I licked obediently, tongue dragging over the nylon, tasting salt and my own release. The humiliation burned hot in my chest, but so did the fulfillment—knowing I’d pleased her, knowing I’d taken the ruin for her.

When both feet were clean she reached for the cage again.

“Really?” I whispered, voice wrecked.

She smiled gently. “Yes.”

She fitted the ring around my softening cock and swollen balls, slid the steel over my still-sensitive shaft. The bars pressed immediately, trapping me again in that cruel, teasing confinement.

The padlock clicked shut.

She stood, smoothing her pink silk blouse, adjusting the high-waisted trousers. Then she picked up one cum-streaked nylon sock, still warm from her foot, and draped it carefully over my caged cock. The sheer fabric settled over the steel bars, clinging to the drying cum, outlining every frustrated throb.

She slipped her bare foot back into the glossy black heel, then the other, buckling the straps with quick, efficient movements.

“That was fun, babes,” she said, leaning down to kiss my cheek softly. “Now I really gotta go to work. I made you coffee—it’s on the burner. See you later for a movie, yeah?”

She untied my wrists, helped me sit up, then turned toward the door.

Before she reached it, the front door of the apartment swung open.

“Sienna! We’re home!”

Naomi’s voice, the tone bright, melodic, and unmistakably hers, echoed down the hall, followed by Ferera’s lower, amused laugh.

Sienna looked at me, wide eyed. “I thought they weren’t back until June!?”

I nodded, our two model roommates were almost never home.

Ferera giggled. “Are you two hanging out in his room again?”

Footsteps.

Then the bedroom door pushed wide.

Naomi stood there first.

Fuck she was gorgeous. Tall, ebony skin glowing, wearing a sleek emerald-green wrap dress that clung to her model-perfect curves, the neckline plunging low enough to show the inner swell of her full breasts. Her long braids were pulled into a high ponytail, gold hoops glinting in her ears.

Ferera right behind her, almost a mirror opposite. Lithe and slender with porcelain skin, her jet-black hair was cut into a sharp bob, and she wore a cream silk slip dress that skimmed her lithe frame, the hem flirting with mid-thigh, outlining her small, high tits and the elegant lines of her hips.

Both of them froze in the doorway.

I could guess why the looked so surprised.

Afterall, I sat naked on the bed, wrists still faintly red from the scarves, steel chastity cage gleaming between my legs, the cum-streaked white nylon sock draped over it like a humiliating flag. My cock (still half-hard from the ruined orgasm) pressed uselessly against the bars beneath the fabric, swollen balls hanging heavy below.

Sienna turned bright red, hand flying to her mouth.

Naomi’s perfectly arched brow lifted slowly.

Ferera tilted her head, lips curving into a slow, wicked smile.

“Well, well, well,” Naomi drawled, voice dripping amusement. “What do we have here?”

Ferera stepped closer, eyes raking over me without shame. “Looks like someone’s been very… busy while we were gone.”

I gulped, heat flooding my face, my chest, my entire body.

February just got a whole lot more complicated.

Act 3




Prologue

It was a strange situation, I suppose.

There aren’t many 25 year old men who can boast they’ve had three women at the same time, and if you heard that line you’d probably imagine a very specific kind of story, full of bravado and attention and hands all over me.

This was not that kind of story.

For one thing, I’d been locked in chastity for two weeks, and I was past aching, past desperate, past the point where my body knew the difference between pleasure and pain, because the key to my salvation was hanging there in plain sight, nestled between my best friend’s tits, and she didn’t seem to have any interest in handing it over any time soon.

For another, all three women were touching each other instead of me, tongues and hands and mouths, fingers on ass cheeks, lips on necks, soft noises pulled from throats and swallowed in kisses, and not one of them seemed even slightly interested in me beyond the fact that I was there to watch.

And finally, I was tied up, wrists fixed with strong rope and a vibrator strapped tight against my cage, the buzz traveling through metal into the most sensitive place in my whole body, while my ass still stung from the spanking that had put me in this position in the first place.

“Are you enjoying yourself, baby?” Sienna asked, her voice lazy and sweet as she lifted her mouth from between Naoimi’s thighs.

“Yes, Miss,” I whimpered, desperate to please.

“Good boy,” she replied, beaming that bright smile that always made my stomach flip. “Play your cards right and I might just release you tomorrow.”

I gulped and kept my mouth shut.

I would do anything for Sienna.

Anything, if it meant getting the keys to my cage.

Anything if it meant pleasing her.


Act 3


Chapter 1: Roommates Reunite

The door flew open with the kind of dramatic bang only Naomi could manage.

I was still in nothing but the sheer black lace panties and stockings from earlier, wrists faintly pink from the scarves, my chastity cage gleaming between my spread thighs.

The ruined orgasm from this morning still lingered in my swollen balls.

They felt full again already, heavy and throbbing against the thick ring, cock pressing uselessly against the thin vertical bars, head mashed tight to the narrow slit and leaking fresh precum in slow, frustrated drops.

Thirteen days locked had turned every pulse of want into a serious torture, every heartbeat a reminder that release was Sienna’s to withhold.

But I couldn’t really complain could I?

After all, I had a safeword.

If I wanted I could use it at any time.

Yet for two weeks it had gone unsaid.

That probably says more about me than I realise.

Which is how I got here.

Naomi strode in first, tall and radiant, ebony skin glowing under the hallway light. She wore a cream silk slip dress that clung to her full curves, the deep V-neck plunging between her heavy breasts, the hem flirting dangerously high on her thick thighs.

Gold hoops swung from her ears, long braids cascading down her back in a glossy rope.

Behind her came Ferera. The opposite in many ways. Our other sometimes roommate had porcelain skin, a sharp black bob framing her angular face, and was slender but toned, in a sheer white mesh dress that left nothing to the imagination: small high tits visible through the fabric, dark nipples stiff, the dress ending just below her ass so every step flashed the lower curve of her cheeks and the thin black thong disappearing between them.

They froze in the doorway.

Sienna turned bright red, hand flying to her mouth.

Naomi’s perfectly arched brow lifted slowly.

Ferera tilted her head, lips curving into a slow, wicked smile.

“Well, well, well,” Naomi drawled, voice dripping amusement. “What do we have here?”

Ferera stepped closer, eyes raking over me without shame. “Looks like someone’s been very… busy while we were gone.”

I gulped, heat flooding my face, my chest, my entire body.

Sienna, still in her silk blouse and high-waisted trousers from work, white nylon socks peeking above her glossy black heels, turned bright red but didn’t move to cover me.

The tiny brass key on its silver chain glinted between her small perky tits, nestled in the deep valley of her cleavage.

“Oh shit. Welcome home,” she said, voice steady despite the flush creeping up her neck. “We… uh… got a little carried away while you were gone.”

Naomi laughed, rich and delighted, kicking the door shut behind her. “Clearly. Alex, baby, you look like you’ve been through it. That chastity cage is doing numbers on you.”

Ferera stepped closer, eyes raking over me without shame. “He’s leaking through the lace. Look at those swollen balls. Poor thing. Sienna, I never realised you were so mean, I always took you for a softie.”

I swallowed hard, face burning. My cock jumped violently against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, fresh precum dripping onto the rug. The humiliation twisted low in my gut, making my balls ache deeper.

“It’s an experiment, I’ll explain in a sec,” Sienna crossed to them, hugging each in turn, still blushing. “Italy treat you well?”

Naomi grinned, pulling back. “Oh, honey. We treated Italy very well. Let me change and I’ll tell you everything and then you can tell me everything, deal?”

They disappeared into their rooms. Ten minutes later they returned, and my breath caught.

Naomi had swapped the slip dress for a sheer black lace bodysuit, high-cut legs framing her thick thighs and full ass, the lace cups barely containing her heavy breasts, dark nipples stiff and visible through the translucent fabric. A thin garter belt held up black thigh-high stockings, the lace tops digging faintly into her golden skin.

Ferera wore a red satin teddy that clung to her slender frame, the deep plunge showing the inner curves of her small high tits, the hem riding high enough to flash her bare pussy every time she moved.

Both barefoot now, perfect feet flexing against the hardwood: Naomi’s soles dark and smooth, high arches curving gracefully; Ferera’s pale pink, delicate toes painted crimson.

They flopped onto the couch, legs tangled together, and launched into stories.

Naomi started. “I suppose we’ll start with Milan first. This photographer, tall, Italian, cock like a forearm. Fucked me against the Duomo at 3 a.m. while Ferera filmed, I’ll send you both the footage, even if it’s a little grainy it could still get anyone off.”

Ferera nodded. “I fingered myself silly watching it thrice already. Some of my best work.”

Naoimi continued. “Then Rome. Frat guys on tour. One in my mouth, one in my ass. Ferera rode the other’s face by straddling his shoulders. We didn’t sleep for three days.”

Ferera laughed. “Venice was better. There was this gondolier guy with hands like magic and a tongue that didn’t seem to fucking end. He ate me out on the boat while Naomi got double-teamed by two art students in a palazzo. Cum dripping down her thighs the whole vaporetto ride back.”

They spoke casually, like recounting a vacation itinerary, hands roaming idly over each other, Naomi’s fingers tracing Ferera’s nipple through the satin, Ferera’s palm cupping Naomi’s full breast.

Sienna listened, cheeks flushed, small perky tits rising faster under her pink silk blouse. “You two are animals.”

“Well normally I wouldn’t share all the details, but seeing as we walked in on the two of you doing what you were doing I figure we can all be a little more candid with each other, right?” Naomi grinned at me. “And you, Alex? What’s the story here?”

Sienna cleared her throat. “We… made a deal. Fake dating for February. I’m in charge. He’s locked. So far there’s been a lot of easing, edging, humiliation. All consensual. Safeword’s Tunamelt. It’s been… intense, but I feel like its been really helping me to find my…my power.”

Ferera’s eyes lit up. “That’s fucking hot.”

Naomi leaned forward. “Show us properly. Only if you want of course.”

Sienna glanced at me.

I nodded, though I was so fucking embarrassed that heat was flooding my face.

She reached down, tugged the sheer black lace panties aside.

My caged cock sprang into view.

“Oh god,” I whimpered at the glory of being free.

Meanwhile my cock bobbed, swollen, leaking, while the discarded bars were gleaming with precum.

Naomi whistled low. “Jeepers. Look at those balls. So full they’re practically purple.”

Ferera licked her lips. “We’re only in town for one week before Singapore. But please let us help. We’ll be good. Promise.”

“Oh I’d love that, but it’s his decision too!” she replied.

Then Sienna looked at me, gray eyes soft but questioning.

I swallowed. Looking at these two gorgeous women I’d known for years filled me with want. Embarrassingly my cock bobbed at the thought. But I decided to play it cool and not let her know how desperate I was for this.

“Okay,” I whispered. “If… if you want.”

They squealed in unison.

Sienna stood. “Then let’s get started.”

They led me to the bedroom.

First, Naomi pushed me onto the bed on my back.

Then Ferera straddled my chest, satin teddy riding up to show her bare pussy glistening against my skin.

Naomi giggled traced my cock with her fingernail. “Not too big, not too small. Cute.”

Ferera leaned down, breath hot against my ear. “We’re going to have fun with this.”

Sienna smiled. “I still make the rules girls. And I’ve decided….first he edges for Naomi. Then we lock him again.”

They left me naked on the bed.

Naomi stayed, still in her sheer black bodysuit, heavy breasts heaving, dark nipples stiff through the lace. She sat cross-legged between my spread legs, one perfect foot resting on my thigh.

“Touch yourself,” she ordered softly. “Slow. But no coming.”

I happily obeyed.

My hand wrapped around the neglected cock, fingers sliding over the lenght, teasing the swollen shaft.

The vibration of my own touch made me groan.

Precum poured from the tip, dripping down onto my fingers.

Naomi watched, eyes hooded. “Whenever you get close, slap your balls. Hard. Show me how obedient you are.”

I stroked faster.

Pleasure coiled tight in my gut, balls drawing up, cock throbbing violently.

Right on the edge I lifted my hand and slapped my swollen balls,eliciting a sharp, stinging pain that made me gasp and arch.

“Again,” She commanded.

I did. And again. And again.

Each time I neared the brink I slapped, the pain mixing with pleasure until tears pricked my eyes, my cock leaking helplessly, balls aching deeper with every denied peak.

Naomi smiled. “Good boy.”

I gulped.

What had I signed up for!?


Chapter 2: Tuesday Maid Duties Assigned

I woke up Tuesday morning already aching.

It wasn’t exactly pleasant. The frustration was constant, a low-grade fever under my skin that made my thighs tremble even before I opened my eyes.

Naomi was waiting when I stumbled into the living room in nothing but the sheer black lace panties from last night.

She stood there in a cropped white tank that clung to her full breasts, dark nipples stiff and visible through the thin cotton, and tiny denim cutoffs that barely covered the generous curves of her ass.

Her long braids were pulled into a high ponytail, gold hoops glinting in her ears, ebony skin glowing in the morning light.

“Morning, princess,” she said, voice rich and teasing. “Time to get you ready for your new duties.”

“New duties?” I gulped.

She led me to her bedroom, where a black-and-white French maid outfit waited on the bed: a tiny satin dress with a plunging neckline, ruffled white apron tied at the waist, a short skirt that would barely cover my ass, sheer black thigh-high stockings, and a white lace headpiece. Black patent platform heels sat beside it, five inches, with ankle straps that would force my calves into elegant arches.

My face burned. “Naomi… I’m a guy.”

She laughed, soft and delighted. “Exactly. That’s what makes it so fun and sexy. It’s hardly submission if I’m just getting you to do things you’re desperate for. Now either use your safeword or strip like a good princess.”

I obeyed, peeling off the lace panties.

My caged cock sprang free, swollen and leaking, balls hanging heavy and full below the steel. Naomi’s eyes dropped, lips curving.

“Look at those poor swollen balls,” she murmured. “So full they’re practically purple. And that little cock pressing so hard against the bars. You’re dripping already, princess.”

She handed me the dress.

The satin was cool against my smooth skin. The neckline plunged low, the bodice tight enough to push my chest into soft, pointless mounds. The skirt flared out but ended scandalously high, any bend would flash the lower curve of my ass and the steel cage between my legs. The stockings whispered up my thighs, lace tops gripping just below the crease where leg met ass. The headpiece perched on my head like a crown of shame. The heels forced my posture upright, ass pushed out, calves flexed.

It was humiliating.

But Naoimi being Naoimi, of course that was only the start…

Naomi sat me at her vanity and did my makeup.

“First we’re going to use foundation to even your lovely skin, then light blush on your cute cheeks,” she said, narrate as she humiliated me.

Then came mascara to darken my lashes, glossy pink lipstick that made my mouth look fuller, more feminine.

When she finished she turned the chair toward the mirror.

I stared. Smooth, hairless, feminized, locked, made up like a doll.

The maid dress hugged my body, skirt flaring over my hips, stockings making my legs look longer and more delicate.

The heels lifted my ass, the cage bulging obscenely beneath the short skirt. Humiliation crashed over me in hot waves.

I was ridiculous.

Exposed.

And so fucking turned on my vision blurred, cock throbbing violently against the bars, precum dripping onto my inner thigh.

Naomi clapped her hands. “Perfect Princess. Now go serve your Mistress breakfast.”

The three of them were already at the kitchen table.

Sienna in a soft gray oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the upper curve of one small perky tit, and tiny sleep shorts that hugged her huge juicy ass.

Ferera in a red satin teddy, the plunge showing the inner curves of her small high tits, hem riding high enough to flash her bare pussy when she shifted.

Both barefoot, perfect feet flexed against the tile.

They looked up when I minced in on the heels, tray balanced carefully. My ass swayed with every step, skirt riding up, stockings whispering, cage clanking softly against my thighs.

Naomi grinned. “Breakfast is served, ladies.”

Sienna’s gray eyes darkened with pleasure. “Look at you, baby. Such a pretty maid. That skirt barely covers your ass. And those stockings make your legs look endless.”

Ferera leaned forward. “Bend over and pour the coffee, princess. Let us see how short that skirt really is.”

I obeyed, bending at the waist.

The skirt rode up completely, exposing the lower curve of my ass and the steel cage bulging beneath the lace.

My swollen balls hung heavy below, full and aching.

Naomi whistled. “Nice view, sweet cheeks. Your ass looks so round and perky in that outfit. And look at those balls! Oooh, they’re just ever so swollen and desperate. Bet they ache every time you move.”

I poured the coffee with shaking hands, precum dripping onto the floor. They ate slowly, directing me playfully.

“Refill my orange juice, maid.”

“Wipe that spot on the table. Bend deeper.”

“Smile more, princess. You look adorable when you’re blushing.”

Every command made my cock throb harder, swollen shaft pressing painfully against the bars, balls aching deeper with every bend and sway.

Then I dropped the bowl of popcorn.

It clattered to the floor, kernels scattering.

Three sets of eyes turned to me.

Sienna stood first. “Oh bad girl! Over my lap.”

I draped myself across her thighs, skirt riding up embarrassingly , ass bare except for the tiny lace thong wedged high between my cheeks.

She rubbed the smooth skin gently, then delivered the first spank, firm, stinging. I gasped.

“One,” she counted softly. “For clumsiness.”

Twenty swats. Each one made my cock jump against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, balls aching so deep I whimpered. By the end my ass was hot and red, stinging with every shift.

Naomi next. Her lap was fuller, thighs thick and warm. Her spanks were harder, deliberate. “Count, princess.”

I did, voice cracking. Twenty more. My cock leaked helplessly, precum dripping onto her thigh.

Ferera last. Her lap was slender but strong. Her swats were quick, sharp. “Good girl. Take it for us.”

Twenty final swats.

My ass burned, cock throbbing violently, balls swollen and full, aching with unrelieved pressure.

When it was over they helped me up, kissed my cheek, told me I’d been good.

“Now get back to work bitch,” Naoimi said, slapping my ass and making me squeal one last time for good measure.

The day passed in a haze of service.

I cleaned in the maid outfit, heels clicking, skirt riding up, cage clanking. They watched, teased, praised.

Evening came soft and slow.

We ordered pizza and sprawled on the couch; Sienna in my lap, Naomi and Ferera tangled together, all of us laughing about last summer’s camping trip.

“Remember after we set up the tent when Alex tried to start the fire with one match and nearly burned his eyebrows off?” Naomi said.

Ferera giggled. “And Sienna had to rescue him by taking her top off and fanning the flames! Alex blushed so hard I had to suggest we even the score. Remember, we skinny-dipped in the lake at midnight?”

Sienna smiled against my neck. “Best night ever.”

While the others cleaned plates, Sienna pulled me into the hallway, away from the light.

She cupped my face, gray eyes soft. “The group stuff… it’s fun. Right?”

I swallowed. “It’s intense as fuck, but yeah, it’s fun, for now, for a short while.”

She kissed me then, slowly and deeply, tongue brushing mine in lazy affection. “Don’t worry, you’ll always be my favourite.”

Later, while I cleaned the kitchen in my maid outfit, heels clicking, skirt riding up, cage throbbing, balls aching, I caught her watching me from the doorway.

She smiled, small and real.

And I knew, despite the humiliation, despite the denial, despite everything, this February was the best month of my life.


Chapter 3: The Wednesday Teasing Trio

Wednesday evening wrapped the apartment in a cozy haze of low lights and the faint scent of jasmine incense from Sienna's room.

I slumped on the couch in my loose gray sleep pants and faded black T-shirt, trying to ignore the constant, gnawing ache between my legs.

Fourteen days locked in the steel cage had turned my cock into a prisoner of its own frustration.

Honestly, I was horny beyond reason, every thought circling back to release, to touch, to anything that might ease the fever under my skin.

The girls had scattered after work, Sienna to her sketchpad, Naomi and Ferera to their rooms to "freshen up."

Now they emerged one by one, padding barefoot into the living room in cozy pajamas that somehow managed to look like pure sin.

Sienna first, in a soft pink satin cami top that clung to her small perky tits like a second skin, the thin straps slipping off one golden shoulder to reveal the gentle upper curve of her breast. The fabric was so sheer I could see the faint outline of her dark pink nipples, stiff little points tenting the satin from the cool air. Matching satin shorts hugged her huge juicy ass, the hem riding high enough to show the lower cheeks flexing with every step, golden thighs smooth and endless. Her long blonde hair fell loose in waves down her back, full lips curved in a soft smile as she curled up on the armchair, bare feet tucked under her, high arches curving gracefully, midnight-blue toes flexing lazily against the cushion.

Naomi sauntered in next, her ebony skin glowing under a oversized white button-down sleep shirt, unbuttoned halfway down her chest to show the deep valley between her full, heavy tits, dark nipples peeking just at the edges of the fabric. The shirt hit mid-thigh, leaving her thick, toned legs bare, soles dark and smooth as she flexed her feet against the rug. She dropped onto the couch beside me, one long leg thrown casually over mine, her bare foot sliding up my calf, toes curling possessively against my skin. The contact sent a fresh jolt straight to my caged cock, swollen shaft slamming against the bars, balls aching deeper as precum leaked in a helpless drip.

Ferera completed the trio, slipping in quietly in a red silk romper that zipped low enough to frame the inner curves of her small high tits, the satin shifting over her porcelain skin with every breath, nipples dark and stiff against the thin fabric. The shorts were cut high, flashing the slender lines of her hips and the tight curve of her ass as she perched on the arm of Sienna's chair, crossing her legs so one bare foot dangled, delicate toes painted crimson flexing in the air.

They chatted lightly at first, work complaints, city gossip, but the conversation turned intimate fast, the way it always did with them.

Naomi started it, leaning back with a dramatic sigh. "You know what's wild? Every guy I've dated in the last year has been obsessed with fucking my ass. Like, it's all they talk about after the first date. 'Your ass is so thick, baby, I gotta have it.' As if that's supposed to be romantic."

Ferera laughed, low and husky. "Same. Mine are always staring at my cheeks like they're hypnotized. One guy in Italy, remember him, Naomi, he begged for it every night. 'Please, let me slide in there.' I finally let him once, and he lasted two minutes."

Sienna giggled, shifting in her chair so her satin shorts rode up, exposing more of her huge juicy ass against the cushion. "God, yes. My exes were the worst. They'd grab my ass like it was public property, slap it, talk about how juicy it was, then push for anal like it was the holy grail. Never once asked if I liked it. Just assumed because it's big, it must be made for their dicks."

They all burst into laughter, heads thrown back, small perky tits bouncing under Sienna's cami, Naomi's full breasts jiggling against the open button-down, Ferera's high tits shifting in the red silk.

Their bare feet flexed and curled, Sienna's high arches pressing into the cushion, Naomi's soles smooth and dark against the rug, Ferera's delicate toes dangling mid-air.

Then their eyes turned to me, giggles fading into wicked smiles.

Naomi tilted her head. "What about you, Alex? You ever obsessed with a girl's ass?"

I swallowed hard, face burning. My caged cock throbbed violently, swollen shaft pressing painfully against the bars, balls aching so deep I shifted on the couch. "I... uh..."

Ferera leaned forward, red silk romper gaping to show more of her small high tits. "Bet he is now. Look at him leaking through his pants."

Sienna's gray eyes sparkled. "You know, I've been thinking. All those guys wanted in our asses... maybe it's time we turned the tables. What do you say, baby? Want us to fill your ass?"

My breath caught. Humiliation flooded me, hot and immediate.

But my cock jumped against the steel, precum dripping faster. "If... if you want."

They exchanged glances, yelled ‘death to the patriarchy’ then pounced.

Naomi and Ferera grabbed my arms, tugging me to my feet roughly.

Sienna yanked my sleep pants down in one swift motion, exposing my caged cock, swollen, leaking, bars gleaming with precum.

They stripped the T-shirt over my head, leaving me naked, smooth skin tingling in the cool air, balls hanging heavy and full below the steel.

Ferera disappeared into her room and returned with a sleek black butt plug, medium-sized, tapered, with a flared base that sparkled like a jewel.

Naomi held my shoulders while Sienna knelt behind me, her small perky tits brushing my back through the cami. Ferera slicked the plug with lube, grinning.

"Bend over, princess," Naomi said, voice teasing.

I bent at the waist, ass up.

Sienna's fingers spread my cheeks gently, her breath hot against my skin. Ferera pressed the tip to my hole, slow and careful.

It stretched me, burning at first, then a deep, full pressure that made my cock throb harder against the bars, balls aching as the plug slid home. The base nestled between my cheeks, jewel glinting.

They giggled the whole time, soft, delighted sounds that made my face burn hotter.

"Look at that," Sienna said. "Filled up just for us."

They dressed me again in the sleep pants and T-shirt, the plug shifting with every movement, pressing against that spot inside me that sent fresh waves of need through my swollen balls.

We settled back on the couch, but the teasing didn't stop.

Ferera straddled my lap suddenly, red silk romper riding up to show her bare pussy lips against my thigh. "Unlock him, Sienna. I want to play. I haven’t had a real chance yet!"

Sienna hesitated, then nodded.

She fished the key from between her small perky tits and unlocked the cage. My cock sprang free, flushed dark, veins thick, head shining with precum. It bobbed helplessly, so hard it hurt.

“Oooh pretty,” Ferera beamed. “Smaller than I’m used to but I don’t mind, we’re room-mates so we can’t fuck anyway, it’d ruin the friendship”

“You’re such a fucking size queen,” Naoimi giggled.

Ferrera scoffed. “Say’s the girl who won’t fuck anything under eight inches.”

Naomi blushed. “Yeah, sorry Alex, that thing wouldn’t do the job for me. If I did let you fuck me, you’d probably be the smallest cock I ever took, and I couldn’t let you have that label.”

I blushed, so embarrassed as they talked about how far too small my cock was ever to fuck them.

“Don’t be mean,” Sienna said. “You two are just absolute sluts. I think he has the perfect cock.”

“It’s very pretty, I grant you,” Ferera said, then with a wicked grin added. “And I certainly think it’s the right size for my feet. Don’t you?”

Then Ferera wrapped her nylon-clad feet around it, her stockings from earlier, sheer and soft, toes curling to stroke the head.

The texture was exquisite torture: smooth nylon sliding over my sensitive skin, arches pressing together around my shaft.

She began a slow footjob, soles gliding up and down, toes teasing the slit until precum poured out in thick strands, soaking the nylon until it clung transparently to her feet.

"You're so hard for my feet," she purred. "Such a good slut. Look how your cock twitches when I curl my toes. Begging without words."

I groaned, hips jerking. The plug shifted inside me, pressing that spot, making my swollen balls ache deeper, pleasure coiling tight in my gut.

She edged me mercilessly, slow strokes, then faster, toes pinching the head until I was right on the brink, balls drawing impossibly tight. Then she stopped, feet lifting away.

“Come on girls,” Ferera said. “Join in.”

Thus I somehow managed to get a three way footjob from the three hottest women I’d ever seen, all of their delicate toes dancing along my shuddering slick cock.

"No cumming," she said with a giggle. "Not yet. You can do some clean up though!"

They had me worship their feet then, covered in my own precum. I knelt on the floor, mouth on Naomi's dark, smooth soles first, tongue dragging over the salty skin, tasting myself.

Then Ferera's pale pink soles, crimson toes flexing in my mouth.

Finally Sienna's perfect high arches, midnight-blue toes curling against my tongue.

All while they giggled and praised, the humiliation burning hot in my chest.

Later, while the others showered, Sienna pulled me into the kitchen. She cupped my face, gray eyes soft. "You’re still having fun?"

I nodded, heart squeezing. "So much fun. It’s nice playing with the girls. As long as you're happy."

She kissed me, slow, deep, tongue brushing mine. "I am. With you."


Chapter 4: Thursday’s Souvenirs

Thursday evening crept in with the kind of heavy, humid air that made the apartment feel like a pressure cooker.

I sat on the edge of the bed, still naked from the afternoon's "relaxation" session where Sienna had edged me with her nylon-covered toes until I was shaking and begging.

The girls had tied me to the bedposts earlier, soft silk scarves around my wrists and ankles, stretching me out spread-eagle on my back.

A small bullet vibrator was taped directly to the underside of the cage, buzzing on low, just enough to keep me hard and leaking without letting me tip over the edge.

The constant hum vibrated through the bars into my swollen shaft, teasing every vein, every sensitive inch, while my balls throbbed in time with it, full and aching like overripe fruit.

Precum pooled on my stomach, slick and warm, dripping down my sides onto the sheets. I tugged at the scarves, but they held firm, leaving me exposed, humiliated, and so turned on I could barely think.

Naomi burst into the room first, carrying a large designer shopping bag from some high-end Italian boutique.

She wore a simple white tank top that stretched tight over her full, heavy tits, dark nipples stiff and pressing against the thin cotton like they were begging for attention. Low-rise sweatpants hung loose on her hips, the waistband rolled down to show the smooth curve of her lower stomach and the top of her black lace thong. Her long braids swung as she moved, ebony skin glowing under the lamplight. Bare feet padded across the hardwood, soles smooth and dark, high arches curving gracefully, toes painted gold flexing against the floor.

"Look what I brought back from the Milan shoot," she said, voice rich and teasing. "Souvenirs for all of us."

Sienna followed, in a soft gray oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the golden swell of her small perky tit and the faint outline of her dark pink nipple beneath the thin wool. Tiny sleep shorts hugged her huge juicy ass, the fabric stretched taut across the round cheeks, riding up with every step to show the lower curves flexing. Her long blonde hair fell loose in waves, full lips curved in a wicked smile. Bare feet, too, perfect high arches pale and smooth, midnight-blue toes curling lazily against the rug as she leaned against the doorframe.

Ferera came last, slipping in quietly in a red silk camisole that clung to her slender frame, the thin straps framing her small high tits, dark nipples stiff and tenting the fabric in sharp little points. Matching silk shorts barely covered her tight ass, the hem flirting with exposure every time she shifted. Her jet-black bob framed her porcelain face, lips painted crimson. Bare feet pale and delicate, crimson toes flexing as she perched on the arm of the chair across from the bed.

Naomi upended the bag onto the bed beside me. Out tumbled a pile of slutty, high-quality outfits, lacy, sheer, all designed to tease and reveal. "Photoshoot perks. They let us keep the samples. Who's modeling first?"

Ferera grabbed a sheer black mesh dress, completely transparent, with strategic lace panels that would cover nothing. She stripped out of her camisole and shorts right there, small high tits bouncing free, dark nipples erect in the cool air. Her bare pussy glistened slightly between her slender thighs as she stepped into the dress. The mesh clung to her porcelain skin like a second shadow, outlining every curve, small tits visible through the sheer fabric, nipples dark points pressing against the lace, the hem hitting mid-thigh to show the tight lines of her ass and legs. She twirled, bare feet pivoting on the hardwood, toes spreading slightly for balance.

"Ta-da," she said, voice low and teasing. "What do you think, Alex? Does this make you ache more?"

My cock jumped violently against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, the vibrator humming mercilessly against the underside. Precum leaked faster, dripping onto my stomach in thick strands. My swollen balls throbbed so deep I groaned, tugging at the scarves.

"Yes," I rasped. "God, yes."

Naomi laughed and grabbed a red lace teddy, high-cut legs, deep plunge front. She peeled off her tank and sweatpants, full heavy tits spilling free, dark nipples stiff and begging.

Her black lace thong came off last, revealing her smooth, dark pussy lips already glistening. She stepped into the teddy, the lace cups straining to contain her breasts, nipples dark and erect through the translucent fabric. The high cuts framed her thick thighs and full ass, the material digging faintly into her golden skin. Bare feet flexed as she posed, soles pressing into the rug, high arches curving.

"Your turn to ache, baby," she purred, running her hands over her tits, pinching her nipples through the lace until she sighed. "Look at these tits, they’re so sensitive. Bet you'd love to suck them?"

The vibrator buzzed harder, Sienna must have turned it up from the remote, sending jolts through my trapped cock.

My swollen balls pulled tighter, aching so deep tears pricked my eyes. Precum poured from the tip, soaking my stomach, the constant tease making me whimper.

Sienna went last, slipping into a white sheer babydoll set, lace cups barely covering her small perky tits, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the translucent fabric, the hem floating high on her thighs to show the matching thong disappearing between her huge juicy ass cheeks.

She twirled, blonde hair whipping, small tits bouncing lightly, nipples dragging against the lace. Bare feet planted wide, high arches smooth and pale, midnight-blue toes curling against the hardwood.

"This is all for you, baby," she said softly. "But you can't touch. A little mean, huh?"

They modeled more, swapping outfits, posing, bending, teasing.

Naomi in a black corset that pushed her full tits up into deep cleavage, dark nipples peeking over the lace edge.

Ferera in a red mesh bodysuit that left her small high tits completely exposed, dark nipples stiff, the crotch open to show her bare pussy lips glistening.

Sienna in a pink satin slip that clung to her small perky tits and huge juicy ass, nipples tenting the fabric, hem riding up to flash her golden thighs.

The vibrator hummed relentlessly, keeping me on the edge, cock throbbing against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, balls aching so deep I begged wordlessly. Precum leaked in thick ropes, pooling on my stomach, dripping down my sides.

Then the humiliation peaked.

Naomi and Ferera turned to each other on the bed beside me.

Naomi pulled Ferera close, full lips crashing against crimson ones in a deep, hungry kiss. Tongues slid together, wet and visible, hands roaming, Naomi's palms cupping Ferera's small high tits, thumbs circling dark nipples until she moaned. Ferera's fingers slipped between Naomi's thighs, stroking her dark pussy lips through the lace until wetness soaked the fabric.

They made out hard, bodies grinding, tits pressing together, Naomi's full heavy breasts against Ferera's small high ones, nipples dragging over skin. Moans filled the room, bare feet tangling, toes curling against the sheets.

Sienna watched from the chair, fingers circling her own clit through the babydoll, small perky tits heaving, nipples stiff against the lace.

I leaked but couldn't cum.

The vibrator buzzed, teasing every swollen inch, my cock pressing painfully against the bars, balls throbbing with unrelieved pressure. Precum poured out in helpless strands, soaking the sheets.

I tugged at the scarves, whimpering, humiliated yet fulfilled watching them lose themselves.

Evening shifted to game night.

We ordered Chinese, sprawled on the couch in various states of undress.

Naomi in her tank and cutoffs, full tits bouncing as she laughed.

Ferera in her romper, small high tits shifting with every gesture.

Sienna in her babydoll, small perky tits visible through the sheer lace, huge juicy ass flexing as she leaned for the remote. Me, untied now, in my sleep pants, cage hidden but throbbing.

We played an old russian board game Naoimi was obsessed with that she’d found in a graveyard store, inside jokes flying.

"Remember when Ferera got us kicked out of that bar for dancing on the table?" Naomi said.

Sienna giggled. "And Alex had to charm the bouncer to let us back in for our coats."

Ferera winked at me. "He’s always been our hero."

The laughter strengthened the bond, reminding me we were housemates first, friends who'd survived bad takeout, leaky roofs, and now this.

But romance simmered beneath.

During a break, Sienna caught Ferera leaning in to kiss me deeply, crimson lips soft and hungry, tongue brushing mine, small high tits pressing against my chest through the satin.

Sienna's gray eyes flashed with jealousy, full lips tightening.

She pulled me aside to the kitchen later. "Come with me."

In her room, she pushed me over her lap, babydoll riding up to show her bare pussy glistening.

"You're mine," she said softly. "Sharing is fun, but you're mine. This is to remind you of that unassailable fact."

She spanked me hard, twenty swats, palm stinging against my ass, each one making my caged cock throb, swollen balls aching deeper. The pain mixed with reassurance, her hand rubbing between strikes.

"I know," I gasped. "I’ll always be yours."

She helped me up, kissed me deep, tongue sliding against mine, small perky tits pressing soft against my chest. "Good boy."


Chapter 5: Serious Intensification

Friday morning hit me like a freight train of unrelieved need. I was so frustrated I could barely think, my mind foggy with the endless loop of need, cock pressing uselessly against unyielding steel, balls aching so deep I whimpered into my pillow.

The bedroom door creaked open, and Naomi and Ferera slipped in, both dressed in sexy slut nurse outfits that made my trapped cock jump violently against the bars.

Naomi's was a tight white vinyl dress that zipped low enough to show the deep valley between her full, heavy tits, the material stretched taut across her ebony skin, dark nipples stiff and pressing against the shiny fabric like they were begging to be freed. The hem hit mid-thigh, hugging her thick legs and the generous curves of her ass, white thigh-high stockings with red crosses at the tops clinging to her golden thighs, her bare feet slipping into white platform heels that made her calves flex into powerful arches.

Ferera wore a similar outfit in pink vinyl, the plunge framing her small high tits, dark nipples visible through the thin material, the dress ending high enough to flash the lower curve of her tight ass with every step. Pink thigh-high stockings hugged her slender legs, crimson toes peeking from open-toed pink heels, her porcelain soles pale and smooth as she padded closer.

Sienna followed them, still in her soft pink satin cami top from last night, the thin straps slipping off one shoulder to reveal the gentle swell of her small perky tit, dark pink nipple stiff and tenting the satin. Tiny satin shorts clung to her huge juicy ass, the fabric stretched so tight I could see the outline of her pussy lips when she turned. Her long blonde hair fell in messy waves, full lips glossy and parted, gray eyes soft but commanding. Bare feet flexed against the hardwood, high arches curving gracefully, midnight-blue toes curling as she approached the bed.

"Morning, baby," Sienna said, her voice warm honey. "Time to escalate. The girls are going to help with some anal play today. I’m mostly going to watch I think, but first..."

My pulse hammered in my throat. Naomi and Ferera giggled, their heels clicking as they flanked the bed.

Naomi held a small box, larger plugs, tapered and sleek, with vibrating functions.

Ferera carried lube and a prostate massager, curved and smooth.

"Strip," Sienna ordered gently.

I peeled off my sleep pants, exposing the cage, swollen cock pressing hard against the bars, head leaking precum in thick drops that dribbled down the steel.

My balls hung heavy below, full and aching, skin smooth from the shave.

Naomi unlocked the cage with Sienna's key, the steel coming away slowly. My cock sprang free, flushed dark red, veins thick and pulsing, head glistening.

Naomi giggled. "Look at that drippy weeny. Our patient is so desperate already."

Ferera knelt behind me on the bed, her small high tits brushing my back through the pink vinyl, dark nipples stiff against the fabric.

She spread my cheeks with cool fingers, her breath hot on my skin. "Relax, princess. We're just filling you up as you were meant to be."

Sienna guided from the side, her small perky tits rising with each breath, nipples tenting the satin cami.

"Start small," she said. "We escalate gently. He’s a good girl."

The first plug was medium, larger than before, tapered black silicone. Ferera slicked it with lube, pressing the tip to my hole.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned in invasive pleasure.

It stretched me slowly, the burn building into a deep fullness that made my cock twitch and leak, balls aching as it slid home. The base nestled between my cheeks, pressing that spot inside me that sent fresh waves of need through my swollen groin.

"Look at him drip," Naomi teased, her full heavy tits heaving as she leaned closer, dark nipples pressing against the white vinyl. "That ass is taking it so well. Such a good ass slut."

They escalated, removing the first, inserting a larger vibrating one. The buzz hummed through me, teasing my prostate in low pulses.

My cock throbbed visibly, leaking precum in thick strands onto the sheets, balls swelling tighter with every vibration. Ferera worked the prostate massager next, curved and firm, sliding it in slow circles inside me while Naomi held my cheeks spread, her bare feet flexing on the bed, soles dark and smooth brushing my thigh.

"You're leaking so much," Sienna murmured, her full lips curving. "That prostate play has you dripping like a faucet. Feel how full your tight slutty asshole is? That's us taking care of you."

The humiliation burned hot, but so did the pleasure, my swollen balls aching deep, cock hard and untouched, leaking helplessly as they played with my ass under Sienna's watchful eyes.

Sienna pulled me aside after, while the others prepped lunch. Her gray eyes searched mine. "You okay? This is intense. I need to know you're still good?"

I nodded, throat tight. "I am. It's... good. Humiliating, but good."

She cupped my face, her small perky tits pressing against my chest through the satin. "My exes never checked in. They'd push for anal, I’d consent and take it rough, and leave me sore without a word. No care. With you... I want it to feel right. Safe. Tell me if it's too much."

"It's not," I whispered. "I trust you."

She kissed my forehead softly. "Good boy."

The kinky games continued.

They dressed me back in the French maid outfit from yesterday, tiny satin dress plunging low, ruffled apron, short skirt barely covering my ass, sheer black thigh-high stockings, platform heels. The larger vibrating plug stayed in, buzzing low inside me, pressing my prostate with every step. I served lunch, mincing in the heels, skirt riding up to flash my ass and the jeweled base of the plug.

They edged me throughout, Naomi's hand wrapping around my cock while I poured coffee, stroking slow until I leaked and begged, then stopping.

Ferera's fingers teasing the head while I cleared plates, circling the slit until my swollen balls pulled tight, then pulling away.

Sienna's palm cupping my balls while I wiped the table, squeezing gently until I whimpered, prostate buzzing, cock dripping but denied.

"You're such a leaky slut maid," Naomi teased, her full heavy tits bouncing as she laughed, dark nipples stiff against her tank. "That plug has you dripping everywhere. Look at those swollen balls,  so full they're turning blue."

By evening I was wrecked, cock hard and leaking, balls aching so deep I could barely walk straight in the heels.

After, Sienna led me to the bathroom alone.

She ran a hot bath, steam rising in soft curls.

We stripped, her satin cami slipping off to reveal her small perky tits, nipples dark pink and stiff, huge juicy ass flexing as she bent to test the water. I removed the maid outfit, plug coming out with a slick pop, my ass sore but empty now.

We sank into the tub together, her back to my chest, small perky tits floating just above the water, nipples glistening with bubbles. Her long legs stretched out, bare feet resting on the edge, high arches dripping, midnight-blue toes curling against the porcelain. I wrapped my arms around her waist, my hard cock pressing against her huge juicy ass through the water, but she didn't let me grind.

"This dynamic," she whispered, her full lips brushing my ear, "Alex I’ve always loved you as a friend but I feel like….I feel like this is really bringing us closer than friends. With you I feel…desired? Safe. With you, it's not just play. It's... us."

I kissed her neck softly, tasting salt and her vanilla scent. "You’re always safe with me babe. Always. I don’t know whats going to happen at the end of this month but we’ll figure it out. Together."

She turned in my arms, full lips finding mine in a passionate kiss, tongues sliding deep, breaths mingling, her small perky tits pressing soft and wet against my chest, nipples dragging over my skin. Her hands threaded through my hair, pulling me closer, the kiss blurring lines, turning hungry and tender all at once.

She broke away, breath ragged, and guided my head lower. "Enough mushy talk! You may worship my feet….um, bitch?"

Both of us giggling at that, I lifted one perfect foot from the water, kissing the high arch, tongue tracing the curve, tasting soap and her skin.

I sucked each midnight-blue toe slowly, rolling my tongue around the pad, then along the sensitive webbing between them. Her foot flexed in my mouth, toes spreading slightly, and she moaned low, her small perky tits heaving above the water, nipples dark and glistening.

"God, Alex," she gasped, her other foot sliding up my thigh, toes curling against my swollen balls through the water. "You're everything."

The kiss lingered in the air between us, passionate and blurring, her feet worshipped until the water cooled.

We dried off, her huge juicy ass flexing as she bent for a towel, small perky tits bouncing lightly.

She locked me back in the cage, but the romance stayed, and I couldn’t help but wonder if I wanted February to ever end at all…


Chapter 6: Let Us All Go To The Movies!

Sienna had left early for a fitting, kissing my forehead before she went and whispering that today was "Ferera's turn to play."

The words had sent a fresh jolt through my trapped cock, but now, alone in the apartment with the models, the anticipation twisted into something sharper. Naomi was out running errands, leaving Ferera and me to our own devices.

She emerged from her room around noon, and the sight of her nearly knocked the air from my lungs.

Ferera wore a sleek black vinyl mini dress that clung to her slender frame like it had been painted on, the deep V-neck plunging between her small high tits to show the inner curves and the faint shadow of her dark nipples pressing stiff against the shiny material.

The hem hit mid-thigh, hugging her tight ass and leaving her long, porcelain legs bare except for strappy black heels that wrapped around her calves, making them flex into elegant lines.

Her jet-black bob framed her angular face, crimson lips curved in a wicked smile, dark eyes sparkling with intent.

Bare beneath the dress—I could tell from the way the vinyl shifted over her skin, outlining every subtle curve without a hint of panties or bra. Her perfect feet were on full display in the open-toed heels, pale pink soles smooth and arched high, crimson toes flexing as she sauntered toward me.

"Get dressed, Alex," she said, her voice low and teasing. "We're going out. To a place where kink is... encouraged."

My pulse hammered in my throat. Out? In public? With the cage? But my cock jumped against the bars anyway, swollen shaft slamming into steel, balls aching deeper as precum leaked in a fresh drip. "Where?"

She winked. "An old porn theater downtown. The kind where they don't mind if you play along with the screen."

Embarrassment flooded me hot and immediate.

Public play?

With Ferera looking like sin itself?

But the humiliation twisted with arousal, making my swollen balls throb harder.

I dressed quickly in jeans and a hoodie and we got out of there.

The theater was a relic from another era, tucked into a dimly lit side street in the Village.

Faded marquee outside advertised "Adult Classics All Day," the lobby smelling of stale popcorn and lemongrass candles.

Ferera paid for tickets, her crimson lips brushing my ear as she whispered, "Be a good boy. Or I'll make you beg in front of everyone."

We slipped into the dark auditorium.

Scattered patrons—mostly men, a few couples—hunched in seats, the screen flickering with a vintage porn flick: two busty brunettes in lingerie, kissing slow and deep, hands roaming over full tits and round asses.

Moans echoed from the speakers, tinny and overacted.

Ferera led me to a back row, isolated but not hidden.

She settled into the seat, crossing her long legs so the vinyl dress rode up her thighs, flashing the smooth porcelain skin and the faint shadow between them. Her strappy heels dangled from one foot, crimson toes flexing in the air, pale sole curving high and inviting. She patted the seat beside her.

"Sit."

I did, my jeans tight against the cage, swollen cock pressing hard against the bars, balls aching so deep I had to grip the armrest.

The screen showed one brunette dropping to her knees, full lips wrapping around a thick cock, sucking slow and deep while the other watched, fingers circling her own stiff nipples through lace.

Ferera leaned close, her breath hot on my neck. "Look at that. She's sucking him off right there. Your turn."

My stomach twisted. "You’re going to…?"

She giggled softly, the sound vibrating against my ear. "Not that. This."

She uncrossed her legs, spreading them wide in the dim light.

The vinyl dress rode up completely, exposing her bare pussy—smooth, porcelain lips already glistening with arousal, clit peeking dark and swollen from its hood.

No panties.

Just her gorgeous cunt, wet and ready.

"Lick me," she whispered. "Make me cum while they watch the screen. Be my good boy in public."

Fuck it, I thought.

The theater encouraged kink—shadowy figures in other rows were already touching themselves or each other, moans blending with the film's audio.

No one was looking, but the risk burned hot in my chest.

I slid to my knees between her spread thighs, the rough carpet biting into my skin through my jeans.

Her bare feet rested on my shoulders, crimson toes curling against my hoodie, high arches pressing warm and smooth against my neck.

I leaned in, inhaling her scent—musk and jasmine, heady and intoxicating. My tongue traced her inner thigh first, tasting salt and her soft skin, working up to her pussy lips.

She moaned low as I licked a slow stripe along her folds, tongue flat and broad, savoring her wetness.

Her clit was hard under my lips, and I circled it gently, then sucked softly. Ferera's hips rocked, her small high tits heaving under the vinyl dress, dark nipples stiff and pressing against the shiny material like they were begging for touch.

Her full crimson lips parted in a gasp, jet-black bob falling forward to frame her flushed face.

"Good boy," she whispered. "Lick my cunt like you mean it. Make me cum while that woman on screen sucks a really fucking big cock."

The film played on—moans echoing, the brunette deep-throating the guy while the other fingered herself, small tits bouncing.

Ferera's bare feet flexed on my shoulders, crimson toes curling tighter, high arches pressing harder against my neck as her thighs trembled. I sucked her clit harder, tongue flicking relentlessly, two fingers sliding inside her heat to curl against that perfect spot.

She came hard and quiet—thighs clamping around my head, pussy pulsing against my tongue, wetness flooding my mouth and chin. Her small high tits bounced with the shudders, dark nipples tenting the vinyl dress, full crimson lips biting back a cry. Bare feet dug into my shoulders, crimson toes spreading wide as wave after wave rolled through her.

When she finally relaxed, she pulled me up, kissed me deep—tongue tasting herself on my lips, full crimson mouth soft and hungry.

"Such a good boy," she murmured. "Now let's get home before Sienna misses us."

The walk back was torture—my swollen balls aching with every step, cock pressing painfully against the bars in my jeans, precum soaking my boxers.

Ferera's hand in mine, her strappy heels clicking beside me, small high tits shifting under the vinyl dress with every sway of her hips.

That night, after the others went to bed, Sienna slipped into my room.

She wore nothing but an oversized white T-shirt that hit mid-thigh, the hem riding up to show the lower curve of her huge juicy ass as she climbed onto the bed. Her small perky tits pressed against the thin cotton, dark pink nipples stiff and tenting the fabric. Bare feet flexed as she straddled me, high arches warm against my sides, midnight-blue toes curling against the sheets.

“What is it?” I whispered.

“You spent the day with another girl,” she teased. “I gotta put you back in your place.”

She smiled, then guided my head lower. "Worship my feet. Show me."

I lifted one perfect foot, kissing the high arch, tongue tracing the curve, tasting her skin. I sucked each midnight-blue toe slowly, rolling my tongue around the pad, then along the webbing between them. Her foot flexed in my mouth, toes spreading, and she moaned low, small perky tits heaving under the T-shirt, dark pink nipples pressing harder against the cotton.

"Good boy," she breathed. "Never forget. You’re mine."

My cock throbbed uselessly against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, balls aching so deep I groaned into her sole.

But with her bare foot in my mouth, her full lips parted in pleasure, her huge juicy ass flexing as she rocked slightly….the denial felt just a little bit like love.


Chapter 7: The Loving Cuck

Th next day I was tied up, wrists fixed with strong rope and a vibrator strapped tight against my cage, the buzz traveling through metal into the most sensitive place in my whole body, while my ass still stung from the spanking that had put me in this position in the first place.

“Are you enjoying yourself, baby?” Sienna asked, her voice lazy and sweet as she lifted her mouth from between Naomi’s thighs.

“Yes, Miss,” I whimpered, desperate to please.

“Good boy,” she replied, beaming that bright smile that always made my stomach flip. “Play your cards right and I might just release at some point.”

I gulped and kept my mouth shut.

I would do anything for Sienna.

Anything, if it meant getting the keys to my cage.

Anything if it meant pleasing her.

The evening had started innocently enough, or as innocent as things got in our apartment these days. We'd all crashed on the couch after a lazy afternoon, Sienna sketching designs in her notebook, her small perky tits rising and falling under a soft white tank top that clung to her skin like mist, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the thin cotton when the air conditioning kicked on.

Naomi scrolled her phone in oversized gray sweats that hung low on her hips, the drawstring loose enough to show the top of her black lace thong and the smooth curve of her lower stomach.

Ferera lounged in a red silk slip that barely covered her small high tits, the hem riding up her porcelain thighs to flash the edge of her bare pussy every time she shifted.

But the energy shifted when Naomi set her phone down with a grin. "I'm bored. Let's play."

Sienna looked up, gray eyes sparkling. "What kind of play?"

Ferera sat up, crimson lips curving. "The kind where Alex watches."

They turned to me as one, and my pulse spiked. My cock jumped violently against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, the head mashed painfully against the narrow slit and leaking fresh precum that soaked into my sleep pants. My balls ached so deep I shifted on the couch, the constant throb radiating up into my stomach like a fever I couldn't shake.

Before I could protest, or beg, they were on me. Naomi grabbed my arms roughly, her full heavy tits pressing against my back through her tank, dark nipples stiff and dragging over my skin as she yanked my T-shirt over my head. Sienna tugged my pants down in one swift motion, exposing my caged cock, swollen, flushed, leaking thick strands of precum that dripped onto the hardwood. Ferera's slender hands stripped the rest, her small high tits bouncing lightly under the red silk slip, dark nipples tenting the fabric as she laughed low and husky.

"Look at him," Naomi said, voice rich and teasing. "Already dripping. Those swollen balls look so full they're about to burst."

They manhandled me to the bedroom, pushing me onto the bed. Sienna fetched the ropes, thick, soft cords that bound my wrists to the headboard and my ankles to the footposts, stretching me out spread-eagle. My ass clenched around the plug from earlier, the jeweled base pressing that spot inside me with every futile squirm. My cock throbbed helplessly against the bars, swollen shaft bulging between them, head dark and shiny with precum. My balls hung heavy below, full and aching, the tight ring making every pulse feel like a vice squeezing tighter.

Ferera strapped the vibrator to the underside of the cage, small bullet buzzing low against the sensitive skin, the hum vibrating through the steel into my swollen shaft. Pleasure teased without mercy, my cock jumping against the bars, precum pouring out in thick ropes that dripped down the cage onto my balls. The ache deepened, balls throbbing so hard I whimpered, hips bucking uselessly.

Then they stripped.

Sienna first, peeling off her tank to reveal her small perky tits, dark pink nipples stiff and begging, then slipping out of her shorts to show her huge juicy ass, golden cheeks flexing as she stepped into a sheer black babydoll nightie that floated over her skin like smoke, the lace cups barely covering her tits, nipples visible through the translucent fabric. Bare feet padded across the room, high arches curving gracefully, midnight-blue toes flexing against the hardwood as she watched approvingly.

Naomi next, tank and sweats tossed aside, full heavy tits spilling free, dark nipples erect and dark against her ebony skin. She stepped into a red lace corset that pushed her breasts up into deep cleavage, the lace panels sheer enough to show her stiff nipples, a matching red thong disappearing between her thick ass cheeks. Bare feet flexed, soles smooth and dark pressing into the rug, high arches lifting as she posed.

Ferera last, red silk slip discarded, small high tits bouncing lightly, dark nipples stiff points on her porcelain chest. She slipped into a white mesh bodysuit, completely transparent, outlining her small tits and bare pussy, the crotch open to show her glistening lips. Bare feet planted wide, pale pink soles curving high, crimson toes spreading for balance.

They initiated play between themselves right in front of me. Naomi pulled Ferera close, full lips crashing against crimson ones in a deep kiss, tongues sliding visible and wet. Hands roamed, Naomi's palms cupping Ferera's small high tits, thumbs circling dark nipples until she moaned.

Ferera's fingers slipped between Naomi's thighs, stroking her dark pussy lips through the red thong until wetness soaked the lace. They kissed harder, bodies grinding, tits pressing together, Naomi's full heavy breasts against Ferera's small high ones, nipples dragging over skin.

Moans filled the room, bare feet tangling on the rug, Naomi's soles dark and smooth brushing Ferera's pale pink ones, toes curling together as they lost themselves.

Sienna watched from the chair, her small perky tits heaving under the babydoll, nipples stiff against the lace, one hand idly circling her own clit through the sheer fabric. Her huge juicy ass flexed as she shifted, bare feet dangling, midnight-blue toes curling in the air.

The vibrator buzzed relentlessly, teasing my swollen cock through the steel, pleasure building without release.

My balls throbbed so deep I tugged at the ropes, whimpering, precum leaking in thick ropes onto my stomach. The sight of them, lips on necks, fingers on ass cheeks, soft noises swallowed in kisses, made jealousy twinge in my chest, sharp and unexpected.

Sienna noticed. During a break, while Naomi and Ferera caught their breath, tangled on the couch, she slipped over to me. Her bare feet padded softly, high arches lifting with each step, midnight-blue toes flexing against the hardwood.

She leaned down, blonde hair spilling over her shoulder, full lips brushing my ear.

"I love this. Every second really makes it feel like I’m reclaiming my power," she whispered. "From all those cheating exes who fucked around behind my back. Watching them enjoy other chicks... it's me in control now. Not being left out. But you're not left out, baby. You're mine."

The jealousy eased, replaced by a warm rush.

"I know," I whispered back. "It's just... intense."

She kissed my forehead softly, her small perky tits brushing my chest through the babydoll, nipples dragging like little points of fire. "You're doing so good. I love you for it."

She pulled me onto her lap briefly, untied one wrist to hold her close, our eyes locking in a moment of unspoken love amid the group energy. Her gray eyes softened, full lips parting as she gazed at me, her huge juicy ass warm under my hand, small perky tits rising with each breath.

The kiss that followed was tender, tongues brushing slow, a promise in the chaos.

Then she retied me, and the play resumed, Naomi's mouth on Ferera's small high tits, Ferera's fingers in Naomi's full ass, Sienna joining to kiss Naomi's neck while her bare feet tangled with theirs. I watched from afar, plugged and locked, vibrator buzzing, ass stinging from yesterday's spanking, cock leaking helplessly, balls aching deep.


Chapter 8: Watching and Wanting

With wild abandon Sienna slipped back into the fray, her bare feet padding softly across the rug, high arches lifting with each step, midnight-blue toes curling against the hardwood as she reached Naomi.

She leaned in, full lips brushing Naomi's neck, tongue tracing the smooth ebony skin while her hands cupped Naomi's full heavy tits from behind, thumbs circling the dark nipples through the tank until they stiffened further into bold, tempting points.

“Fuck yeah, slut,” Naomi moaned low, her bare feet flexing against the rug, soles dark and smooth arching high as her thighs parted wider, allowing Ferera's fingers to slide deeper into her dark pussy lips.

Sienna glanced back at me, her full lips curving in a soft, teasing smile, gray eyes dark with pleasure. She disentangled from the pair briefly, bare feet padding toward me again, high arches curving smooth and inviting, midnight-blue toes flexing against the hardwood with each step. Her huge juicy ass flexed under the babydoll as she walked, the sheer fabric riding up to show the lower curves golden and round. She untied my wrists and ankles with gentle fingers, her small perky tits brushing my arm through the lace, dark pink nipples dragging like fire.

"Come here," she whispered, pulling me to my feet. My legs shook, swollen balls aching with the movement, cock throbbing against the bars as precum dripped onto the floor.

She led me to the armchair, settling into it and guiding me onto her lap. I straddled her thighs, my caged cock pressing against her stomach through the babydoll, the steel warm from my body heat but unyielding, swollen shaft slamming against the bars with every shift. Her huge juicy ass felt warm and soft under me through the sheer fabric, her bare feet planting wide on the floor, high arches lifting as she adjusted, midnight-blue toes curling against the rug. Her small perky tits pressed against my chest, dark pink nipples stiff and dragging over my skin through the lace, sending sparks straight to my trapped cock.

"Watch them with me," she murmured in my ear, full lips brushing the shell, her breath hot and sweet like vanilla.

One hand slipped between us, cupping my swollen balls gently, fingers kneading the heavy orbs with just enough pressure to make me gasp, thumbs circling the base where the ring bit into my skin.

The touch was exquisite, tender and teasing, making my balls ache deeper, swollen and full, throbbing under her palm. Her other hand disappeared between her own thighs, slipping under the babydoll to circle her clit, the soft wet sounds filling my ear as she played with herself, her pussy already slick and warm, I could feel the heat radiating against my thigh.

Naomi and Ferera had moved to the bed now, Naomi on her back, full heavy tits spilling across her chest, dark nipples erect and dark against her ebony skin. Ferera straddled her face, small high tits bouncing lightly as she lowered her bare pussy onto Naomi's full lips.

Naomi's tongue flicked out, licking slow circles over Ferera's glistening lips, her hands cupping Ferera's tight ass cheeks, fingers digging into the porcelain flesh. Ferera moaned low, her bare feet flexing on the sheets, pale pink soles arching high, crimson toes curling tight as pleasure built. Naomi's own bare feet lifted, soles dark and smooth wrapping around Ferera's back, high arches pressing into porcelain skin, gold-painted toes spreading wide.

"Look at Naomi's tongue deep in Ferera's bare pussy," Sienna whispered filthily in my ear, her voice cute and teasing, full lips nipping my lobe. "Those small high tits bouncing, dark nipples so stiff. And Naomi's full heavy tits heaving under her, dark nipples begging to be sucked. Doesn't it make your cock ache in that cage? Pressing so hard against the bars, leaking like a desperate little boy while they cum together."

Her words hit like sparks, humiliation twisting hot in my gut. My cock jumped violently against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, the head leaking thicker drops that soaked her babydoll and dripped onto her hand. My balls throbbed under her massage, full and aching so deep I ground subtly against her thigh, the friction teasing without relief. She fingered herself faster, the soft slick sounds blending with Naomi and Ferera's moans, her small perky tits heaving against my back, dark pink nipples dragging like fire through the lace.

The teasing heightened, Sienna ground against me subtly, her huge juicy ass flexing under the babydoll, her wet pussy lips brushing my thigh through the sheer fabric as she rocked her hips.

"Feel that?" she whispered, cute and filthy. "My pussy so wet watching them. But your cock stays locked. Those swollen balls so full they're turning blue under my fingers. You're mine to tease, baby. Mine to deny."

I moaned low, hips bucking helplessly.

The group energy pulsed around us, Naomi's full lips sucking Ferera's clit harder, Ferera's fingers in Naomi's dark pussy, bare feet tangling, toes curling together as orgasms built. Naomi's thighs trembled, her bare feet kicking the sheets, soles dark and smooth flexing high.

Ferera cried out first, small high tits heaving, dark nipples stiff peaks, her bare feet spreading wide, crimson toes curling tight as wave after wave rolled through her, wetness flooding Naomi's mouth.

Naomi followed, full heavy tits bouncing, dark nipples erect, her bare feet arching high off the bed, gold-painted toes spreading as she came with a muffled cry, pussy pulsing against Ferera's fingers.

Sienna held me close amid the scene, her arms wrapping tighter around my waist, small perky tits warm against my back, her fingers still massaging my aching balls.

"No one else could make me feel this safe," she murmured in my ear, voice soft and vulnerable amid the moans. "Desired. Like I can explore any fucking avenue and still know you're here. You're my anchor, Alex. My everything."

The words hit deep, advancing our intimacy amid the group energy.

I turned my head, our eyes locking, gray storms meeting mine, full of unspoken love. She kissed me then, full lips soft and claiming, tongue brushing mine slow and deep, her small perky tits pressing closer, dark pink nipples dragging over my skin through the babydoll.

The kiss lingered, passionate and tender, her hand still on my balls, my caged cock leaking against her thigh.

The models' orgasms faded into soft giggles and kisses, bare feet tangling on the bed, Naomi's dark soles brushing Ferera's pale pink ones, toes curling together.

But Sienna's hold on me stayed, her whisper in my ear: "You're so fucking sexy baby."

My swollen balls throbbed under her touch, cock pressing painfully against the bars, but in that moment, amid the teasing and the watching, I was content.

Gloriously content.


Chapter 9: Her Pleasure Shared

Naomi lifted her head from between Ferera's thighs, her full lips glossy and wet, dark nipples still stiff against her tank top as her heavy tits heaved with aftershocks. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, ebony skin flushed, and glanced at Sienna with a wicked grin. "Your turn, babe. Come join us."

Ferera sat up, her small high tits bouncing lightly, dark nipples erect peaks on her porcelain chest, her bare feet flexing against the sheets as she reached for Sienna. "Yeah. We've been dying to taste you."

Sienna hesitated for a second, her small perky tits rising faster under the sheer babydoll, dark pink nipples stiff and visible through the translucent lace. Her huge juicy ass flexed as she shifted in the chair, bare feet planting wide on the floor, high arches curving smooth and golden, midnight-blue toes spreading slightly for balance. She looked at me, gray eyes soft but commanding. "Stay put, baby. Watch how they make me cum. No touching yourself. Your tiny cock stays locked and dripping while we play."

The words hit like a spark to dry tinder. My cock jumped violently against the bars, swollen shaft slamming into steel, the head leaking thicker drops that soaked the sheer white panties and dripped onto her thigh.

She stood, babydoll floating around her thighs, small perky tits bouncing lightly with the movement, dark pink nipples dragging against the lace like they were begging for touch. Her bare feet padded across the rug, high arches lifting with each step, midnight-blue toes curling against the hardwood as she reached the bed.

Naomi and Ferera pulled her down between them, their bare feet tangling with hers, Naomi's dark soles brushing Sienna's pale pink ones, Ferera's crimson toes curling around midnight-blue ones in a messy weave of affection and tease.

Naomi kissed Sienna first, full lips soft and claiming, tongue sliding deep while her hands cupped Sienna's small perky tits through the babydoll, thumbs circling the dark pink nipples until they stiffened further into sharp points tenting the lace.

Sienna moaned into the kiss, her huge juicy ass flexing against the sheets, bare feet kicking lightly, high arches curving high as pleasure built. Ferera joined from the other side, her small high tits pressing against Sienna's arm, dark nipples dragging over golden skin as her crimson lips brushed Sienna's neck, tongue tracing the pulse point.

"Look at him," Naomi murmured between kisses, her bare feet flexing, dark soles arching high as she hooked one leg over Sienna's thigh. "Locked and leaking while we lick you. His swollen balls so full they're throbbing. Stay put, Alex. Watch us make your girl cum."

Ferera giggled, her pale pink soles brushing Naomi's dark ones as their bare feet tangled more, crimson toes spreading wide. "Yeah. No touching that tiny cock. Just drip for us."

Sienna arched under their touches, her small perky tits heaving, dark pink nipples stiff against the lace as Naomi peeled the babydoll down, exposing them completely. Naomi sucked one into her mouth, tongue swirling around the dark pink nipple, while Ferera licked the other, crimson lips closing soft and wet. Sienna's bare feet flexed hard, high arches lifting off the bed, midnight-blue toes curling tight as she gasped, her huge juicy ass grinding against the sheets.

They moved lower together, Naomi's full lips trailing down Sienna's stomach, tongue dipping into her navel, while Ferera kissed her inner thigh, crimson lips soft against golden skin. Sienna's legs spread wide, bare feet planting on the bed, high arches curving smooth and inviting, midnight-blue toes spreading for balance. Her pussy glistened, folds swollen and pink, clit hard and peeking from its hood.

Naomi licked first, tongue flat and broad along Sienna's lips, savoring her wetness. Ferera joined, their tongues meeting over Sienna's clit, licking slow circles together, full lips brushing each other in wet, open-mouthed kisses amid the tease. Sienna moaned low, her small perky tits bouncing with each rock of her hips, dark pink nipples erect and glistening with their saliva. Her bare feet kicked the air slightly, high arches flexing, midnight-blue toes curling tight as pleasure coiled.

"He's watching all intently its getting him so drippy and hard," Sienna gasped, her full lips parted, gray eyes locking on mine. "Leaking everywhere. Stay put, baby. Watch them lick me to orgasm."

The words fueled the humiliation, my swollen balls throbbing deeper under the vibrator's buzz, cock pressing painfully against the bars, leaking thick ropes of precum that dripped onto the floor. The ache radiated everywhere, hot, insistent, my thighs trembling with the need to thrust, to touch, to cum.

"Kneel," Sienna ordered suddenly, her voice breathy but firm. "Kiss my feet. Worship them while they make me cum. Show me how devoted you are."

I slid off the chair to my knees, crawling to the bed.

Her bare foot extended toward me, high arch curving gracefully, sole pale pink and smooth, midnight-blue toes flexing invitingly. I kissed the instep first, lips pressing reverent against the warm skin.

My tongue traced the curve, dipping into the sensitive hollow beneath her ankle bone.

She sighed, her small perky tits heaving faster as Naomi and Ferera licked harder, their bare feet tangling nearby, Naomi's dark soles brushing Ferera's pale pink ones, toes curling together.

I sucked her big toe into my mouth, rolling my tongue around the pad, then along the webbing to the next. Her foot flexed in my mouth, toes spreading slightly, and she moaned louder, huge juicy ass grinding against their tongues. Humiliated yet devoted, I worshipped, mouth full of her toes, cock leaking helplessly against the bars, swollen balls aching so deep tears pricked my eyes.

The vibrator buzzed mercilessly, teasing my swollen shaft without end, precum pouring out in thick strands.

Sienna came hard, thighs clamping around their heads, bare feet kicking, high arches flexing high off the bed, midnight-blue toes spreading wide as wave after wave rolled through her, wetness flooding their mouths. She cried out my name mixed with theirs, small perky tits bouncing, dark pink nipples stiff peaks in the air.

They collapsed together afterward, bare feet tangled in a messy pile, dark soles against pale pink, gold-painted toes curling around crimson ones, midnight-blue flexing lazily. Soft giggles filled the room, bodies slick and flushed.

Sienna pulled me up onto the bed, the four of us cuddling in a warm pile, her small perky tits pressed to my chest, Naomi's full heavy ones against my back, Ferera's small high ones brushing my arm.

“Well,” I whispered. “That was fucking crazy.”

We all laughed.

Truer words had never been spoken.


Chapter 10: Bonds Tested and Strengthened

Monday morning crept in with the kind of soft gray light that made the apartment feel like a cocoon, wrapping around the four of us in a haze of lingering intimacy and exhaustion.

I woke up first, my body a wreck of unrelieved tension after sixteen days locked in the steel cage.

Frustrated, I shifted on the bed, and the cage clanked softly against my inner thigh, a cruel reminder that my release was still hers to decide.

Honestly, I was so frustrated I could barely move without whimpering, cock pressing uselessly against unyielding steel, balls aching so deep it felt like they might never stop.

The girls were tangled in a warm pile on the king bed we'd all crashed on last night, Sienna curled against my side, her small perky tits pressing soft and warm against my ribs through her sheer babydoll nightie, dark pink nipples stiff little points dragging over my skin with each breath.

Her huge juicy ass flexed slightly in her sleep, golden cheeks smooth and round under the translucent lace, one long leg thrown over mine, her bare foot sliding up my calf, midnight-blue toes curling possessively against my skin, high arch warm and smooth brushing my thigh.

Naomi sprawled on the other side, her full heavy tits rising and falling under a loose tank top, dark nipples stiff and pressing against the thin cotton like bold invitations, her thick thighs parted slightly to show the curve of her dark pussy lips peeking from under her shorts. Her bare feet tangled with Ferera's, soles dark and smooth arching high, gold-painted toes flexing lazily in sleep.

Ferera lay between them, her small high tits barely covered by a red satin slip, dark nipples erect peaks tenting the fabric, her slender legs intertwined with theirs, bare feet pale pink and delicate, crimson toes curling against Naomi's dark sole.

We'd spent the weekend pushing boundaries, the group dynamic a whirlwind of teasing and play that left me humiliated, devoted, and closer to Sienna than ever.

But now, with Naomi and Ferera's flight back to another world modeling tour looming in a few hours, the air felt bittersweet.

Sienna stirred first, her full lips parting in a sleepy smile as her gray eyes met mine. She stretched, small perky tits bouncing lightly under the babydoll, dark pink nipples dragging against the lace as her huge juicy ass shifted, golden thighs brushing mine. Her bare foot slid higher up my leg, midnight-blue toes curling against my inner thigh, high arch pressing warm and smooth just below my swollen balls. The contact sent a fresh jolt through my caged cock, swollen shaft slamming against the bars, precum leaking faster in thick drops that soaked the sheets.

"Morning, baby," she whispered, full lips brushing my jaw. "You've been incredible this week. Enduring everything, the teasing, the denial, the group stuff. My exes couldn't handle a fraction of it. They'd cheat or ghost the second things got real. But you... you stay. You ache for me. It makes me feel so powerful. So safe, and yeah, I know I’ve said that before but it’s been important to me. Thank you."

Her words hit deep, easing the frustration for a moment.

“Anytime,” I whispered.

Then I leaned in, kissing her full lips softly, tongue brushing hers in a slow, tender slide. Her small perky tits pressed closer, dark pink nipples stiff against my chest through the lace, her bare foot curling tighter against my thigh, midnight-blue toes spreading slightly to grip my skin.

Naomi and Ferera awoke then, stretching with giggles, their bare feet untangling,

"Morning, lovers," Naomi said, voice rich and teasing. "Last day before we jet back to Italy. Let's make it count."

Ferera winked at me, crimson lips curving. "Yeah. Fuck it, let's let him cum. We're leaving anyway."

Sienna's gray eyes lit up, full lips parting in a bright smile. "You sure?"

Naomi nodded, her bare feet flexing against the sheets, dark soles arching high. "He's earned it. Look at those swollen balls, practically bursting."

They stripped in unison, a symphony of teasing grace.

Sienna peeled off her babydoll first, small perky tits bouncing free, dark pink nipples stiff and begging, her huge juicy ass flexing golden and round as she stood, bare feet planting wide on the hardwood, high arches curving smooth, midnight-blue toes spreading for balance.

Naomi tugged her tank over her head, full heavy tits spilling out, dark nipples erect and dark against her ebony skin, her shorts following to reveal her thick thighs and the smooth dark lips of her pussy, glistening already.

Ferera slipped out of her red satin slip, small high tits bouncing lightly, dark nipples stiff peaks on her porcelain chest, her bare pussy exposed between slender thighs. Her bare feet padded forward, pale pink soles arching delicately, crimson toes spreading wide as she posed.

"Sixty seconds," Sienna said, full lips curving wickedly. "Fondle our tits and asses as much as you like. And listen? Make it count, baby."

They lined up at the foot of the bed.

“I think I might be in heaven.”

“TImer starts now,” Naoimi whispered.

I dove in, hands greedy but reverent.

I cupped Sienna's small perky tits first, thumbs circling her dark pink nipples until they stiffened harder, her full lips parting in a gasp as I squeezed gently.

My other hand grabbed her huge juicy ass, fingers digging into the golden cheeks, kneading the lush flesh while her bare feet flexed under her, midnight-blue toes curling against the hardwood. They giggled softly, gently making fun.

"Look at him go," Naomi teased, her full heavy tits bouncing as I moved to her, palms cupping the weight, thumbs brushing her dark nipples until she sighed. "So eager. Like he's never touched tits before."

Ferera laughed as my hands squeezed her small high tits, fingers rolling her dark nipples into stiff peaks. "Aw, his hands are shaking. Poor locked boy. Grab my ass too, feel how tight it is compared to Sienna's juicy one."

I did, hands roaming their asses, Sienna's huge and round, golden cheeks spilling over my palms; Naomi's full and thick, ebony skin warm and firm; Ferera's tight and slender, porcelain smooth.

It was heavenly.

"Time's up," Sienna said breathlessly, full lips glossy and parted.

They unlocked the cage together, Naomi's fingers on the ring, Ferera sliding the steel away, Sienna clicking the padlock open.

My cock sprang free, flushed dark red, veins thick and pulsing, head shining with precum. It bobbed helplessly, so hard it hurt, balls swollen and heavy below.

"Lay on the table," Naomi ordered, her bare feet padding to the coffee table, soles dark and smooth flexing high as she cleared it.

I obeyed, lying back on the cool glass, cock standing straight up, balls throbbing full and aching.

They proffered only a single finger, Naomi's index, Sienna's middle, Ferera's pinky.

Naomi pressed her finger to my lips. "Suck."

I opened my mouth, tongue swirling around her finger, tasting salt and sex as she pushed deeper, full lips curving in a smile, her full heavy tits hanging heavy above me, dark nipples stiff.

Sienna knelt behind, her bare foot brushing my thigh, midnight-blue toes curling against my skin as she slid her finger into my ass, curling to hit that spot. The pressure made my swollen balls ache deeper, cock twitching violently.

Ferera wrapped her pinky around my shaft, tiny, slender finger stroking slow and light, barely enough pressure but teasing every vein, every hypersensitive inch.

"Cum from just my little pinky like a good slut," she purred, crimson lips parted, small high tits heaving as she watched.

The humiliation burned, three gorgeous women using single fingers, giggling as I writhed.

"Look at him," Naomi teased, her finger thrusting in my mouth. "Sucking like he's starving. Those swollen balls so full he's gonna burst from a pinky."

Sienna's finger curled harder in my ass, pressing my prostate. "Good boy. Cum for us. Show us how desperate you are that you’ll make your cummies from just a pinkie."

Ferera's pinky stroked faster, tiny finger twisting around the head, slick with my precum.

Pleasure coiled sharp and bright, balls drawing impossibly tight, cock throbbing hard.

“I’m…I’m gonna,” I gasped.

“Do it bitch,” Ferera grunted. “Spurt from my pinkie like the slut you are!”

“Be my good bitch and come baby,” Sienna encouraged.

“Oh fuck,” I screamed, lost in pleasure.

I came, embarrassing, humiliating spurts shooting across my stomach, but Ferera pulled her pinky away at the last second, ruining it.

The orgasm crashed without peak, helpless ropes landing weak and unsatisfying, my swollen balls emptying in frustrated waves while the pleasure faded into aching emptiness.

They giggled, breathless and delighted.

“I’ll do the honors,” Naomi said as she leaned down, her full heavy tits brushing my chest, dark nipples dragging over my skin as she licked up my cum with her full lips, tongue swirling hot and wet over my stomach.

“Oh I want a taste,” Ferera pouted.

She kissed Ferera first, full lips meeting crimson ones, tongues sliding with my cum between them.

“Me next?” Sienna said sheepishly.

Then Naomi kissed Sienna, sharing the salty taste, Sienna's small perky tits pressing against Naomi's heavy ones, dark pink nipples dragging over dark erect ones.

All four of us kissed then, lips and tongues swapping my cum in a messy, giggling tangle. Full lips soft and wet, tongues brushing, the salty taste filling my mouth.

"Swallow it," Sienna whispered against my lips.

I did, gulping down the humiliating load, and we all giggled shakily, breathless and close.

Naomi and Ferera pulled away first, heading to their rooms for luggage. "We gotta go back to Italy before Asia," Naomi said, full heavy tits bouncing as she zipped her bag, dark nipples still stiff under her tank. "But we'll be back soon. Don't miss us too much!"

Before they left, wheeling suitcases behind them, they paused at the door.

“Oh shit, almost forgot!”

Ferera rummaged in her bag and pulled out a strapon harness with a huge pink dildo, thick, veined, at least nine inches, tossing it to Sienna with a wink.

"Use it well," she giggled, crimson lips curving.

Sienna caught it, her small perky tits bouncing under her sweater, dark pink nipples pressing against the wool. She looked at me, gray eyes sparkling, full lips parting in a bright smile.

We both giggled, breathless and close, the promise hanging in the air.

“So,” she asked, grinning. “Ever been fucked in the ass by a blonde before?”

I shook my head. “But there’s a first time for everything.”

Siena touched my cheek. “Something tells me this last week is going to be the best one yet.”

I smiled.

Knowing she was right.

Next week would be fucking crazy.

As to what happened after that? Would we break up as planned or would be try to make this thing real?

I guess we’d figure it out when we got there.

Act 4

Prologue: Saturday

I shifted my weight from one foot to the other on the crowded subway platform, my heart hammering all the while.

The snow might have been melting up on the streets, but down here the tunnels pressed in hot and thick, the air heavy with damp concrete and faint ozone.

My brand-new charcoal suit clung to my back in thin, sticky patches of sweat no matter how much I fanned the front of my jacket with my free hand. I kept checking the dozen deep-red roses in my other hand, just to make sure they weren’t wilting as I waited for the delayed train to charge around the corner.

In case it isn’t clear, I was panicking.

That was exactly what I was doing.

This was the last Saturday of February, the final night of our pact, and I could not be late.

Then a single fingertip tapped my shoulder, light but deliberate, sending a warm spark straight down my spine.

“Excuse me,” a low, honeyed voice purred behind me, “but you look like you are going somewhere special.”

I turned fast, cheeks already burning hot under the collar of my shirt.

Standing there was a beautiful blonde with glossy red lipstick that caught every flicker of the fluorescent lights above us. She wore a tiny red dress that hugged every curve and ended high on her long, smooth thighs. The plunging neckline framed the soft, rounded sides of her small but gloriously perky tits, the thin fabric shifting with each breath and letting me see the faint outline of her dark pink nipples. She wore strappy red heels that added four inches to her height, forcing me to tilt my head up to meet her storm-gray eyes.

A wave of her coconut-and-vanilla perfume washed over me, making my mouth water and my pulse jump in my throat.

“I’m actually going on a date,” I managed, voice sheepish and rough at the edges.

She smiled, slow and wicked, the kind that always turned my knees to liquid. “What a coincidence. So am I.” She stepped closer, heels clicking once on the concrete. “While we wait… tell me, is your date incredibly pretty?”

I smirked even as fresh heat flooded my face and neck. “She’s definitely very good at fishing for compliments. But no, she isn’t pretty. She’s beautiful. And so fucking hot it hurts to even think about her right now.”

“How reductively objectifying,” she said, rolling her eyes with playful drama, though her glossy lips curved higher. The movement made the thin red straps of her dress slip just a fraction on her shoulders, revealing another inch of silky skin. “Though I can’t say anything. All I can think about right now is unlocking my date’s tight little cage at the end of the night… and sliding down onto him so slowly he feels every tight, wet inch of my body until he fills me all the way up.”

The words landed straight between my legs.

I gasped, low and helpless, eyes darting around the platform to make sure no one else had heard.

She laughed softly, the sound rich and warm, and slipped her arm through mine.

As she leaned in, the heavy, generous curve of her huge, juicy ass brushed my hip through the thin red fabric, soft and full and warm. I felt the side of one small perky breast mold gently against my bicep, the faint hardness of her nipple tracing across my arm. Her long thigh pressed close to mine, smooth skin radiating heat.

“What are you doing here Sienna?” I asked, grinning.

“I didn’t want to leave you all alone down here,” she murmured, glossy lips brushing the shell of my ear. Her breath was warm and sweet with mint, sending goosebumps racing down my neck. “Did you miss me, baby?”

The cage gave another tight, insistent throb.

My voice came out hoarse. “Actually… I really did.”

She hummed in satisfaction, squeezing my arm tighter, her body pressing closer as the train lights flickered in the tunnel.

I turned my head just enough to look at her again, heart full and cock aching, a playful grin tugging at my mouth. “I thought we were meeting in the restaurant?.”

Her storm-gray eyes sparkled with pure mischief. She winked at me, then leaned in and kissed my cheek, leaving the faint print of red gloss on my skin.

“What can I say babes,” she purred. “I’m not like you. I’m very impatient.”


Act 4


Chapter 1: Teased All Monday

Never had it become clearer that the nature of our relationship had changed than when I was bent over Sienna’s lap, my chest pressed to the soft cushion of her thigh, while she hooked two fingers into the waistband of my pink frilly thong and pulled it up so hard the thin lace dug between my cheeks and I yelped.

“Good boy,” she said, voice warm and steady. Her palm came down in a firm, open-handed spank that made my ass sting and my caged cock twitch helplessly against her leg. Another spank, then another, each one perfectly aimed, each one followed by a gentle rub of her palm over the raw heated skin. “Now do you want to make us some popcorn? I want to watch a movie.”

I nodded against her body, breathing hard, the words coming out shaky. “Yes, Sienna.”

She gave the thong one last playful tug, letting the lace snap back against my skin, then helped me up. “I really love how red your ass gets, you’ve got such a cute butt sometimes I just can’t resist.”

My face was flushed, my ass warm and tingling, and the steel cage between my legs felt impossibly tight after almost an entire month of of constant denial.

Every movement reminded me exactly who owned me now.

In the kitchen I stood at the counter in nothing but the pink thong, the frills brushing my shaved thighs, and listened to the soft pop-pop-pop of the kernels while I watched her through the open doorway.

Across the room I couldn’t help but stare. Sienna was gorgeous.

She had changed into her favorite midnight-blue silk pajama set, the one that made my mouth go dry every single time. The camisole was thin and delicate, the color of her signature nail polish, clinging to her small, perky breasts and letting the dark pink outline of her nipples show clearly whenever she moved. The matching shorts were tiny, riding high on her long legs and stretched tight across the generous, juicy curve of her ass.

Every time she bent to adjust the TV HDMI cord, the silk rode up and I caught a glimpse of smooth, bare skin beneath, the heavy round ass cheeks swaying gently with each step.

Her long golden-blonde hair was loose and slightly messy from earlier, falling in soft waves down her back.

When she turned to look at me, those storm-gray eyes sparkled with quiet command and something softer, something that still made my heart flip even after everything we had done this month.

The microwave dinged.

I poured the steaming popcorn into a big bowl, added a sprinkle of salt the way she liked, and carried it back to the living room.

My cock strained uselessly in its cage with every step, the bars warm and slick inside from the teasing she had given me all day.

Sienna had already curled into the corner of the couch, legs tucked beneath her, one bare foot dangling.

The high arch and midnight-blue painted toes flexed lazily as she patted the cushion beside her. Before I could sit she reached out and caught my wrist, pulling me closer.

“Hey,” she said softly, thumb stroking the inside of my wrist. “Just checking in. You’re still having fun, right?”

I chuckled, the sound a little breathless. “A very specific kind of fun.”

“Oh no.” She hid her face behind both hands for a second, peeking through her fingers with mock worry. “Have I been too mean?”

“Not at all.” I touched her wrist gently, guiding her hands down so I could see her eyes. “You’ve been great. I know my safeword. I know you’d stop in a heartbeat if I said it. It’s just been… a lot of teasing. Almost a whole month of it now.”

“Awh, poor you.” Her voice dropped into that sweet, sympathetic tone that always melted me. She reached out and cupped my cheek, thumb brushing my lower lip. “You must be so desperate to cum. Do you wanna cum right now?”

I grinned despite the ache, leaning into her touch. “That’s for you to decide, isn’t it?”

“I suppose it is.” She smiled, slow and satisfied, then tugged me down onto the couch beside her. “And tonight I believe that I already decided we are watching a movie. So go grab some pajamas and get cosy with me.”

I came back in soft gray sweatpants and a loose T-shirt, the fabric feeling almost too gentle against my heated skin and the constant pressure of the cage.

Sienna lifted the blanket and I slid under it with her, our bodies fitting together the way they always had, only now every point of contact carried new weight.

Her head rested on my shoulder, one long leg draped over mine, her bare thigh warm and smooth against my calf. The heavy curve of her ass pressed snugly against my hip, silk sliding over silk.

We stayed curled like that while the opening credits rolled across the screen. The movie was some silly romantic comedy she had picked, the kind we used to watch back in college with takeout and inside jokes.

Halfway through the first scene she sighed, the sound soft and content, and whispered against my neck, “I really love you.”

My chest tightened. “I love you too, Sienna.”

The words felt bigger now than they ever had.

They hung in the quiet space between us, warm and true, while the movie played on.

But another question hung there too, a heavier, unspoken question we’d been silently roaring at one another all month.

This experiment was over on Sunday.

March first.

The pact said I was supposed to walk away, free, no hard feelings.

She was supposed to dump her fake boyfriend and step back into her life with all her power restored.

That had been the deal from the very first night.

What would we do then?

I tried to focus on the screen, but my mind kept drifting.

Twenty-eight days of steel around my cock. Twenty-eight days of her teasing smiles, her commanding voice, her gentle hands checking in after every scene.

I had been spanked, plugged, dressed in lingerie, edged until I cried, made to watch her cum while I stayed locked and aching.

I had knelt for Naomi and Ferera, licked them while they laughed and praised me, then come back to Sienna’s bed for the softest kisses and the quietest whispers of “You’re mine.”

Every night she had held me after, stroking my hair, telling me how proud she was, how safe I made her feel, how powerful.

And every single day I had fallen deeper.

Now her fingers traced lazy circles on my chest through my shirt, right over my heart.

She shifted closer, the warm weight of her breast pressing against my side, her nipple a firm little point through the thin silk.

I swallowed hard as my cock gave another futile throb inside the cage.

“You’re thinking too loud,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “Talk to me, baby.”

I let out a shaky breath. “Sunday’s only six days away.”

She went still for a moment, then pressed a slow kiss to the side of my neck. “I know.”

The movie kept playing, but neither of us was really watching anymore.

Her hand slid lower, resting possessively on my stomach, fingertips just above the waistband of my sweatpants.

The heat of her palm soaked through the fabric and made the cage feel even tighter.

“I keep thinking about what happens after,” I admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “When the month ends. When you’re supposed to… break up with me.”

Sienna lifted her head, storm-gray eyes searching mine in the flickering light of the TV.

Her expression was soft, almost vulnerable, but there was steel underneath, the same quiet command that had turned my whole world upside down four weeks ago.

“Do you want me to break up with you?” she asked.

The question sat between us, simple and terrifying.

I shook my head before I even realized I was moving. “That was the deal wasn’t it?”

She gave a sad smile as her hand slipped lower, cupping the hard bulge of the cage through my sweatpants, giving it a gentle squeeze that made me gasp into her mouth. The metal pressed firm against my swollen shaft, the little lock clicking softly with the movement.

“Tonight is still mine,” she said, voice dropping into that velvet tone that made me melt. “We can talk about forever tomorrow. Right now I just want to feel you shaking under my hands while we finish this movie.”

She settled back against me, pulling the blanket higher, her huge, perfect ass nestled firmly in my lap now, the silk of her shorts sliding over the front of my sweatpants with every tiny shift of her hips.

Each movement rubbed the cage, teasing the aching length trapped inside, sending sparks of denied pleasure up my spine.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, hands resting on the soft curve of her stomach, and held on like she might disappear if I let go.


Chapter 2: A Terrific Tuesday

I woke up spooned behind Sienna, my hips tucked against the warm, generous curve of her huge ass, the thin silk of her midnight-blue pajama shorts doing nothing to hide how soft and full she was. Every tiny shift of her body pressed that perfect roundness back against the front of my sweatpants, and my poor locked cock gave a slow, aching throb that made me bite my lip to stay quiet. Twenty-nine days now.

The metal was warm from sleeping against her all night, the bars slick inside with the constant leak of precum that had nowhere to go.

She stirred, stretching like a cat, and rolled over to face me.

Her long golden-blonde hair spilled across the pillow in messy waves, one strand sticking to her full glossy lips.

Storm-gray eyes blinked open, soft and sleepy, and she smiled that slow, possessive smile that still turned my stomach into warm honey.

“Morning, baby,” she murmured, voice husky from sleep.

Her hand slid down my chest, stopping just above the waistband of my pants. She didn’t squeeze or tease, just rested her palm there like a quiet claim. “How’s my good boy feeling?”

“Desperate,” I admitted, pressing my forehead to hers. “But happy.”

She kissed me softly, lips warm and tasting faintly of the cherry lip balm she kept on the nightstand. “Good. Because I have plans for us after work. No arguments.”

I didn’t argue.

The day dragged at the theater where I was painting sets for some spare cash. By five-thirty I was practically vibrating as I stepped out onto the sidewalk, scarf wrapped tight against the February chill.

That was when I saw her.

“Hi handsome!”

Sienna was leaning against a black town car she must have hired just for this, looking like every fantasy I had ever had about her rolled into one perfect package.

She wore a soft cream-colored cashmere turtleneck that hugged her tiny waist and clung to the gentle swell of her small perky tits, the fabric so fine it showed the faint shadow of her dark pink nipples whenever she breathed.

Over it she had thrown an oversized black wool coat that hung open, revealing high-waisted charcoal trousers that looked painted on, the material stretching deliciously over the wide, juicy flare of her hips and that absolutely enormous round ass I could never stop staring at.

The trousers ended in a crisp cuff just above her ankles, showing off strappy black heels with thin silver chains that winked in the streetlight.

Her long blonde hair was pulled into a loose, low ponytail that swayed when she pushed off the car and walked toward me, hips rolling in that natural, confident sway that made every guy on the sidewalk turn his head.

She looked powerful.

She looked the kind of woman who owned men like me.

“Surprise,” she said, sliding her arms around my neck right there on the busy sidewalk. Her perfume, coconut and vanilla, wrapped around me. “We are going to the spa. Facials, massages, the whole thing. My treat. You have been working so hard and taking such good care of me this month. Tonight I want to take care of you.”

My throat tightened. “Sienna…”

“No arguments,” she repeated, kissing the tip of my nose. “Get in the car, baby.”

The spa was quiet and warm, all soft lighting and eucalyptus-scented air.

They gave us matching plush white robes and led us to a private couples room with two facial beds side by side.

Sienna slipped out of her clothes behind a screen, and when she emerged in just the robe, the belt tied loosely so the deep V showed the inner curves of her small breasts and a hint of smooth stomach, I had to look away for a second just to breathe. Her legs looked endless, bare feet with those perfect high arches and midnight-blue painted toes padding across the heated floor.

We lay down on the beds, faces tilted up under warm towels.

The aesthetician’s fingers worked gentle circles of serum into my skin, but all I could focus on was Sienna’s hand reaching across the small gap between us to lace her fingers with mine. Her palm was warm, thumb stroking slow lines over my knuckles.

Every few minutes she would squeeze, checking in without words, and I would squeeze back.

The room smelled like lavender and rose, soft music playing low, and for the first time in weeks the constant throb in the cage felt almost peaceful, like the denial itself was part of how much I loved her.

Halfway through the second mask my phone buzzed on the side table.

I glanced at the screen and my heart stopped.

It was my agent.

I sat up so fast the towel slid off my face. Sienna lifted her head, curious, as I answered.

“Hello?”

“Alex! My man, you’re not going to believe this. You got it. You got the lead in Desperatione! The new Broadway show. They loved your audition, they said you had this almost animalistic sexuality to your performance, whatever the fuck that means, the director called me himself ten minutes ago. Rehearsals start in three weeks. This is it, man. This is your breakout role. You’re gonna be HUGE and you’re going to make me rich.”

I stared at the phone like it had grown wings. “Wait… what?”

Sienna sat up too, robe slipping open another inch, her storm-gray eyes wide and sparkling.

The aestheticians quietly stepped out, sensing the moment.

I put the call on speaker.

My agent repeated it, dates, salary, the whole impossible dream.

When I hung up my hands were shaking.

Sienna launched herself across the gap between the beds and into my lap, robe falling open completely as she straddled me. Her huge, juicy ass settled warm and heavy on my thighs, the soft skin of her inner thighs pressing against my hips. She cupped my face with both hands, thumbs brushing my cheekbones, and kissed me.

No teasing.

No commands.

Just the girl I was hopelessly head over heels for.

Her lips were soft and warm from the facial oils, tasting faintly of the honey mask they had used on her.

She kissed me slow and deep, tongue sliding against mine in lazy, loving strokes that made my head spin. I wrapped my arms around her waist, hands spreading across the smooth expanse of her lower back, feeling the delicate dip where her tiny waist flared into that perfect, round ass.

“You did so good baby, I’m so proud of you,” She sighed into my mouth, pressing closer, her small perky tits brushing my chest through the open robe.

Her nipples were already tight little peaks, sensitive and warm, dragging across my skin with every breath.

We made out like we had just discovered kissing, slow and sweet and endless.

Her ponytail had come loose, golden hair falling around us like a curtain. I slid one hand lower, cupping the heavy curve of her ass, squeezing gently just because I could, because she felt so good, because she was real and here and choosing me.

“Oh you’re my good boy,” She moaned softly against my lips, the sound vibrating through my whole body, but it wasn’t a moan of control; it was pure happiness.

When we finally broke apart, both of us breathing hard, foreheads pressed together, she laughed that bright, beautiful laugh I had fallen in love with in college.

“My brilliant actor,” she whispered, eyes shining. “Broadway. I always knew you would do it.”

“I couldn’t have done any of this without you,” I said, voice rough. “This month… you… everything.”

She kissed me again, softer this time, just a lingering press of lips. Her fingers stroked through my hair, nails lightly scratching my scalp in the way that always made me melt.

“Wanna go get dinner?” she asked, smiling against my mouth. “Somewhere nice. Somewhere we can celebrate properly. Just us.”

I nodded, heart so full it hurt. “Sure.”

We dressed slowly, stealing more kisses between buttons and zippers.

She put the cashmere turtleneck back on, the fabric clinging to her still-flushed skin, then slipped into the charcoal trousers that made her ass look like a work of art.

I could not stop touching her, small brushes of my hand along her waist, her hip, the curve where her lower back met that incredible roundness.

Every touch felt like coming home.

The town car took us to a little Italian place in the West Village we had always loved but could never afford on a regular night.

Candlelight, red wine, pasta that melted on the tongue. We sat side by side in the booth instead of across from each other, her thigh pressed warmly against mine under the tablecloth. Halfway through the tiramisu she fed me a bite from her spoon, eyes locked on mine.

Sunday was coming, but the way she looked at me now, the way her hand rested possessively on my knee, the way she kept leaning in to steal soft kisses between bites, told me she might not be ready for this to end either.

When we finally stepped back out into the cold February night, snow starting to fall again in lazy flakes, Sienna slipped her arm through mine and rested her head on my shoulder.

“Take me home, Broadway star,” she whispered.

I pulled her closer, feeling the warm weight of her huge ass brush my hip with every step, the steady beat of her heart against my side.

“Always,” I said.

And for the first time all month, the word did not feel temporary.


Chapter 3: Wednesday Morning

I pushed open the apartment door at six-fifteen, gym bag slung over one shoulder, still riding the endorphin high from leg day.

My tank top clung to my chest, damp with sweat, and my gray workout shorts stuck to my thighs.

The February air outside had been biting, but inside the apartment smelled like warm vanilla and the faint coconut of Sienna’s body lotion.

I kicked off my sneakers and was about to call out when I saw her.

Sienna was stretched across the couch like a goddess who had decided to stay in.

She wore the new lounge set she had designed just last week, a soft, midnight-blue velvet crop top that stopped right beneath her small, perky tits, leaving a delicious strip of smooth stomach bare.

The fabric was so plush it looked like it had been painted on, the deep V neckline framing the inner curves of those perfect breasts and letting the dark pink edges of her nipples peek out whenever she breathed.

Below that, she had on matching velvet micro-shorts that barely qualified as clothing, the material riding high on her long legs and stretched so tight across her huge, juicy ass that the lower curves of those heavy, round cheeks spilled out the bottom with every tiny movement.

No panties underneath; I could tell by the way the velvet molded to the plump lips of her pussy.

Her long golden-blonde hair was piled in a messy bun, a few strands kissing her neck, and her legs were bare all the way down to those perfect feet resting on the coffee table. High arches, delicate ankles, midnight-blue toenails gleaming like polished gems.

She looked up from her sketchbook and her storm-gray eyes went dark the second they landed on me.

“Fuck, Alex,” she breathed, sitting up slowly. The crop top shifted, one nipple slipping fully into view for half a second before the velvet caught it again. “You look so fucking sexy right now.”

I froze in the doorway, heart slamming. “I’m gross. Sweaty. I was gonna shower—”

“No.” The word was soft but absolute. She set the sketchbook aside and crooked a finger. “Come here. Right now.”

I dropped the gym bag and crossed the room on autopilot.

Every step made the steel cage shift against my sweat-damp skin.

When I reached the couch she rose onto her knees, hands sliding up my chest, fingers digging into the damp fabric of my tank.

“Strip like a good boy,” she whispered against my mouth, then kissed me once, hard and claiming. “Everything off. Kneel for your mistress.”

My hands moved as my brain caught up.

Tank top hit the floor.

Shorts and boxer-briefs followed, the purple frilly thong she’d left out for me which I was wearing underneath tented obscenely by the cage.

The moment the cool air hit my shaved skin I felt exposed in the best way, cock straining uselessly behind the steel, a thick bead of precum already dripping from the slit and sliding down the bars.

Sienna’s gaze dragged over every inch of me like she was memorizing new territory.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice husky with want. “All pumped and shiny from the gym. Those arms… that tight little ass… and this poor, desperate cock still locked up tight for me.”

She reached down and gave the cage a gentle tap with two fingers.

The metal rang softly and my hips jerked forward on instinct.

She smiled, slow and wicked. “Kneel, baby. Get that sexy mouth between my legs.”

I sank to my knees on the thick rug, the position putting my face level with the velvet-covered heat between her thighs.

The micro-shorts had ridden up so high I could see the smooth, puffy lips of her pussy outlined perfectly beneath the fabric, already damp.

Already fucking soaked.

Sienna hooked her thumbs in the waistband and peeled the tiny shorts down her long legs, kicking them aside.

She was completely bare underneath, smooth and glistening, the scent of her arousal sweet and heady, like warm honey and sex.

She spread her thighs wide, one foot staying planted on the coffee table, the other lifting gracefully until her perfect midnight-blue toes brushed the underside of my cage.

“Worship me,” she said simply. “Make me cum until I can’t think. And keep your hands behind your back unless I say otherwise.”

“Yes Mistress Sienna,” I moaned.

I leaned in, pressing my face to her, tongue sliding out to trace the slick seam of her pussy in one long, reverent lick.

She tasted perfect, tangy-sweet, and the moan that rolled out of her made my locked cock throb so hard the cage pulled tight against my balls.

Her toes curled around the steel, the smooth pads pressing against the bars, the cool metal of her toe rings clicking softly.

She rubbed slowly up and down the entire length of the cage, teasing the swollen head through the slit, then sliding back to press the sole of her foot against my aching balls.

Every stroke sent sparks of frustrated pleasure shooting up my spine, but the steel never gave, never let me get any closer to relief. Precum leaked steadily now, slicking her toes, making them glide easier, shinier.

I licked deeper, tongue circling her clit in slow, firm strokes the way she loved.

When I sealed my lips around the swollen nub and sucked gently, her hips bucked and her free hand fisted in my hair.

“Ohhh, good boy… just like that.” Her voice was already breathy. “You’re so fucking good at this. My perfect pussy boy.”

I lost myself in her.

Long, flat licks from her dripping entrance up to her clit, then tight little flicks that made her thighs tremble.

I dipped lower and pushed my tongue inside her, fucking her with it, feeling her walls flutter and squeeze.

Her huge ass shifted on the couch, the heavy cheeks spreading wider as she rocked against my face, smothering me in soft, warm flesh and velvet wetness.

Her toes never stopped.

They played with the cage like it was a toy, one foot rubbing the bars while the other pressed the sole flat against my balls, toes curling and uncurling, massaging the heavy, denied sack. The pressure was exquisite torture, every squeeze making more precum ooze out, every slide of her silky sole reminding me I wasn’t allowed to cum.

My hips twitched helplessly, trying to fuck the air, the cage bouncing lightly with each desperate movement.

Sienna’s first orgasm hit fast and hard.

Her thighs clamped around my ears, toes curling tight around the cage until the metal dug into my skin.

“Good….good boy, make Mommy cum!” She cried out, a long, sweet sound that echoed through the apartment, pussy pulsing against my tongue as she flooded my mouth with fresh wetness.

I kept licking her through it, gentle and steady, drawing it out until she was shaking.

But I didn’t stop.

I moved back to her clit, sucking softly, then harder when she started grinding against my face again. Her second orgasm built slower, deeper. Her free hand gripped the back of the couch, knuckles white.

The foot that had been rubbing my cage slid higher, the ball of her foot pressing right against the base where the steel ring circled my balls, rolling in tiny circles that made my eyes water with need.

“Fuck, baby… you’re gonna make me cum again… don’t stop, please don’t stop—”

She came with a broken moan, back arching, huge ass lifting off the cushion as her pussy gushed against my chin.

Her toes flexed hard, squeezing the entire cage in a rhythmic pulse that matched every spasm of her orgasm, milking the denial out of me until I was whimpering into her folds.

I gave her a third just because I could, tongue working her oversensitive clit in feather-light circles while two of my fingers, finally allowed, slid inside her and curled against that spongy spot that always made her see stars.

She shattered again, thighs quivering, toes spreading wide then curling so tight I felt the pull all the way through my aching balls.

When the last aftershock faded she tugged me up gently by the hair, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, lips parted on soft pants. I knelt there, face shiny with her, cage dripping, chest heaving.

Sienna leaned down and kissed me, slow and deep, tasting herself on my tongue. Her hand cupped my cheek, thumb stroking my wet lower lip.

“My good, good boy,” she whispered, voice wrecked and tender. “You made me cum so hard I almost forgot my own name.”

She pulled me onto the couch with her, wrapping her long legs around my waist, huge juicy ass settling in my lap as she straddled me.

The velvet crop top was askew, both nipples hard and dark pink, begging for attention. She rested her forehead against mine, breathing me in.

“I love you,” she said softly, no command, just truth. “So much it scares me sometimes.”

“I love you too,” I rasped, hands finally allowed to roam over the smooth expanse of her back, down to the heavy, warm weight of her ass. “More than anything.”

Her midnight-blue toes brushed the cage one last time, a gentle, teasing reminder of who still held the key. Then she kissed me again, lazy and sweet, and pulled the throw blanket over us both.

We stayed like that for a long time, hearts slowing together, her perfect body draped over mine like she never planned to let go.

Wednesday had only just begun, but I already knew the rest of the week was going to break me open in the most beautiful way.


Chapter 4: Wednesday Evening Plugged and Possessed

I slipped back into the apartment just after eight, the February wind still clinging to my jacket from the quick grocery run Sienna had sent me on. My legs were still a little shaky from the gym that morning, my body warm and loose, but the steel cage between my legs had never felt heavier.

So many days locked, and every step reminded me how full and aching my balls had become.

The apartment smelled like warm vanilla candles and the faint coconut of her skin.

Sienna was waiting in the living room, and the second I closed the door she rose from the couch like a cat stretching in sunlight. She had changed into something that made my mouth go dry instantly.

A sheer black babydoll robe, so delicate it floated around her body like smoke. The fabric was nearly transparent, midnight-blue lace trim kissing the edges, barely covering her small perky tits. Her dark pink nipples pressed hard against the gauze, clearly visible, tight and begging to be tickled and touched.

The robe tied loosely at her tiny waist, falling open just enough to reveal the full, heavy curve of her huge juicy ass and the smooth bare lips of her pussy underneath.

It stopped high on her thighs, showing off those endless legs and her perfect feet with the midnight-blue toenails that always made me weak. She had left her hair down, golden waves tumbling over one shoulder, and her storm-gray eyes were already dark with that spicy, commanding heat I had come to crave.

“Welcome home, baby,” she purred, voice low and sweet. She crossed the room slowly, hips rolling, the sheer robe swaying and giving me teasing flashes of her round ass with every step. “I’ve been thinking about your sexy little ass all evening. How tight and perfect it looks when you bend over for me. I want to play with it tonight.”

My cock surged uselessly in the cage, pressing hard against the bars. “Yes, Sienna.”

She didn’t ask twice and that made me so hot.

Her hands were on me in seconds, peeling off my jacket, then my shirt, fingertips tracing the lines of muscle still pumped from the gym.

She hooked her thumbs into my sweatpants and pushed them down along with the pink thong, leaving me completely naked in the warm lamplight. My caged cock bobbed free, shiny with precum, the steel warm and tight.

“Bend over the couch, be a good boy,” she whispered, guiding me with gentle hands on my hips. I braced my forearms on the cushions, ass presented to her.

The first spank landed warm and firm, her palm cupping my cheek on the follow-through.

Another, then another, each one measured, each one sending heat blooming across my skin.

She rubbed the sting away with slow circles, nails lightly scratching.

“You take spankings so beautifully,” she murmured, voice full of praise. “Such a good, obedient boy for me.” Her hand slipped between my cheeks, one slick fingertip circling my tight hole. “Time for the real fun.”

She had everything ready on the coffee table: a bottle of lube, a small black plug no thicker than her thumb, then a medium one with a gentle curve, and finally a larger, heavier bulb that made my stomach flutter with nervous excitement.

All of them glossy black with a shiny silver base that would nestle perfectly between my cheeks.

“We’ll start small tonight,” she said softly, kissing the small of my back. “We’re going to open you up nice and slow. Breathe for me.”

The first plug slid in easily after generous lube, cool and smooth, stretching me just enough to make me moan. The moment it popped past the ring and settled, the base pressed snug against my skin.

Sienna gave it a gentle wiggle, then a firmer push, and suddenly the rounded tip nudged my prostate. A deep, rolling wave of pleasure shot through my locked cock, forcing another thick bead of precum to drip onto the floor.

“Ohhh fuck,” I gasped, hips twitching.

“That’s it, moan like my little slut,” she cooed, one hand stroking my spine while the other slowly twisted the plug. “Feel how full you are for me? Such a good boy taking it so deep.”

She kept the pressure steady, rubbing the plug in tiny circles right against my prostate until my thighs shook and my caged cock leaked steadily.

After ten minutes of gentle rocking and praise she eased the small plug out, leaving me empty and clenching. The medium one came next, thicker, heavier.

She worked it in with slow, patient pushes, whispering, “Relax for me, baby… let it stretch you… that’s my perfect boy.”

When it finally seated, the curved tip pressed firm and constant on my prostate. Every tiny movement sent sparks through my denied cock, the cage bouncing, balls drawn up tight and aching.

She left it in while she kissed down my back, then made me walk around the apartment with it, feeling the weight shift inside me with every step.

By the time she had me back on the couch, face flushed and breathing ragged, she pulled the medium plug free and reached for the largest. “One more, my love. You’ve been so good all month. You can take this big fat one for me.”

The big plug was thick, the widest part stretching me open in a long, burning slide that made me whimper into the cushion.

When it finally popped in and locked behind my ring, the heavy bulb pressed relentlessly on my prostate.

“Damn that’s big,” I groaned, so fucking full.

“Good boy.”

The fullness was overwhelming, every breath making it shift and massage that sensitive spot. My locked cock was dripping in a steady string now, the steel slick and warm, my balls throbbing with the need to cum.

Sienna knelt behind me, hands spreading my cheeks so she could admire the shiny silver base nestled between them.

“Look at you,” she breathed, voice full of wonder and possession. “All plugged and possessed by me. Your sexy ass is so full and you’re still so hard in that little cage. You’ve done such a good job this month, baby. Such a perfect, devoted boy.”

She helped me turn and sit on the edge of the couch, the plug pressing even deeper with my weight.

Then she reached for the tiny key on the silver chain around her neck, the one she had worn every single day.

Her eyes locked on mine as she unlocked the cage. The steel fell away and my cock sprang free, flushed dark red, veins pulsing, the head shiny and slick.

It felt almost too sensitive, too exposed after so many days.

“Where do you want to cum, baby?” she asked softly, one hand lightly stroking my thigh. “My feet or my hands?”

“Feet,” I gasped, voice cracking. “Please, Sienna… your feet.”

Her smile was radiant.

She sat back on the couch opposite me, lifting one perfect foot and resting the soft, warm sole against my throbbing cock.

The midnight-blue toenails gleamed as her high arch curved around my slick and desperate shaft.

Her other foot joined, both silky soles wrapping me completely, toes flexing and stroking.

“That’s it,” she murmured, voice gentle and guiding. “Just feel my soft feet on your poor denied cock. You’ve been so good, holding everything for me. Look how hard you are… how much you need this. I’m so proud of you.”

She started slow, sliding her soles up and down my length, the smooth skin warm and slick from all the precum. Her toes curled over the head on every upstroke, pressing and teasing the sensitive underside. The plug shifted with every twitch of my hips, pressing my prostate in perfect rhythm with her feet.

“You’re going to cum so hard for me,” she whispered, eyes locked on mine. “And then you’re going to lick every drop up like the good boy you are. This is your last time touching your cock until Sunday. After tonight it goes right back in the cage until I decide otherwise.”

The words sent a fresh rush of humiliated heat through me, but her voice stayed so tender, so loving.

Her feet moved faster, soles gliding, toes squeezing the head on every stroke. The plug kept milking my prostate, the dual sensation building fast and unstoppable.

“Ten…” she counted softly, feet never stopping. “Nine… feel how close you are, baby… eight… you’ve earned this… seven… my perfect locked boy… six… look at my pretty toes wrapped around you… five… you’re going to explode for me… four… cum when I say… three… almost there, my love… two… one…”

On “one” she pressed both soles tight around my cock and stroked hard.

“Thank you,” I cried, broken in pleasure.

I came with a broken cry, thick ropes of cum shooting across her perfect feet, painting her midnight-blue toes and the soft arches white. The orgasm rolled through me in endless waves, the plug pressing deep on my prostate, drawing every last drop out while I gasped and shook.

When the last spasm faded Sienna lifted one cum-covered foot to my mouth. “Clean me, baby. Every drop.”

I leaned forward, tongue sliding over her warm sole, licking my own release from her skin, sucking each toe clean while she watched with soft, proud eyes. The taste was salty and intimate, the humiliation sweet because it was hers.

“Good boy,” she whispered when I finished, pulling me into her arms. The sheer babydoll robe brushed my chest as she held me close, her huge juicy ass settling in my lap, arms wrapped tight around me. “I love you so much.”

We stayed like that until our breathing slowed.

Then she helped me up, slipped the cage back on with gentle fingers and a soft kiss to the tip before locking it, and dressed me in comfortable clothes.

She bundled up then and we stepped out for our evening walk.

The streets were quiet, snow falling in lazy flakes again.

We walked hand-in-hand, her fingers laced with mine, the plug still snug inside me shifting with every step and sending little reminders of her ownership.

Twice I opened my mouth to say something about Sunday, about what would happen when the month ended, and twice the words stuck in my throat.

She squeezed my hand each time, like she knew, and almost spoke too, but the words never quite came.

Instead we just walked, shoulders brushing, hearts full, the city lights soft around us. Whatever Sunday would bring, tonight she was still completely in charge, and I was still completely hers.


Chapter 5: Thursday morning

On Thursday I woke up still locked, the steel cage warm and heavy against my thigh after last night’s intense session. The big plug had come out before bed, but the memory of its constant pressure on my prostate lingered, making every shift of my hips feel like Sienna’s invisible hand still owning me.

All these days had passed and and my balls felt swollen, tight, constantly full.

One glorious orgasm on her perfect feet last night had only made the denial sharper, sweeter.

She had locked me right back up with a soft kiss to the tip and the whispered reminder: “Last time touching your cock until Sunday, baby.”

I was brushing my teeth when she stepped out of the bathroom in her gym outfit, and my toothbrush nearly fell out of my mouth.

Sienna looked like pure sin designed for the explicit purpose of selling a treadmill.

She wore a matching set of midnight-blue high-waisted leggings that looked poured onto her long legs, the fabric so thin and stretchy it clung to every curve like a second skin.

The high waistband hugged the dramatic dip of her tiny waist before flaring out over the most incredible, huge, juicy ass I had ever seen. The material stretched taut across those heavy, round cheeks, outlining the perfect heart shape and riding up just enough between them to create the most delicious camel-toe in front and a soft, mouth-watering seam down the back. A tiny white sports bra with thin crisscross straps framed her small, perky tits, the fabric sheer enough that her dark pink nipples were visible as tight little peaks every time she moved. Her long golden-blonde hair was pulled into a high, bouncy ponytail that swayed with every step, and she had on white sneakers with midnight-blue laces that matched her toenails peeking out.

A light sheen of coconut body oil made her exposed midriff and shoulders glow under the morning light.

“Ready to sweat with me, good boy?” she asked, voice playful as she spun once, letting me watch that enormous ass bounce and jiggle in the tight leggings.

The movement made the fabric pull even tighter, and I swore I could see the faint outline of her smooth pussy lips through the material.

I swallowed hard, cage already throbbing. “Yes, Sienna.”

The gym was only two blocks away, a sleek little place with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the snowy street. We took side-by-side treadmills in the front row.

I wore my usual gray shorts and black tank—nothing special—but Sienna turned heads the second we walked in.

She started at a light jog, ponytail bouncing, that huge ass flexing and rolling with every stride in the painted-on leggings.

I matched her pace, trying to focus on my form, but the cage bounced lightly between my legs with each step, the bars warm and slick inside from the constant low-level leak that had started the moment I saw her outfit.

After five minutes she leaned over, breath steady, and nodded toward the window.

“Look at her,” she murmured, voice low enough that only I could hear over the hum of the machines. A tall brunette in tiny running shorts was power-walking past outside, long legs and a perky little ass bouncing. “Tell me, baby. Do you find her attractive?”

My face heated instantly. “Sienna…”

“Be honest.” She grinned, speeding up her treadmill a notch so her ass jiggled harder. “Would you bang her? How? Describe it. I want every filthy detail while you run for me.”

The embarrassment flooded hot through my chest. My cock surged in the cage, pressing painfully against the bars as I tried to keep my stride even.

“She’s… hot,” I admitted, voice strained. “I’d… I’d probably bend her over something. Grab those hips and fuck her from behind while she moaned.”

“Mmm, good boy. What would you do to her tits?”

I groaned, cheeks burning as another woman passed—a curvy redhead in yoga pants. Sienna pointed her out immediately. “Her. Come on stud, get me nice and wet.”

“I’d… suck on them while I fingered her,” I whispered, humiliated and aching. “Ask her ride my face until she came all over me.”

Every word made the cage throb harder.

Precum was dripping steadily now, slicking the inside of the steel, making every bounce of my stride feel slippery and desperate.

My balls felt heavier with every confession, the denial turning the embarrassment into a deep, rolling heat that settled low in my gut.

Sienna laughed softly, delighted, her ponytail swinging as she ran. “You’re getting so good at this. Look at that one—blonde with the big tits in the sports bra.” She nodded at a woman striding past. “Would you let her sit on your face while I watched?”

“Yes,” I gasped, voice cracking. “God, yes. I’d let her smother me while you told me how pathetic I look.”

Her laughter was warm and wicked.

She reached over without breaking stride and gave my ass a quick, playful swat right there on the treadmill. The sting bloomed under my shorts and I stumbled a half-step, cage bouncing sharply.

Then she froze mid-stride, eyes widening at the window.

“Shit… I know her.”

A stunning woman was jogging toward the gym—Asian, sharp black bob, porcelain skin, tight black leggings and a cropped hoodie that showed a sliver of toned stomach.

She had a perfect, tight little ass that flexed beautifully with every step. Sienna hopped off her treadmill in one fluid motion, ponytail flying, and darted outside before I could even slow down.

I kept jogging, heart hammering, eyes glued to the window.

I couldn’t hear anything through the glass, but I saw everything.

Sienna ran straight up to her, said something with a bright laugh, and the woman’s face lit up in recognition.

They hugged then Sienna’s hand slid to the back of the woman’s neck and pulled her in. Their mouths met in a deep, hungry kiss right there on the sidewalk.

The woman’s hands gripped Sienna’s tiny waist, sliding down to cup that huge, juicy ass through the thin leggings, squeezing the heavy cheeks while Sienna moaned into her mouth.

They pressed closer, bodies flush, and the woman turned slightly so her perfect, round ass pressed firmly against the gym window, right at eye level with my treadmill. The black leggings stretched tight over those firm cheeks, the seam disappearing between them as Sienna’s fingers dug in, kneading and pulling her closer.

Their tongues were clearly visible, slow and filthy, Sienna’s ponytail brushing the woman’s shoulder while the woman’s leg hooked around Sienna’s thigh.

I couldn’t stop running.

My legs kept moving on autopilot, cage throbbing violently now, precum leaking in thick drops down my thigh inside my shorts. The humiliation burned deliciously; watching my girlfriend make out with a stranger while I jogged in place, locked and denied, forced to keep my pace while her hands owned that other woman’s ass against the glass.

It lasted maybe three minutes.

Then Sienna pulled back, said something that made the woman laugh, and they hugged again.

The woman waved and jogged off.

Sienna sauntered back inside, cheeks flushed, lips glossy and slightly swollen, ponytail a little messy now.

She hopped back onto her treadmill like nothing had happened, speeding up to match me again. Her huge ass rolled beautifully in the leggings, still flushed from the cold and the kiss.

“An old sorority friend,” she whispered, leaning close so her breath tickled my ear. “From freshman year. Haven’t seen her in ages. She’s visiting the city for the weekend.” She grinned, wicked and soft at the same time. “Jealous, baby?”

I was panting, not just from the run. “A little. Mostly… turned on. And embarrassed I had to keep jogging while you—”

“While I played with someone else’s ass right in front of my locked boyfriend?” She laughed lightly, reaching over to pat my cage through my shorts once, quick and possessive. “Good. That’s exactly how I want you. Desperate and so excited for me...”

We ran for another twenty minutes, her pointing out two more women and making me describe exactly how I’d fuck them—each confession more detailed, more humiliating, my voice shaky as the cage bounced and my balls ached heavier than ever. By the time we cooled down, my tank was soaked, my face burning, and my locked cock was a dripping, throbbing mess.

In the private locker room hallway she pulled me into the corner, pressed me against the wall, and kissed me slow and deep. Her huge, juicy ass filled my hands as I grabbed it, the leggings silky and warm under my palms.

“You did so well,” she murmured against my lips, forehead resting on mine. “My perfect, embarrassed boy. I love making you squirm for me.”

“I love you,” I whispered back, heart full even as the denial burned.

She smiled, storm-gray eyes soft and commanding all at once. “Sunday’s coming fast, baby. But until then… every second is still mine.”

We walked home hand-in-hand through the light snow, her ponytail bouncing, that incredible ass swaying in the tight leggings with every step, and I knew without a doubt that whatever happened when February ended, I was never going to be the same.


Chapter 6: Thursday Grind

Thursday afternoon the rehearsal studio smelled like rosin, old wood, and fresh coffee from the craft table.

Desperatione! was still in that fragile early stage where nothing was set, everything was possible, and the director had pulled five of us in for a closed workshop day—movement scores, vocal experiments, and a raw, no-script run of the opening twenty minutes. I was the only one already cast as the lead, and today they wanted to see how the character’s slow unraveling lived in my bones.

I spent three straight hours barefoot on the sprung floor.

First came the frantic pacing while I whispered the monologue like a prayer, then the long, aching collapse against the brick wall that ended with me curled fetal, chest heaving, tears pricking my eyes because the scene asked for it and my body just… gave them.

When I finally rolled to my feet, the room stayed quiet for a long, humming beat.

Marta, the director, stood up slowly, arms crossed, and said the words I’d been chasing since college.

“That’s him. That’s my man. Welcome to Broadway, Alex.”

The other actors broke into applause.

My cheeks burned, but the grin on my face felt permanent.

I floated out of there on pure adrenaline, coat half-buttoned, scarf trailing, already texting Sienna before I hit the sidewalk.

Me: Workshop wrapped. They loved it. Like actually loved it. Where are you, beautiful? I need to see your face.

Her reply pinged back with three little hearts and a location pin.

Sienna: The greenhouse rooftop at The Sleekmane. I already ordered your oat-milk lavender latte. Don’t make me drink two drinks by myself, Broadway boy.

The Sleekmane’s rooftop was one of those hidden winter jewels; picture glass walls, fairy lights strung through potted evergreens, and a view of the Buildings glowing amber in the late sun.

When the elevator doors opened, Sienna was already there at our favorite corner table, legs elegantly crossed, looking like every good thing February had ever promised.

She wore a soft, oversized ivory cable-knit sweater that kept slipping off one smooth shoulder, revealing the delicate black lace edge of the bralette beneath.

The sweater was long and slouchy, skimming the tops of her thighs, but she’d paired it with buttery black leather leggings that clung to her like a second skin. The glossy leather stretched tight over the dramatic flare of her hips and hugged the most breathtaking, huge, juicy ass I had ever seen—those heavy, perfect round cheeks so full they created a soft, deep valley where the seam disappeared, the material shining every time she shifted.

The leggings disappeared into knee-high black suede boots with a subtle heel that made her endless legs look even longer. Her long golden-blonde hair spilled loose in soft, wind-tousled waves down her back, catching the fairy lights like strands of warm honey.

A touch of rosy gloss made her full lips look kiss-bitten, and when those storm-gray eyes found mine across the room, my heart did the same stupid flip it had done since freshman year.

I crossed to her in three strides. She stood up, sliding her arms around my neck right there in front of the whole quiet rooftop. The soft wool of her sweater pressed warm against my chest, and I felt the gentle swell of her small perky tits through the layers as she hugged me tight, her huge ass brushing my front for one perfect second before she pulled back.

“You did it,” she whispered, lips brushing my ear. “My brilliant, beautiful actor.”

We slid onto the velvet banquette side by side instead of across from each other, her thigh warm against mine under the table.

The city glittered below us, snow dusting the rooftops like sugar.

For almost an hour we talked—about the way Marta had me scream the final line until my voice cracked, about the movement coach saying my physicality was exactly what the role needed, about how it finally felt real.

Sienna listened with her chin in her hand, thumb stroking slow circles on the back of my wrist, eyes never leaving my face. Her leather leggings creaked softly every time she leaned closer, the glossy black material pulling tighter across her thighs and that incredible ass.

“You’re glowing,” she said softly when I paused to breathe. “I love seeing you like this. You seem so happy, so alive.”

I leaned in and kissed her, slow and sweet, tasting lavender and honey on her tongue.

Her free hand rested on my knee, warm through my jeans, nothing more, nothing less—just us.

When our lattes were empty we decided to walk.

The streets were busy but the cold kept people moving, so we had room to stroll hand-in-hand down Nassau, then cut toward the Brooklyn Bridge.

Her leather leggings made the softest creak with every step, and every time the wind caught her oversized sweater it billowed, flashing the black lace bralette and the smooth strip of skin at her tiny waist.

I kept stealing glances at the way her huge, juicy ass swayed in those painted-on leggings, the heavy cheeks shifting and bouncing gently, the seam pulling deeper between them.

She caught me once and laughed, bumping her hip into mine.

“Eyes up here, star,” she teased, but her fingers laced tighter with mine and she leaned her head on my shoulder for half a block.

Halfway across the bridge both our phones buzzed at the same time.

A video in the group chat with Naomi and Ferera.

Caption in Naomi’s playful scrawl:

Don’t get too hard, locked boy.  We’re bored on the train to Milan and missing our favorite couple.

Sienna raised one perfect eyebrow, that soft spark of mischief in her eyes. “Taxi home?”

“Absolutely.”

A sleek black driverless car pulled up almost instantly.

We slid into the warm back seat, tinted windows, soft amber lighting.

Sienna curled into my side immediately, one long leg draped over mine, her huge ass settling warm and heavy against my hip. The leather of her leggings felt buttery under my palm as I rested my hand on her thigh. She held the phone between us.

“Play it,” she whispered, lips brushing my cheek.

The video opened on the soft lighting of a luxury train cabin, Italian countryside blurring past the window.

Naomi sat on the narrow bed in nothing but a tiny emerald-green thong, her voluptuous ebony body glowing like polished wood. Her full, heavy tits swayed as she laughed, dark nipples already tight and beautiful. Long braids spilled over her shoulders, brushing the tops of her thick thighs.

Ferera knelt between those thighs, elegant and wicked, porcelain skin flushed rose. Her sharp black bob was tousled, small high tits bare, dark nipples hard little points. A delicate silver chain circled her slender waist, dipping low over her tight, perfect ass.

She leaned in and dragged her tongue in one slow, reverent stripe up the center of Naomi’s pussy. Naomi moaned, deep and throaty, one hand sliding into Ferera’s hair to hold her exactly where she wanted.

“Fuck, baby… just like that,” Naomi purred, hips rolling lazily. “Show our locked boy how wet we get thinking about him being bossed around by Sienna back home.”

Ferera hummed and pushed two slender fingers inside Naomi, curling them while her tongue circled the swollen clit with precise, artistic flicks.

The wet sounds were lush and filthy. Naomi’s heavy tits bounced with every thrust of her hips, one hand pinching and rolling her own dark nipple.

Then Ferera pulled back, turned gracefully, and they flowed into a perfect sixty-nine on the narrow bed.

Ferera’s tight little ass hovered over Naomi’s face; Naomi grabbed those pale cheeks with both hands and pulled her down, burying her mouth between them.

The camera caught every detail—Ferera’s tongue fucking deep into Naomi in long, hungry strokes, Naomi’s full lips sucking Ferera’s clit while two thick fingers slid in and out of her tight pussy.

Their moans layered, breathy and desperate. Ferera’s slender legs trembled, toes curling hard. Naomi’s thick thighs flexed around her head, ass flexing as she ground up into Ferera’s mouth. They moved faster, hips rolling, wet sounds filling the taxi until both women came together—Naomi first with a deep, rolling cry, thighs clamping, then Ferera seconds later, back arching, small tits bouncing as she shook apart in elegant shudders.

The video ended with them collapsing in giggles, Naomi blowing a kiss at the camera. “See you soon, locked boy. Be good for Sienna.”

The screen went black.

The taxi hummed quietly through traffic. Snow fell softer now, brushing the windows like whispers.

Sienna turned her head, nose brushing mine. Her storm-gray eyes were dark, lips parted, cheeks a little flushed.

“They’re so fucking beautiful together,” she whispered, voice warm and awed.

“Yeah,” I breathed, heart still hammering.

My cock strained hard in the cage, the ache deep and constant after twenty-nine days, but I didn’t move.

I just looked at her.


Chapter 7: Thursday and Pretty For My Dinner Date

Three hours after the driverless taxi dropped us home, the apartment smelled like her.

I had barely finished changing out of my workshop clothes when she appeared in the bedroom doorway wearing nothing but a black silk robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs.

The robe hung open just enough to show the inner curves of her small perky tits and the smooth flat of her stomach before it flared over the heavy round swell of her huge juicy ass. Her long golden-blonde hair was freshly washed and still damp at the ends, and those storm-gray eyes sparkled with playful command.

“Tonight is a date night,” she announced, stepping close enough that the silk of her robe brushed my bare chest. “And I want my good boy feeling pretty underneath his clothes. Strip for me, baby.”

My cock gave a helpless throb inside the steel cage as I obeyed. She watched every movement, lips curved in that soft possessive smile.

From her top drawer she pulled out a pair of her own panties, delicate midnight-blue lace with a tiny satin bow at the front. The fabric was so fine it was almost sheer.

Next came a pair of sheer black thigh-high stockings with delicate lace tops.

“These first,” she murmured, kneeling gracefully in front of me.

She rolled the first stocking up my shaved left leg, her warm fingers smoothing the silky material inch by inch over my calf, my knee, my thigh.

The lace band hugged tight just below the curve of my ass, cool and snug. She did the same to the right leg, then stood and held out the panties.

I stepped into them and she pulled them up slowly, the lace cupping my caged cock and heavy balls in soft, feminine embrace.

The satin bow sat right above the steel, and the thin back strap disappeared between my cheeks, rubbing gently against my hole with every shift of my hips. The combination of the stockings and her panties made my skin feel electric, every brush of fabric a constant reminder that I was dressed in her things, pretty for her, owned by her.

She kissed the tip of my nose. “Perfect. Now your suit.”

I dressed on top of it all, charcoal trousers and a crisp white button-down, the same outfit I had worn to our very first fake date.

The lace panties whispered against my shaved skin with every step, the stockings smooth under my socks, the cage nestled warm and snug inside the delicate blue lace.

Every movement sent a fresh wave of subtle humiliation through me, delicious and constant.

Sienna changed while I waited on the couch.

When she stepped out of the bedroom my breath caught. She wore a slinky black satin slip dress that looked poured over her body. The thin straps rested on her shoulders, the neckline plunging low enough to show the soft inner curves of her small perky tits and the faintest shadow of her dark pink nipples through the glossy fabric.

The dress hugged her tiny waist before flaring out over the most breathtaking, huge, juicy ass, the satin stretching tight and shiny across those heavy round cheeks so that every step made them sway and bounce. A high slit up the left thigh revealed smooth skin and the delicate strap of a black garter belt. She finished the look with strappy black heels that made her already endless legs look even longer, and her long golden-blonde hair fell in soft waves down her back. A touch of glossy red lipstick and midnight-blue nails completed the picture. She looked like sin and softness wrapped in one perfect package.

“Ready, baby?” she asked, offering her hand.

The sushi restaurant was tucked away in the West Village, all dark wood and soft amber lighting. We had a private booth in the back, high walls on three sides, velvet curtains drawn across the open end so the world felt miles away.

We sat side by side on the curved banquette, her thigh pressed warmly against mine under the table. The server brought our mocktails, sparkling yuzu and ginger, and Sienna lifted her glass first.

“To our month together,” she said softly, storm-gray eyes locked on mine.

Under the table her heel slipped off. Her stockinged foot found my lap, warm silk sliding slowly over the front of my trousers. She pressed the ball of her foot right against the hard outline of the cage, rubbing in slow, firm circles.

The lace of her panties underneath shifted with every press, the satin bow brushing my swollen tip through the steel bars.

Precum leaked steadily, soaking the delicate blue fabric until it clung wet and warm to my skin.

Every tiny movement of her toes made the stockings on my own legs whisper, reminding me I was wearing her things while she toyed with me in public.

“You’re so hard in my pretty panties for me,” she whispered, leaning close so her breath tickled my ear. Her huge juicy ass shifted on the velvet seat, satin dress pulling tighter across those heavy cheeks. “Feel how wet the lace is getting for me? You are just such a good, pretty boy.”

My face burned, cock throbbing uselessly in its steel prison, but I kept my voice steady as I fed her another piece of salmon.

The contrast, romantic dinner above the table, filthy teasing below, made my chest feel too full and my balls ache deeper than ever.

When the plates were cleared she rested her head on my shoulder for a moment. “I love nights like this with you.”

“Me too,” I whispered back, and meant it with every cell in my body.

Outside the snow had started again, soft fat flakes drifting through the streetlights. We walked home slowly, hand in hand, her heels clicking on the wet pavement. Halfway down the block a street musician played an old acoustic version of “Can’t Help Falling” under a glowing awning.

The melody floated warm through the cold air.

Sienna stopped walking. “Dance with me?”

I pulled her into my arms right there on the sidewalk. Her huge juicy ass filled my hands through the satin dress as we swayed slowly, snow catching in her golden hair like tiny diamonds. She rested her forehead against mine, storm-gray eyes shining with unshed tears.

“You healed me, Alex,” she said quietly, voice thick. “After all those selfish boys who never saw me, who never cared if I came, who made me feel small… you gave me everything. Your trust. Your body. Your heart. You made me feel powerful and safe and wanted for the first time in years. I don’t know how I’ll ever thank you enough.”

Tears slipped down my own cheeks before I could stop them. “You don’t have to thank me. Being yours this month has been the best thing that ever happened to me. You’re my best friend, Sienna. You’re everything.”

We kept swaying, the musician playing on, snow falling around us like we were the only two people in the city.

Her body felt perfect against mine, small perky tits pressed to my chest, tiny waist under my hands, that massive round ass swaying gently as we moved.

For those few minutes it felt like a real couple’s milestone, like the kind of moment you remember forever.

Neither of us mentioned Sunday.

The pact still hung there between us, the official end date only three days away. I could feel the words rising in my throat, the need to say stay, to say forever, but they stuck.

She squeezed my hand tighter, eyes glistening, and I knew she felt it too. But the plan was still to break up.

Clean break.

No hard feelings.

That had been the deal.

So we danced instead, snow on our shoulders, hearts wide open and still too scared to speak the truth out loud.

When the song ended she kissed me slow and deep, tasting of yuzu and ginger and everything I never wanted to lose.

Then she slipped her arm through mine and we walked the last blocks home in comfortable silence, her satin dress brushing my leg, her huge juicy ass swaying beside me, the lace panties and stockings under my clothes a secret, constant reminder that tonight, at least, I was still completely hers.


Chapter 8: Deeds in the dark Thursday Night

The apartment door clicked shut behind us and the world outside disappeared.

Snow still clung to our coats in tiny melting crystals, but inside the air felt warm and thick with vanilla candles and the faint coconut of Sienna’s skin.

She turned to me in the soft hallway light, black satin slip dress shimmering like liquid night over her body.

The thin straps rested delicately on her shoulders, the glossy fabric clinging to the gentle swell of her small perky tits so tightly that her dark pink nipples stood out in perfect little peaks. The dress nipped in at her tiny waist before flowing down to hug the most incredible, huge, juicy ass I had ever seen, the satin stretched drum-tight across those heavy round cheeks, shining with every breath she took. The high slit up her left thigh showed smooth bare skin all the way to the curve where her ass met her leg, and her strappy black heels made her already endless legs look even longer.

“Get into the bedroom, baby,” she said softly, taking my hand. Her voice was warm honey and velvet command all at once. “I want to see exactly how pretty you are underneath those clothes.”

She led me down the short hall, hips rolling so that magnificent ass swayed and bounced gently inside the satin.

I followed, the lace panties and sheer black stockings whispering against my skin with every step, a constant secret reminder that I was dressed in her things for our big date night.

In the bedroom she flicked on the low lamp beside the bed and turned to face me, storm-gray eyes dark with heat and love. “Strip. Slowly. Let me watch every inch.”

I started with the jacket, then the tie, then the white button-down. When I reached the trousers she stepped closer, one hand resting lightly on my chest. The satin of her dress brushed my knuckles as I undid the belt. The moment the trousers slid down my legs her breath caught.

“Oh, Alex,” she breathed, eyes widening in pure delight. “Look at you.”

The midnight-blue lace panties cupped my steel cage perfectly, the tiny satin bow sitting right above the bars, already dark with the precum that had leaked all through dinner. The sheer black thigh-high stockings clung to my shaved legs, lace tops biting gently into the flesh just below the curve of my ass. The thin back strap of the panties disappeared between my cheeks, rubbing softly against my hole with every tiny shift.

Sienna circled me slowly, fingertips trailing over the lace at my hips, then down the sheer stockings on my thighs.

“My pretty boy in my favorite panties and stockings. The way the lace hugs your poor locked cock… the way the stockings make your legs look so smooth and long. You are so fucking beautiful for me tonight.”

She guided me to kneel in the middle of the rug, the stockings sliding silky against the fibers.

“Stay right there. Hands on your thighs. I want to play with my stockinged slut.”

She sat on the edge of the bed, satin dress riding higher on her thighs, and slipped off one heel, then the other.

Her perfect feet, high arches and midnight-blue painted toes, flexed once. But she did not offer them yet. Instead she reached down and ran her palms up my stockinged calves, over my knees, all the way to the lace tops.

The contrast of her warm bare skin against the sheer nylon made me shiver.

“Feel how soft they are,” she murmured, guiding my own hands to follow hers. “Rub them for me, baby. Worship how pretty your legs look in my stockings. Tell me what it feels like.”

My palms glided over the sheer material, the faint rasp of nylon under my fingers sending sparks up my spine.

“They feel so smooth… so delicate… like I’m wrapped in you,” I whispered, voice rough. “Its embarrassing and girly but…I like it.”

The cage gave a hard throb, the satin bow now soaked and clinging to the swollen head trapped inside.

Sienna smiled, proud and tender. “Good boy. Keep touching them while you kiss my legs.”

I leaned forward, lips brushing her smooth calf, then higher, tongue tracing the warm skin of her inner thigh while my hands kept stroking my own stockinged thighs.

“You’re very good at that,” She sighed happily, one foot lifting to rest the soft sole against the front of the lace panties. The warmth of her arch pressed right over the cage, toes curling gently around the bars through the wet lace.

Every slow rub of her foot made the steel shift against my aching shaft, the satin bow sliding slick over the tip, forcing more precum to leak out in thick drops that soaked the delicate fabric until it clung transparently to every bar.

“You’re dripping so much for me,” she cooed, voice cute and filthy at the same time. “My sweet stockinged slut’s cage is all messy because he loves being pretty for his girlfriend. Look at that little bow… it’s ruined because you can’t stop leaking while you worship me.”

She kept the foot moving in lazy circles, pressing the cage down, then lifting it, the pressure on my swollen balls making my hips twitch helplessly. My hands never stopped gliding over the stockings on my own legs, the sensation so intimate and humiliating and perfect that my face burned even as my cock strained uselessly.

After long minutes of this delicious torture she stood, the satin dress whispering as it settled back over her huge juicy ass. From the nightstand drawer she pulled the large pink strapon the girls had gifted her, thick and realistic with a gentle upward curve, the harness already adjusted to her hips. The bright pink silicone gleamed under the lamp.

“You have been so good with your plug training all week,” she said, stepping into the harness and buckling it snugly around her waist.

The big pink cock jutted out proudly from beneath the hem of her slip dress, the satin pushed up and bunched around the base so the toy rested right against her own pussy. “Every size, every night, stretching so nicely for me. Your tight little ass is ready now, baby. Ready to take my cock like the perfect boy you are.”

She helped me onto the bed on all fours, stockings sliding smoothly over the sheets.

The lace panties stayed on, pulled to the side so the thin strap no longer covered my hole. She poured warm lube over the pink cock and between my cheeks, then pressed the blunt head against my entrance.

“Breathe for me,” she whispered, one hand stroking my back while the other guided the toy. “That’s it… nice and slow. You’ve done such a good job opening up for me all month. Feel how easily it slides in? My pretty stockinged boy is taking every inch so beautifully.”

“Oh fuck,” I gasped. “Your cock is so big.”

The stretch was perfect, full and deep.

The curved tip found my prostate on the very first gentle thrust and pressed firmly against it. I moaned into the pillow, the sensation rolling through me like warm electricity.

Sienna started slow, hips rocking in smooth, steady strokes, the big pink cock gliding in and out while the satin of her dress brushed the backs of my thighs. “Ohhh, listen to those sweet sounds you make,” she murmured, voice soft and loving even as she pushed deeper. “My cute little locked slut is getting fucked so nice. Look at your cage dripping onto the sheets… all because my cock is kissing that special spot inside you.”

She picked up the pace, one hand gripping my hip, the other reaching under to cup the soaked lace panties and give the cage a gentle squeeze.

The stockings on my legs rasped together as my thighs trembled. Every thrust nudged my prostate perfectly, building a deep, heavy pressure that had nothing to do with my cock and everything to do with being completely filled by her.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” she praised, leaning down so her small perky tits pressed against my back through the satin. “Taking my big pink cock like you were made for it. Your ass looks so pretty stretched around me, all shiny with lube. My good boy… my sweet, desperate, stockinged slut.”

The filthy words wrapped in such tender affection made my head spin. She fucked me harder, the wet sounds of the toy sliding in and out filling the room, her huge juicy ass flexing under the satin dress with every thrust.

The pink cock kept milking my prostate in perfect rhythm, the pressure building higher, tighter, until it felt like my whole body was glowing from the inside.

“I love you like this,” she whispered right against my ear, voice cracking with her own arousal. “Locked and pretty and taking me so deep. Gonna make you cum just from my cock, no touching that poor cage at all. You can do it for me, can’t you, baby? Cum like a good girl while I fuck you.”

The orgasm started deep in my core, a slow rolling wave that crashed over me without warning.

My prostate pulsed hard around the thick pink shaft and suddenly I was coming, thick ropes of cum spurting from the slit of my caged cock, soaking the already ruined lace panties and dripping onto the sheets below.

No hands, no friction on my shaft, just pure prostate pleasure that made my vision white out and my stockinged legs shake uncontrollably. Sienna kept fucking me through every spasm, gentle but relentless, milking every last drop while she whispered praise.

“That’s it… let it all out for me… such a good boy… my perfect prostate slut… I love watching you cum like this.”

When the last shudder faded she eased the toy out slowly, unbuckled the harness, and pulled me into her arms.

The black satin slip dress was warm and slightly damp against my skin as she held me close, huge juicy ass settling beside me on the bed, fingers stroking my hair and tracing the lace tops of the stockings still clinging to my thighs.

“You were incredible,” she murmured, pressing soft kisses to my temple. “My beautiful boy.”

I curled into her, heart still racing, the taste of her praise sweeter than anything, knowing that even with Sunday only two days away, tonight I was still completely, perfectly hers.


Chapter 9: Friday Fun

I pushed through the apartment door a little after six, still buzzing from the afternoon rehearsal. The director had let me run the entire second act monologue three times, each pass sharper, more broken, more alive. When I nailed the final collapse against the stage wall, Marta had actually clapped, short and sharp, and said, “Kid, you’re going to make audiences lose their minds.” My chest still felt too big for my ribs as I kicked off my boots and dropped my bag.

Sienna was already home, curled on the couch in soft gray lounge pants and one of my old theater hoodies that swallowed her tiny frame. The hoodie hung loose on her shoulders, the neckline slipping down to show the delicate black strap of her bralette. Her long golden-blonde hair was twisted up in a messy knot, a few strands framing her face, and those storm-gray eyes lit up the second she saw me.

“Hi, baby,” she said, voice warm and soft. She unfolded herself and padded over, wrapping her arms around my waist. “I missed you. All day I kept thinking about how empty the apartment feels when you’re not here.”

I pulled her closer, breathing in coconut and vanilla. “Missed you more. Rehearsal went amazing. They’re talking about adding an extra preview week because of how the scenes are landing.”

She tilted her head up, full glossy lips curving into a proud smile. “My Broadway star. Come sit. Tell me everything.”

We had barely settled on the couch, her legs draped over mine, when the doorbell rang.

We both froze.

“Were we expecting anyone?” I asked.

She shook her head, already standing. “No. Stay here.”

I followed her to the door anyway, curiosity prickling. Sienna peeked through the peephole, and her whole body went still for half a second. Then she opened the door.

There he was.

Tall, broad-shouldered, the kind of muscular stud who looked like he lived at the gym. Dark hair, sharp jaw, tight black T-shirt stretched across a chest that probably turned heads everywhere. Jared. The voice-note cheater. The fifth one. The one whose name still made her flinch sometimes.

He leaned against the doorframe, cocky grin in place. “Hey, Sienna. You look good. Real good. Come on, take me back. We had fun, didn’t we? All those nights, all that heat. I fucked up, but I’m here now. Let’s try again.”

Sienna didn’t slam the door. Instead she stepped back just enough to let him see inside, let him see me standing there, let the silence stretch until it got uncomfortable. Then she smiled, slow and dangerous and beautiful.

“You want me back?” Her voice was silk over steel. She reached up and hooked one finger under the hem of the oversized hoodie. “Then beg.”

Jared blinked, aloof smirk faltering. “What?”

“You heard me.” She pulled the hoodie up and off in one smooth motion, revealing the tiny black bralette underneath.

The thin lace barely contained her small perky tits, dark pink nipples already tight and visible through the sheer cups.

She tossed the hoodie aside and hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the lounge pants, sliding them down her long legs. The pants pooled at her ankles and she stepped out, now standing in nothing but the matching black lace thong and bralette. The thong disappeared between the heavy, juicy cheeks of her huge round ass, the thin straps sitting high on her hips.

She turned once, slow and deliberate, letting him see the full glory of that perfect heart-shaped ass, the way the cheeks jiggled softly with the movement.

Jared’s cool cracked. His eyes widened, throat working. “Sienna… fuck, baby…”

“Beg,” she repeated, voice sweeter now, almost playful. She ran her hands up her own body, cupping her small tits, thumbs brushing her nipples until they poked harder against the lace. “Tell me how sorry you are. Tell me how you’ll never cheat again. Get on your knees if you have to.”

He lasted maybe ten seconds before his knees hit the floor, he was so turned on. “I’m sorry. I was stupid. I’ll never look at anyone else. Please, Sienna. I need you.”

She laughed softly, the sound rich with catharsis. “You’re such a bad boy, Jared. Always thinking with your dick. Always taking what you want and never giving me what I deserved.” She stepped closer, towering over him in her bare feet, midnight-blue toenails gleaming. “Strip. Now.”

He did.

Shirt, jeans, boxers, everything, until he knelt there naked, his (frankly massive) cock half-hard despite the humiliation, muscles flexing under the apartment lights.

Sienna circled him once, then sat on the edge of the couch and patted her lap.

“~IIf you’re so desperate you can either leave and find someone else or bend over my knee. You know what bad boys get.”

He crawled to her, draped himself across her thighs. Her huge juicy ass shifted as she settled, the lace thong riding higher between her cheeks.

Her palm came down hard, the crack echoing through the room. Pink bloomed across his firm ass with every spank, steady and measured. She didn’t rush. She counted out loud, voice calm and sweet. “Ten… fifteen… twenty… that’s it, feel how much you hurt me.”

By thirty his ass was bright pink, and he was whimpering.

But he never asked her to stop.

Sienna gave one final hard smack, then shoved him off her lap.

“Get up. Get dressed. And never come back here again. Ever.”

He scrambled for his clothes, face burning red, cock now completely soft.

He dressed in record time, mumbling something that sounded like an apology, and practically ran out the door.

The second it clicked shut behind him, Sienna and I looked at each other and burst out laughing.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, collapsing back onto the couch. “That was so fucking hot.”

I dropped down beside her, still laughing. “You were incredible. The way you just… took control. He folded so fast.”

She turned to me, cheeks flushed, eyes sparkling. “Normally I would have run right back to him. Let him sweet-talk me, let him fuck me in the asshole once and disappear again. But you saved me, bestie. You gave me this whole month of power, of knowing what I deserve. I don’t need him anymore. I don’t need any of them.”

She cupped my face and kissed me, slow and deep and full of gratitude. Her lips were soft, tasting faintly of the cherry lip balm she kept in her purse.

When she pulled back her forehead rested against mine.

“Spanking that dickhead made me really wet though,” she whispered, voice dropping into that husky tone I loved. “Would you mind…?”

“With pleasure,” I answered instantly.

She leaned back against the cushions, spreading her long legs. The black lace thong was soaked through, dark and clinging to the smooth lips of her pussy. I slid off the couch and knelt between her thighs, hooking my fingers in the thin straps and peeling the thong down her legs.

The scent of her arousal hit me, sweet and warm and intoxicating.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue up the center of her in one long, reverent lick.

She sighed, hips lifting, one hand sliding into my hair.

“That’s it, baby… just like that. Taste how wet I got owning him. All because of you.”

I licked deeper, tongue circling her swollen clit, then dipping down to push inside her. She tasted perfect, tangy-sweet, and every moan she gave made my locked cock throb harder in the steel.

I sucked gently on her clit, then harder when her thighs started to tremble.

Two fingers slid inside her, curling against that spongy spot that always made her back arch.

“Oh fuck, Alex… right there… you’re so good at this. My perfect pussy boy. Licking me after I just dominated my cheating ex. God, I love you.”

Her huge juicy ass flexed under my free hand as I held her open, tongue working faster. She came with a broken cry, thighs clamping around my ears, pussy pulsing against my mouth in long, sweet waves.

I kept licking her through it, gentle and steady, until the last shudder faded and she tugged me up into her arms.

We stayed tangled on the couch, her naked except for the bralette, me still fully dressed, hearts slowing together.

Snow tapped softly at the window.

Sunday was two days away, but neither of us mentioned it. Instead she kissed my temple and whispered, “Thank you for saving me.”

I held her tighter, breathing her in. “Always.”


Chapter 10: Saturday Anticipation

Saturday night arrived like the final page of a story I never wanted to finish.

The steel cage had lived between my legs for 28 full days now, every hour of it a warm, constant ache that had become part of my heartbeat.

My balls felt heavy and full, the bars slick inside from the endless leak that started the moment Sienna stepped out of the bedroom in her outfit for our last official date.

She wore a tiny red dress that hugged every curve and ended high on her long, smooth thighs. The plunging neckline framed the soft, rounded sides of her small but gloriously perky tits, the thin fabric shifting with each breath and letting me see the faint outline of her dark pink nipples.

She wore strappy red heels that added four inches to her height, forcing me to tilt my head up to meet her storm-gray eyes.

We took the subway together like any normal couple, standing close in the crowded car. Her huge juicy ass pressed back against my front every time the train swayed, the silk sliding warm and smooth over the front of my trousers.

The cage throbbed instantly, trapped and leaking, the satin bow of the panties I still wore underneath now permanently damp.

She glanced over her shoulder once, lips curved in a secret smile, and shifted her weight so the full weight of that perfect ass nestled right against the hard steel.

I bit my lip to stay quiet while strangers stood inches away.

The Celestee Hotel rose above Midtown like a silver needle in the sky, its Starlighter Terrace restaurant perched on the thirty-fifth floor with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the glittering city.

We stepped out of the elevator into soft golden light and velvet banquettes. Our private corner booth overlooked the East River, snow falling lazily past the glass like tiny diamonds.

We ordered mocktails first, sparkling pomegranate and ginger for her, yuzu and basil for me.

Then we split everything the way we always did: a perfectly seared filet mignon and a whole butter-poached lobster tail, the sweet meat dripping with lemon and garlic.

Every bite felt intimate, her fork feeding me a piece of lobster, my knife cutting a tender sliver of steak for her. Under the heavy white tablecloth her silver heel slipped off.

Her bare foot, warm and silky from the walk, found my lap and pressed the soft sole right over the cage.

The high arch curved perfectly around the steel, midnight-blue toenails flexing as she rubbed slow, deliberate circles. The pressure made the bars dig gently into my swollen shaft, forcing another thick bead of precum to leak out and soak the lace panties beneath my trousers. I gripped the edge of the table, breath shallow.

“You have been so perfect this month,” she whispered, foot never stopping. “Thank you, Alex. For every single day you let me take control. For every time you knelt, every time you waited, every time you chose me over your own pleasure. You gave me back pieces of myself I thought were gone forever.”

Her toes curled over the head of the cage through the fabric, pressing and releasing in a rhythm that made my hips twitch helplessly.

The constant warm pressure, the slick slide of silk against silk, the knowledge that I was still locked while she sat there looking like every dream I had ever had, it all built a deep, sweet frustration low in my belly.

“I wish I didn’t have to break up with you tomorrow,” she continued softly, storm-gray eyes locked on mine. “I really do. But you were right that first night. This month was supposed to be about my growth. About me learning I can be in charge and still be loved. About me never letting anyone treat me like I’m disposable again. Ending it cleanly… it feels important. Like closing the circle so I can step into whatever comes next stronger.”

Each word landed like a gentle kiss and a knife at the same time.

Her foot kept stroking, slow and relentless, the ball pressing down on my aching balls while her toes teased the dripping tip. I could feel the wet spot growing on my trousers, the lace panties clinging obscenely to every bar.

“I know,” I managed, voice rough. “I want that for you too, Sienna. Even if it hurts.”

She smiled, small and sad and radiant all at once, and her foot gave one final firm rub before sliding back into her heel.

We finished the last bites in quiet tenderness, her hand resting on my thigh above the table, thumb stroking gentle circles.

When the check came she slipped a key card across the table, silver with the Celestee logo embossed in midnight blue.

“I booked us a room upstairs,” she said, eyes sparkling with sudden mischief. “The penthouse suite. Come on, bestie. Let’s go see what twenty-eight days of being mine really feels like on our last night.”

We rode the private elevator giggling like teenagers, her body pressed against mine, huge juicy ass nestled back into my lap.

The doors opened straight into the suite and my breath caught.

The massive king bed was covered in thousands of deep red rose petals, scattered in a perfect heart across the white duvet.

More petals trailed across the floor to the bed, and soft candlelight flickered from every surface.

Floor-to-ceiling windows showed the city sparkling below us like a sea of stars.

Sienna turned to me, cheeks flushed, and reached behind her neck. The thin straps of the silk dress slid down her shoulders in one graceful motion.

The fabric whispered down her body and pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in the most insanely hot lingerie I had ever seen.

It was a custom piece she must have designed herself, midnight-blue lace so delicate it looked like smoke.

A sheer babydoll top with tiny crystal stars scattered across it barely covered her small perky tits, the lace cups cut so low that the bottom curves of her breasts spilled out and her sensitive dark pink nipples pressed hard against the fabric, clearly visible and begging for attention. Delicate straps crossed under her breasts, lifting them slightly, while more straps framed her tiny waist like a harness.

Below that, a tiny matching thong disappeared completely between the heavy, juicy cheeks of her huge round ass, the lace so fine I could see the smooth skin beneath.

Sheer thigh-high stockings with the same crystal stars clipped to a garter belt that sat high on her hips, the straps biting gently into the soft flesh where her ass met her thighs.

Her perfect feet stayed in the heels, high arches flexed, midnight-blue toes peeking out.

She looked like a goddess who had decided to ruin me one final time.

I gulped, throat dry, cage throbbing so hard the bars dug into my swollen shaft.

Sienna stepped closer, hips rolling so that magnificent ass swayed and jiggled with every movement.

The crystals on her lingerie caught the candlelight and sparkled like stars across her body. She stopped inches from me, one hand resting lightly on my chest, the other tracing the outline of the cage through my trousers.

“Okay, bestie,” she whispered, voice soft and full of promise and heat. “You ready to fuck?”

I nodded, heart hammering, every inch of me aching and devoted and completely hers.


Chapter 11: The Explosive Finale

The penthouse suite glowed around us, rose petals scattered like crimson stars across the white sheets, candlelight dancing over every surface.

Sienna stood before me in that midnight-blue lace lingerie.

“Okay, bestie,” she whispered again, voice soft and full of heat. “You ready?”

I nodded, throat tight, cage throbbing so hard the steel felt like it might bend.

She smiled, slow and radiant, and sat on the edge of the petal-covered bed. “Start with my feet, baby. Worship them the way only you know how.”

I dropped to my knees between her spread thighs, the rose petals soft under my palms. She lifted one perfect foot and rested it against my chest, then slowly dragged it up until the warm sole pressed to my lips.

The silk of her stocking felt like heaven, the high arch curving beautifully as I kissed every inch.

I licked along the sole, tasting the faint salt of her skin through the sheer material, then sucked each midnight-blue toe into my mouth one by one, tongue swirling around the painted nails while she sighed happily above me.

“Good boy,” she murmured, toes flexing against my tongue. “You love my pretty feet, don’t you? Even after 28 days locked, you still get so desperate just from tasting them.”

I moved to the other foot, worshipping it with the same slow devotion, kissing the delicate ankle, licking the arch, sucking the toes until they glistened. The cage leaked steadily, soaking the lace panties I still wore, the constant ache a sweet reminder of how completely she owned me.

When she was satisfied she pulled her foot away and cupped my face, guiding me higher. “Now my breasts, baby. Show them how much you missed them.”

I rose on my knees and buried my face between her small perky tits, the lace scratchy and soft at the same time. I kissed the inner curves, tongue tracing the crystal stars, then sucked one hard nipple through the fabric until she gasped and arched. I pulled the babydoll down just enough to free both breasts, lavishing them with long, wet licks and gentle bites, sucking each sensitive dark pink nipple deep while my hands cupped the soft weight. Her huge juicy ass shifted on the bed, thighs squeezing my sides as she moaned my name like a prayer.

“You make me feel so desired,” she whispered, fingers in my hair. “No one has ever worshipped me like this. Only you.”

She lifted her arms next, offering the smooth, warm skin of her armpits. I nuzzled in without hesitation, breathing in her clean coconut scent mixed with the faint musk of arousal. My tongue traced slow, reverent lines over the delicate skin, tasting her, worshipping every inch while she shivered and giggled softly at the ticklish pleasure.

Then her fingers, one by one, sliding between my lips so I could suck them like I would her clit, tongue swirling, eyes locked on hers the whole time.

“Such a good, hungry boy,” she praised, voice husky. “Now come up here and lick my pussy until I cum all over your face.”

I crawled onto the bed between her spread thighs. She peeled the tiny thong aside, revealing her smooth, glistening pussy, already swollen and wet from all the teasing. I dove in, tongue flat and broad, licking from her entrance all the way up to her clit in long, hungry strokes.

She tasted perfect, sweet and tangy, and I lost myself in her, sucking her clit gently, then harder, two fingers sliding inside to curl against that spot that always made her thighs shake.

Her huge juicy ass flexed under my free hand as she ground against my mouth, stockings rasping against my shoulders.

“Fuck, Alex… yes, just like that… you’re so good at eating my pussy… my perfect locked boy making me feel everything they never could.”

She came hard, back arching, a long sweet cry spilling from her lips as her pussy pulsed against my tongue.

I kept licking her through every wave, gentle and steady, until she tugged me up and kissed me deep, tasting herself on my mouth.

“My turn to play,” she whispered against my lips.

She reached for the pink strapon the girls had gifted her, the thick realistic one with the perfect curve.

But instead of putting it on herself, she fastened the harness around my waist over the soaked lace panties, the big pink cock jutting out proudly from my hips while my own cock stayed cruelly locked beneath it.

The weight felt strange and heavy, the base of the toy pressing right against the cage.

She lay back on the rose petals, legs spread wide, and pulled me on top of her. “Fuck me with it, baby. Slide it inside me nice and deep.”

I lined up the pink cock and pushed in slowly, watching her eyes flutter as it filled her pussy.

The sensation was pure torture.

I could feel nothing, no warmth, no tightness, just the frustrating pressure of the harness against my cage while she moaned and clenched around the silicone.

“Can you feel it?” she teased, voice breathy and wicked. “Can you feel how wet and tight I am around your cock? No? Poor locked boy… you get to fuck me but you don’t get to feel a thing.”

I thrust deeper, hips rolling, the strapon sliding in and out while she gasped and praised me. Her small perky tits bounced with every stroke, nipples dark and tight, her huge juicy ass lifting off the bed to meet me.

The denial was exquisite, the culmination of twenty-eight days of teasing, of giving her everything while staying locked and aching.

After long minutes of this delicious torment she reached up and unlocked the cage with the tiny key from around her neck.

“I’m not evil,” she whispered. “Besides, I want…I need you inside me right now.”

My cock sprang free, flushed dark red, veins pulsing, the head shiny with a month’s worth of denied need.

“Fuck my ass now, baby,” she whispered, eyes locked on mine. “While the strapon stays buried in my pussy. Fill me everywhere. Make me yours the way I’ve made you mine.”

She rolled onto her stomach, huge juicy ass raised high, the pink strapon still deep inside her pussy.

I poured lube over my aching cock and pressed against her tight hole, sliding in slow and careful until I was buried to the hilt.

The feeling was overwhelming.

“I fuck,” I gasped. “Thank you…”

“Don’t thank me,” she growled. “Fuck my ass!”

Her ass was hot and silky, clenching around me while the strapon filled her pussy, the thin wall between them letting me feel every ridge of the toy.

We moved together, slow at first, then faster, my cock fucking her perfect ass while the pink strapon fucked her pussy in the same rhythm.

Her huge juicy ass rippled with every thrust, cheeks jiggling beautifully, the garter straps pulling tight against her skin.

It was everything. Twenty-eight days of surrender, of love, of power and trust and healing, all crashing together in this one perfect moment.

She pushed back to meet me, moaning my name, telling me how full she felt, how good I made her feel, how no one had ever loved her like this.

“Ten seconds, baby,” she gasped, voice breaking. “You’re going to fill my ass with every drop. Ten… nine… feel how tight I am for you… eight… you’ve been so good for me… seven… my perfect boy… six… I love you so much… five… cum when I say… four… you earned this… three… almost there, my love… two… one…CUM FOR ME LIKE A GOOD BOY!”

On one she clenched hard around me and I exploded, thick ropes of cum flooding deep into her ass while my whole body shook.

The orgasm rolled through me in endless waves, every pulse drawn out by the strapon still buried in her pussy and the impossible heat of her ass milking me dry.

She came again at the same time, crying out into the pillows, body trembling beneath me.

We collapsed together, tangled in rose petals and sheets, my cock still buried inside her as the last spasms faded.

She turned in my arms, storm-gray eyes soft and shining with tears, her huge juicy ass nestled against me, the pink strapon still between us.

“Alex,” she whispered, voice thick, “I think we should break up.”

The words hung between us for half a second before we both started giggling, soft and shaky and bittersweet.

The laughter mixed with quiet tears, her forehead pressed to mine, our bodies still joined in every way that mattered.

We stayed like that, limbs tangled, hearts wide open, drifting slowly into sleep with the city sparkling far below and twenty-eight perfect days wrapped around us like the warmest blanket.

Tomorrow was March first.

But tonight, in this bed covered in rose petals, we were still completely in our own world.

If only it didn’t have to end...


Chapter 12: Epilogue: March's True Beginning

I woke slowly in the empty penthouse bed, sunlight spilling across the scattered rose petals like spilled wine.

The sheets still carried the warm coconut scent of her skin, but the space beside me was cool and untouched.

Sienna was gone.

My chest squeezed so tight I had to sit up and press a hand over my heart. Twenty-eight days of surrender and love, of her storm-gray eyes looking at me like I was everything, and now it was March first. The day the pact said she had to break up with me.

I dressed in yesterday’s clothes, the delicious ache from last night still lingering warmly between my legs, every step a sweet reminder of how deep she had taken me. I left the hotel and wandered the city like something lost.

Snow from the night before had melted into slick streets that reflected the gray March sky. I walked through Times Square where billboards already teased the new Broadway season, past the theater that would soon be mine, then down to the Brooklyn Bridge where we had danced slow in the falling snow only nights ago.

Every corner whispered her name, her laugh, the way her huge juicy ass had felt nestled against me in the taxi, the way she had whispered “good boy” like it was the most precious secret in the world.

By early afternoon my legs ached and my throat felt raw.

I could not let it end like this. I had to tell her the experiment was over for me too.

I did not want to walk away.

I needed her.

Forever.

The subway ride back to our apartment felt like the longest thirty minutes of my life.

When I finally turned the key and pushed the door open, the living room stopped my heart.

Roses everywhere.

Hundreds of deep crimson and soft blush blooms in crystal vases on every table, scattered in a giant heart across the hardwood floor.

Heart-shaped balloons in shiny red and silver floated lazily near the ceiling, swaying in the soft afternoon light streaming through the windows.

The whole space smelled like fresh flowers and love and home.

And in the center of it all stood Sienna.

She wore a sinful red corset that looked like it had been sewn from pure seduction just for this moment.

The boned satin hugged her tiny waist so tightly it created the most dramatic, mouth-watering hourglass, pushing her small perky tits up and together until the soft creamy curves spilled invitingly over the top.

The cups were sheer red lace trimmed with delicate black ribbon, her dark pink nipples clearly visible and already tight little peaks pressing against the fabric.

Below the corset, a tiny matching red satin thong vanished completely between the heavy, juicy cheeks of her huge round ass, the thin straps sitting high on her hips and framing those perfect globes like a gift I wanted to unwrap with my teeth.

Sheer black stockings with a subtle red seam ran up her endless legs, clipped to the corset’s garter straps that bit gently into the soft flesh of her upper thighs.

Her long golden-blonde hair tumbled loose and wavy down her bare shoulders, and her storm-gray eyes sparkled with nervous hope and pure, radiant joy.

She had never looked more stunning.

“Hey,” she said softly, twisting her fingers together in front of the corset. “I woke up early and… I couldn’t let today be the end. So I came home and did this.”

I stood frozen in the doorway, keys still in my hand, tears already blurring everything. “Sienna…”

She took one step closer, the stockings whispering against each other, the corset creaking faintly with every breath. “Hey… wanna date for real?”

The words crashed over me like warm sunlight. Tears spilled down my cheeks and I laughed, shaky and overwhelmed and so happy it hurt. “Yes. God, yes. A thousand times yes.”

Her smile broke wide and bright, and she flew into my arms.

But before her lips could find mine I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “But… can we fuck again first?”

“Oh definitely,” she breathed, voice already husky.

She pushed me gently backward until my legs hit the couch and I sat down among the rose petals.

In one graceful motion she straddled my lap, the red corset pressing her small perky tits right against my chest.

The satin was warm from her body, the lace cups brushing my shirt as she reached down and freed my already hard cock from the soaked lace panties I still wore.

I sprang free, flushed dark and aching, the head shiny with fresh precum. She peeled the tiny thong aside, rose up on her knees, and sank down onto me in one slow, perfect, velvet slide.

We both moaned loud and long.

She was scorching hot, silky wet, and so tight the sensation made my eyes roll back. The corset made her waist feel impossibly small under my hands as she started to ride me, slow rolling movements that made her huge juicy ass bounce and ripple beautifully in my palms.

The red satin thong stayed pulled to the side, the garter straps pulling tight against her thighs with every downward glide.

Her stockings rasped softly against my legs, the red seams flashing each time she rose and fell.

“Look at me, baby,” she whispered, hands sliding up my chest.

Her fingers found my nipples through my shirt and teased them gently, rolling, pinching, sending hot sparks straight down to where we were joined.

“Feel how deep I can take you? This is real now. No more experiments. Just us. My real boyfriend. My forever boy, yeah?”

I thrust up to meet her, hands full of that magnificent ass, squeezing the heavy warm cheeks and spreading them as she rode faster.

The corset pushed her tits higher, the sheer lace cups barely containing them, her dark pink nipples brushing my lips every time she leaned forward.

She kept teasing my nipples, pinching harder, then soothing with her thumbs, the mix of sharp pleasure and the overwhelming heat of her pussy driving me higher and higher.

“I love you,” she gasped, riding me harder, the wet sounds of our bodies filling the flower-filled room. “I love my good boy. I love my real boyfriend.”

The words pushed me right to the edge. “Sienna, I’m gonna cum—”

“Me too, baby. Together. Fill me up.”

We crashed over at the exact same moment.

Her pussy clenched around me in rhythmic, pulsing waves, her cry sweet and broken as she shook in my lap.

I pumped deep inside her, thick ropes of cum spilling again and again until I was trembling and empty and so full of love I could barely breathe.

She kept riding through every wave, milking me until the last spasm faded, then collapsed forward, corset pressed warm against my chest, golden hair spilling over my shoulders like silk.

For a long, perfect minute we just breathed together, hearts hammering in sync, rose petals stuck to our skin.

She lifted her head, eyes sparkling with happy tears and mischief. “I love you so much,” she whispered.

I grinned through my own tears, hands still full of her huge juicy ass. “I love you too. More than anything.”

Outside the March sun climbed higher, turning the floating heart balloons into glowing red lanterns above us.

Inside, tangled on the couch surrounded by roses, we were no longer fake. No longer an experiment.

Just two best friends who had found something deeper, something real, something that felt like the rest of our lives.

For a long, perfect minute we just breathed together, hearts hammering in sync, rose petals stuck to our skin.

She lifted her head, eyes sparkling with happy tears and mischief, and traced one midnight-blue nail down my chest. “So….um, can I lock up your cock again soon?”

I blushed hard, a shy little sigh escaping as I looked up at her beautiful face framed by all that golden hair. “Fine… but not until April.”

She clapped her hands once in pure delight, the sound bright and happy, then leaned down and kissed me slow and deep.

When she pulled back she slid off my lap just enough to bend forward, red corset creaking softly, and licked my spent cock in one long, warm stripe from balls to tip, tasting us both with a happy little hum.

She kissed the sensitive head once more, then straightened and kissed my mouth again, lips still glossy.

“I’m going to hold you to that,” she whispered against my smile.

I kissed her slow and deep, tasting salt and happiness and forever on her lips. “You can hold me any way you want.”

And she did exactly that.

The End
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“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 that hardly mattered anymore. I needed to get out there. I needed a change.

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.

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.”

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?”

To read the entire novel check out the amazon link on the next page or visit my amazon author page today! xoxo
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The Femdom Chastity Resolution: Be Her Good Boy From January First: A Fun Dominant Female Keyholder FLR Novel

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

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

Then he meets Calliope.

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

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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