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Lexie's Note

Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. 


If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


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


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

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


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke



Prologue

Though I may have spent half of my college years pining for Penny Hill, I never really expected things to change.

But that didn’t make my life any easier.

Through hikes in the woods where I tried not to stare at her heart-shaped ass, during summer days where I looked anywhere but her long, silky legs, throughout spa days where I couldn’t help but notice the silver piercings that pressed against the tiny scraps of fabric covering Penny’s perfect, perky… well, through all of it, I told myself I needed to get a grip.

Penny had a rich long-distance boyfriend and was about ten leagues out of mine.

But then we decided to spend a summer travelling across Europe, and Penny made a bet.

A bet that if I could let her take complete control in a bid to help me escape my control-freak tendencies, she would lock the hotel room door on the last day of our trip and let me do whatever I wanted to her.

The only catch?

Turns out Penny is a bit of a sadist… and I might just be a bit too submissive to survive this vacation with any dignity intact.

All this, and it’s only day two…


Chapter 1: Bless The Telephone

I woke to the music of soft, wet sounds and Penny’s low, husky voice.

“Oh yeah, just like that.”

For a second I thought I was still dreaming. My cock was trying to get hard inside the steel chastity cage, the familiar dull ache pulsing through me as the morning sunlight spilled across the bed. The sheets were warm where Penny had been spooning me all night, her hand resting possessively over my locked cock until she’d drifted off. Now the bed was empty.

I blinked, rolled onto my back, and froze.

Penny was sitting in the armchair by the window, facing the bed like she’d been waiting for me to wake up. Legs spread wide, one foot hooked over the armrest, the other planted on the floor. She was wearing nothing but a delicate white lace bra that barely contained her small breasts and a pair of the tiniest red panties I’d ever seen — covered in little cherries, the bright red fruit clustered right over her mound like they were teasing me on purpose. The thin fabric was already dark and soaked between her thighs.

Her fingers were moving slowly inside those cherry panties, circling, dipping, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet morning air. In her other hand she held her phone, speaker on, and she was talking to her boyfriend like this was the most normal thing in the world.

“…yeah, baby, I’m touching myself right now,” she purred, eyes locked on the cage between my legs. “Mmm, I’m so wet. Can you hear how wet I am?”

I could. The slick, rhythmic sound of her fingers working her pussy filled the room. My cock throbbed uselessly against the steel bars, already leaking.

Penny’s gaze flicked up to my face and her lips curved into that dangerous, delighted little smile. She didn’t miss a beat with her boyfriend.

“God, I wish you were here,” she moaned softly into the phone. “I’d let you bend me over and fuck me so hard. I miss that big cock of yours so much…”

She muted the call with a casual tap, never taking her eyes off me.

“Morning, shorty,” she said sweetly. “Be a good boy and stroke your balls for me while I cum. Nice and slow. I want to watch.”

My face burned. I reached down without hesitation, cupping my aching balls in one hand and gently rolling them the way she liked. The cage felt even tighter now, my trapped cock straining, the head pressing against the cold steel. Every movement of my fingers sent sparks of frustrated pleasure straight through me.

Penny’s eyes darkened with satisfaction. She unmuted the phone.

“Sorry, baby, just had to adjust something,” she said, voice suddenly breathy again. “Keep talking to me… tell me how you’d fuck me when I get home. I want to hear every filthy detail while I play with this needy little pussy.”

Her fingers sped up. The wet sounds grew louder, more urgent. She kept staring at my cage, watching my hand work my balls, her chest rising and falling faster beneath the white lace bra. Her nipples were hard, the silver barbells pressing visibly against the thin fabric.

“I’m so close,” she gasped into the phone, hips lifting off the chair. “Fuck, baby… I want your big hard cock so bad. I want you to stretch me open and fill me up while I scream your name…”

Her voice cracked. Her thighs started shaking.

“I’m gonna cum—fuck—I’m cumming for you—”

The moan that tore out of her was loud, raw, and filthy. Her whole body arched, fingers buried deep, cherry panties pushed aside as she came hard right in front of me. Her eyes stayed locked on mine the entire time, lips parted, chest heaving, that wicked little smile never leaving her face even as the orgasm ripped through her.

When the last tremor passed, she let out a satisfied little sigh, tapped the phone to end the call, and grinned at me like the cat that got the cream.

“God, that was fun,” she said, voice still husky. She stood up slowly, stretching, the cherry panties clinging to her soaked pussy. A little wet spot was visible right over the cherries.

She walked over to the bed, climbed on, and straddled my thighs, careful not to touch the cage. Leaning down, she brushed her lips against my ear.

“You were such a good boy, stroking your swollen balls just like I told you.” She kissed my cheek, then my forehead, affectionate and sweet even as her hand drifted down to give the cage a gentle, teasing tap. “Look at you… already leaking so much. You poor little thing.”

I swallowed hard, still throbbing, still aching, still completely at her mercy.

Penny sat back on her heels, that bright, mischievous sparkle back in her hazel-green eyes. She reached over and ruffled my hair the way she always did when she was about to turn my world upside down.

“So,” she said casually, like she hadn’t just cum screaming her boyfriend’s name while watching me stroke my balls in chastity, “wanna go on an adventure today?”

She tilted her head, grin widening.

“I’ve got plans for us, shorty. Big plans.”


Chapter 2: Putting Men in Their Place

The train rattled south through the Italian countryside while Penny and I played Uno for hours. She kept cheating — slipping extra cards into her hand with that mischievous little smirk — and every time I caught her she’d just laugh that low, husky laugh and call me “Shorty” like it was the sweetest insult in the world. We talked about the new Star Trek show for nearly an hour straight. She loved the new captain’s ruthless streak. I thought the writing was trying too hard. She flicked a card at my forehead and told me I was a control freak even about fictional starships. I didn’t argue. Not with the steel cage locked around my cock and her bare foot occasionally brushing my ankle under the table.

By the time we stepped off the train in Rome the afternoon sun was brutal and golden. The air smelled like espresso, hot stone, and possibility. Penny had changed on the train into a tiny white sundress that barely reached mid-thigh, the thin fabric clinging to her curves in the heat. No bra. The silver barbells were faint shadows beneath the cotton every time she moved.

We were walking toward our Airbnb when the whistles started.

Two Italian guys leaned over a stone balcony above us, calling out something appreciative in rapid Italian. Penny stopped dead in the middle of the narrow street. She tilted her head up, eyes hidden behind sunglasses, and smiled like a queen who’d just been offered tribute.

“On your knees,” she said clearly, voice carrying. “If you want a better view.”

The guys actually laughed, thinking she was joking.

“Serious?” they said.

Penny Hill nodded and, to my surprise, they actually did it.

“Good boys get rewards,” she smiled. “Enoy!”

Without breaking eye contact with them, Penny reached back, flipped the hem of her sundress up over her hips, and showed them everything. The tiny cherry-print panties from this morning were gone — replaced by an even smaller white thong that disappeared completely between the firm, sun-kissed cheeks of her heart-shaped ass. She held the pose for three long seconds, letting them drink it in, then dropped the dress and turned to me with that same wicked, radiant grin.

“Men are so easy,” she said softly, slipping her arm through mine like nothing had happened. Her voice dropped lower, intimate, just for me. “Now let’s see you properly. If I’m in charge of you… there’s a duty of care.”

My stomach flipped. My cock twitched hard inside the cage, already straining against the steel at the casual way she’d just flashed strangers and then claimed ownership of me in the same breath.

She squeezed my arm and started walking again, hips swaying, the sundress fluttering against her thighs.

“Come on, shorty,” she said cheerfully. “Our place is just around the corner. I think it’s time I took very good care of my favorite little toy.”

The sun beat down on us as we walked, but all I could feel was the heat of her words settling low in my gut — and the helpless, aching throb of the cage reminding me exactly who was in charge now.


Chapter 3: Panties

The Airbnb was small but charming with exposed brick walls, a big bed, and tall windows that let in the golden Roman light. The second the door clicked shut behind us, Penny’s playful energy shifted into something more deliberate.

“Strip for me, please,” she said softly, already kicking off her sandals. “Everything off, shorty. I want to see how that locked cocklet is doing, and I need to inspect you properly.”

I obeyed without hesitation, my face already burning with humiliation. The cage felt heavier around my cock and balls as I stood naked in the middle of the room, my cock straining uselessly against the steel. Penny circled me slowly, eyes raking over every inch like she was appraising a new pet.

“You look a little scruffy and I like my boys smooth, so let’s start with your face first,” she ordered, handing me her pink razor and a can of shaving foam. “Nice and smooth. I want you submissive and soft for me.”

I shaved my face at the sink while she watched, leaning against the doorframe in nothing but her tiny white sundress. When I finished, she stepped forward and ran her fingertips over my cheeks, humming in approval.

“Good boy,” Penny grinned before grabbing my chest hair and tugging on it painfully, “Now get in the shower and do the chest.”

I worked the foam over my torso and shaved carefully, the razor gliding over my skin until it was completely smooth. Penny’s eyes never left me. When I was done she stepped close, pressed her body against mine, and dragged her nails lightly down my bare chest.

“Mmm. Much better. Now the important part,” she said, tweaking my nipples before her hands dropped lower.

My stomach dropped.

She sat on the edge of the tub. “On your knees. I want that cute little cock and those balls completely smooth… except for one special detail.”

I knelt. She took the razor from me, squirted more foam into her palm, and began working it over my groin with slow, teasing strokes. The touch of her fingers so close to the cage made my cock throb painfully. She was meticulous, almost tender, as she shaved me bare — until only a small patch remained above the cage.

Then she started shaping it.

I watched in mortified silence as she carefully sculpted the remaining hair into a perfect little heart. Every few seconds she’d tilt her head, squint, and make another delicate pass with the razor until the shape was crisp and unmistakable. The heart sat right above my locked cock like a ridiculous, humiliating bow.

“There,” she said, voice bright with delight. “A cute little heart for my cute little slut. Look how adorable that is.”

My face was on fire. I couldn’t even look down at first and when I did I was so fucking embarassed my cock was practically dancing inside the cage.

After that she had me do everywhere else below the eyebrows, and even then Penny wasn’t finished. She grabbed a pair of silver tweezers from her bag and leaned in close, inspecting every inch with clinical precision. Every time she found a stray hair she plucked it out with a sharp little tug that made me gasp. She worked slowly, humming to herself, occasionally blowing cool air over the freshly shaved skin just to watch me twitch.

“Almost perfect,” she murmured. “There, that’ll teach you not to miss any chairs next time. All done.”

She sat back and admired her work, eyes sparkling. Then she reached into the suitcase and pulled out the tiny red cherry panties she’d been wearing that morning on the train. The fabric was still faintly damp in the crotch from when she’d cum on the phone with her boyfriend.

“Oh, and to celebrate your girly little bush, you can put these on,” she said, holding them out like a gift.

I hesitated for half a second. She raised an eyebrow.

“Remeber our bet? You still want to fuck me on the last day of our vacation?” she said. “Because if you do I want to see these on you now, pantyboy.”

The word hit me like a slap. I stepped into them, the soft, slightly damp fabric sliding up my freshly shaved legs. Penny helped tug them into place, making sure the heart-shaped patch of hair was perfectly framed by the cherries. The panties were far too small — the front panel stretched obscenely over the steel cage, the little red cherries now sitting right on top of my locked cock like some kind of perverted decoration. I was so humiliated.

Penny stepped back and burst out laughing, delighted.

“Oh my god. It suits you so much better than it ever suited me. Look at that smooth little body… that locked cock… those cute cherries sitting right on top. My perfect little pantyboy.”

She reached out and gave the front of the panties a playful pat, right over the cage. I whimpered.

“Much better,” she purred. “Now stay right there while I get changed.”

She disappeared from the bathroom and emerged five minutes later in a tight, blood-red dress that hugged every curve. The neckline plunged low enough to show the inner curves of her small breasts and the faint outline of her silver nipple piercings. The hem stopped high on her supple thighs, showing off those long, toned legs. She looked dangerous. She looked like trouble.

She twirled once, then grabbed my hand.

“Come on, shorty. Time to show Rome what a good little pantyboy looks like.”

I followed her out into the warm Roman evening, the cherry panties clinging to my shaved skin, the heart-shaped patch of hair hidden beneath the fabric, and the cage reminding me with every step exactly who I belonged to now.

Penny glanced back at me with that wicked little grin and squeezed my hand.

“Try not to get too excited, baby,” she whispered. “We’ve got all night.”


Chapter 4: A Colossal Day

The Colosseum at dusk was breathtaking. Golden light spilled over the ancient stone arches as the last tourists filtered out, their voices echoing faintly through the massive arena. Penny and I walked slowly along the upper level, the evening air warm and heavy with the scent of old stone and distant street food. For the first time all day, the energy between us felt almost normal.

“I still can’t believe they built this in under ten years,” Penny said, running her hand along the weathered railing. “Eighty thousand people. All those gladiators, the animals, the executions… it’s insane when you think about it.”

I nodded, genuinely engaged. “And the engineering. Those retractable awnings, the underground tunnels for the animals and fighters… they were centuries ahead of their time.”

She smiled at me, that bright, easy smile I’d known since freshman year. “See? This is why we’re perfect travel buddies. You actually care about the history instead of just taking selfies.”

We wandered for another twenty minutes, talking about Roman engineering, the politics of the games, how the Colosseum had survived earthquakes and centuries of looting. It felt good. Comfortable. Like we were just two best friends on vacation again.

Until the loudspeakers crackled to life.

“Attention visitors, the Colosseum will be closing in fifteen minutes. Please make your way to the exits.”

Penny’s hand found mine. She gave it a gentle squeeze, but her eyes had that familiar wicked glint.

“Come on,” she whispered. “I saw a quiet spot earlier.”

We slipped away from the main flow of people to somewhere completely private, ducking behind a thick stone pillar and into a small, shadowed alcove that was half-hidden by scaffolding. The light was dim here, the air cooler. Penny backed me against the ancient wall, her red dress brushing against my thighs.

“On your knees, shorty,” she said softly. “Right now.”

My heart hammered. I dropped to my knees without hesitation, beneath my shorts the cherry panties stretching tight across my shaved skin and the ridiculous heart-shaped patch of hair. The cage throbbed painfully as I looked up at her.

Penny lifted the hem of her dress with one hand, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her gorgeous pink pussy was already wet, glistening in the low light. She stepped forward, grabbed a fistful of my hair, and pulled my face between her thighs.

“Lick me bitch,” she ordered, voice low and urgent. “Make me cum before they kick us out. I’ve always wanted to orgasm in a heritage site.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Desperate for her taste I buried my tongue in her, licking long, slow stripes from her entrance up to her clit, tasting her excitement. She tasted sweet and sharp, and the soft, desperate sounds she made above me went straight to my locked cock. I could feel the damp cherry panties clinging to me, the fabric riding up my ass whenever I shifted.

Penny rocked her hips against my mouth, one hand still gripping my hair, the other braced against the stone wall. “Fuck, just like that… good boy… deeper…”

I licked harder, sucking gently on her clit the way she liked, my nose pressed against her smooth mound. Her thighs started trembling around my head. I could hear distant footsteps and voices — the guards doing final sweeps.

“Faster,” she gasped. “I’m close—don’t stop—”

Her whole body tensed. She came with a sharp, bitten-off cry, grinding against my face as her pussy pulsed against my tongue. I kept licking through every wave, tasting her orgasm, my own cock aching so badly inside the cage I thought I might lose my mind.

“Good boy, now compose yourself, please,” she grinned with a little half moan.

We only had literally seconds, both of us a little rumpled but respectable when we heard the noise.

A guard’s polite voice echoed from just around the corner. “Signore, signora… it is time to leave, per favore.”

Penny let out a shaky laugh, smoothed her dress down again and winked at me. My face was wet with her, my lips swollen. She wiped my mouth with her thumb, eyes sparkling with pure mischief, then grabbed my hand and led me out of the alcove like nothing had happened.

Outside, the sky was a deep indigo, the Colosseum glowing under the floodlights. The last visitors were streaming toward the exit. Penny stopped us in the middle of the ancient walkway, turned to face me, and kissed me.

It wasn’t a quick peck. It was deep, slow, and possessive — her tongue sliding against mine, tasting herself on my lips. One hand cupped the back of my neck while the other drifted down to give the front of my trousers a deliberate, teasing squeeze right over the cage and the cherry panties beneath.

When she finally pulled back, she was grinning.

“Best history lesson ever,” she whispered against my mouth. “Now let’s go find somewhere to eat. I’m starving… and you’ve still got a lot of Rome to see before I let you take off my panties.”

She took my hand again and started walking, hips swaying, completely unbothered.

I followed, heart racing, face still flushed, the taste of her still on my tongue and the steel cage reminding me with every step that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 5: Dinner and a Show

The restaurant was small and intimate, tucked down a narrow Roman side street with string lights overhead and the smell of garlic and fresh basil in the air. We sat at a private corner table, out of view from the quiet restaurant, candles flickering between us. Every time I shifted, the cage reminded me exactly who I belonged to.

Penny ordered for both of us in fluent Italian, then leaned back in her chair with that lazy, dangerous smile.

“You know,” she said, swirling her wine glass, “I never told you how this femdom stuff all started for me.”

I raised an eyebrow, trying to look casual even as her bare foot slid up the inside of my calf under the table.

“Freshman year,” she continued, voice low and velvet-smooth. “There was this guy in my dorm — cute, shy, total sub without even knowing it. We hooked up one night after a party. He was eating me out like his life depended on it when he suddenly pulled back, blushing, and asked if he could… lick my asshole.”

She paused, watching my face. Her foot had reached my thigh now, toes brushing dangerously close to the front of my trousers.

“I let him,” she said with a soft laugh. “And the second his tongue touched me there, something just clicked. The power. The way he moaned like he was the one getting off. I came so hard I saw stars. After that, I kept him, and he loved it as much as I did. For almost three weeks he was my little pantied maid. I made him wear the frilliest, girliest panties I could find — pink lace, little bows, the works. He’d come over after class, strip down to nothing but those panties, and do my laundry, clean my room, massage my feet… all while locked in a tiny pink chastity cage I bought online.”

Her foot finally pressed directly against my crotch under the table, rubbing slow, deliberate circles over the steel cage and the cherry panties. I bit the inside of my cheek to stay quiet.

Penny’s eyes sparkled with pure delight.

“One night I had my friend Jess over. She was complaining about how her boyfriend never went down on her. So I told her I had the perfect solution.” She pressed her foot harder against the cage, smirking when I twitched. “I made my little pantyboy get on his knees and eat her pussy while I watched. He was so humiliated… but he was rock hard in that cage the entire time. The power rush I felt watching him choke on it, tears in his eyes, still wearing those stupid frilly panties… I came just from touching myself while I watched.”

She took a slow sip of wine, never breaking eye contact.

“I loved it. I loved owning him completely. Making him do filthy things just because I could. That’s when I knew this was what I wanted. Not just sex. Control. Total, delicious control.”

Her foot kept working me under the table the whole time she spoke, rubbing, pressing, teasing the trapped head of my cock through the thin cherry fabric. By the time our food arrived I was sweating, leaking a humiliating amount of precum steadily into the panties, and completely unable to focus on anything but her voice and the relentless pressure between my legs.

After dinner we walked to a lively little bar a few streets over. The music was loud, the lights low, and the dance floor already packed. We ordered mocktails — Penny’s idea, since she wanted me “clear-headed and desperate” — and found a small table near the edge of the dance floor.

It didn’t take long before a stunning Italian woman approached. Tall, olive skin, long dark hair, and the biggest, most perfect tits I’d ever seen barely contained in a tight black top. She said something to Penny in Italian, smiling. Penny grinned back, stood up, and let the woman pull her onto the dance floor.

I sat there nursing my drink, cock aching in the cage, as I watched Penny dance with her. They moved together like they’d done it a hundred times — hips grinding, bodies pressed close. The Italian woman’s huge breasts pressed against Penny’s smaller ones as they swayed. Penny’s hands slid down to grab the woman’s ass, pulling her closer. Then, to my desperate and delighted surprise, they started kissing.

It was deep, slow, and filthy. Tongues visible, hands roaming. The Italian woman’s massive tits were practically spilling out of her top as Penny’s fingers teased along the edge. Every few seconds Penny would glance over at me, eyes half-lidded, making sure I was watching. Making sure I was suffering.

My cock throbbed uselessly in the cherry panties, the heart-shaped hair brushing against the damp fabric. I was so hard it hurt.

They danced and made out for nearly twenty minutes before Penny finally broke away, laughing, and came back to the table. Her lips were swollen, lipstick slightly smudged.

“Ready to go home, shorty?” she asked sweetly, leaning down to kiss my cheek. I could smell the other woman’s perfume on her skin.

I nodded, throat dry.

We walked back to the Airbnb in charged silence, her hand in mine the whole way. The second the door closed behind us, Penny turned to me with that bright, wicked smile.

And I knew I was completely fucked.


Chapter 6: Spin

Penny disappeared into the bathroom with her overnight bag over one shoulder and that smug, secretive little smile on her face, the one that had already started to terrify me because it usually meant she was about to discover some new and fascinating way to ruin my life.

I sat on the edge of the bed and tried to breathe normally.

It was not easy.

The cage felt heavier after the day we’d had, after Rome, after the heat, after the balcony, after the way she had inspected me with such sweet, clinical confidence, making sure I was comfortable and clean and safely locked away, like I was not a grown man but a delicate little toy she had decided to keep in working order. My cock was still trying to swell inside the steel, still pressing uselessly against the bars every time I thought about her voice, her hands, her smile, her dress lifting in the Roman sunlight.

Then the bathroom door opened.

Penny stepped out, and every thought I had scattered.

She was wearing a black lace thong and a matching black bra, except bra was almost too generous a word for it. There were no cups, just delicate straps and embroidered lace framing her small breasts while leaving her caramel-colored nipples completely exposed, the silver barbells glinting under the warm lamplight. The thong sat high on her hips, disappearing between the firm curves of her ass, making her waist look impossibly narrow and her long legs look even longer.

She did a slow little spin in the middle of the room.

Not quite a model’s turn.

Not quite a dancer’s.

Just Penny, showing herself off because she knew I was helpless.

“Well?” she asked, tossing her chestnut hair over one shoulder. “What do you think?”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out.

Her smile widened. “Aw. Poor Shorty. Did I break your vocabulary?”

“You look…” I swallowed. “Insane.”

“Insane good or insane terrifying?”

“Yes.”

She laughed, low and pleased, and walked toward me with that easy, swaying confidence that made the cage pulse against me. Then she stopped between my knees, lifted one finger, and turned it in a little circle.

“Spin.”

I blinked. “Me?”

“Yes, you.” Her eyes sparkled. “I showed you mine. Now show me my property.”

My face burned, but I stood and turned slowly in front of her, naked except for the cage. I felt ridiculous, exposed, completely at her mercy. Penny watched every inch of me with exaggerated seriousness, hand at her chin, like she was appraising art in a gallery.

“Mmm,” she said. “Very cute from the front. Very spankable from the back. And the cage really does suit you.”

“It does not.”

“It absolutely does.” She stepped closer and tapped the little lock with one painted nail. “It makes you look honest.”

“Honest?”

“Like everyone can see what you are now.” Her voice softened without losing its edge. “A needy little thing who needs rules.”

The words went straight through me.

When she faced me again, she was grinning.

“So, shorty,” she said, voice low and playful as she walked toward me. “Now that we’re alone… what kind of kinks are you actually into?”

I swallowed hard. My cock twitched uselessly in the cage.

“I… I don’t really know,” I admitted, voice quiet. “I’m pretty inexperienced with all this. I’ve never… done much.”

Penny tilted her head, studying me. Then her eyes dropped — and she caught the exact moment my gaze flicked down to her bare feet. Painted toes, smooth arches, the delicate bones visible under soft skin. I looked away fast, but it was too late.

Her smile turned wicked.

“Aww,” she cooed, stepping closer. “Are you a footboy?”

My face went scarlet. I couldn’t answer.

Penny laughed softly, delighted. “You’ve been tortured so much today… the cage, the panties, watching me dance with that girl, licking me in the Colosseum. I think you deserve a little reward.” She sat on the edge of the bed and crossed her legs, one foot dangling in the air. “On your knees, shorty. Worship them.”

I dropped instantly.

She extended her right foot toward me. I took it gently in both hands, pressing a soft kiss to the top, then another to her arch. The skin was warm and faintly salty from the night out. I kissed my way down to her toes, then took her big toe into my mouth and sucked softly.

Penny let out a low, pleased hum.

“That’s it… good boy. Use your tongue.”

I licked slowly along her sole, from heel to toe, then sucked each toe one by one, swirling my tongue around them the way I knew she liked when I went down on her. The taste of her skin, the soft moans she made, the way her foot flexed against my tongue — it all went straight to my locked cock. I was leaking steadily into the cherry panties now, the fabric growing damp and sticky against the steel.

She switched feet, offering me the left one. I worshipped it just as thoroughly, kissing, licking, sucking, pressing my face against her sole like I was starved for it. Every few seconds she’d flex her toes against my tongue or press her foot more firmly against my mouth, and each time I felt another pulse of helpless arousal shoot through the cage.

After several long minutes, Penny pulled her foot back and leaned forward, elbows on her knees, looking down at me with that bright, dangerous smile.

Her voice dropped to a velvet whisper.

“Want me to unlock you?”

The question hung in the air between us like a live wire.

My heart slammed against my ribs. My cock throbbed so hard it hurt inside the cage. I looked up at her — at her bare breasts framed by that ridiculous no-cup bra, her silver barbells catching the light, the tiny black thong, and those perfect feet I’d just worshipped like they were sacred.

I opened my mouth, but no sound came out.

Penny just smiled wider, eyes sparkling with pure mischief.

She reached down and gave the front of the cherry panties a slow, deliberate pat right over the cage.

“Well?” she purred. “Do you?”


Chapter 7: Release

The key glinted between Penny’s fingers.

“Get on the bed, Shorty.”

My breath caught. “You’re unlocking me?”

“Mmm.” She tilted her head, letting the key swing from one finger. “Eventually.”

That one word made my whole body tighten.

I climbed onto the bed while she watched me with that bright, wicked patience of hers. The Roman apartment was warm and gold around us, the shutters half-open, the distant city humming below, scooters whining through the narrow streets, voices rising and falling from some little bar downstairs. Somewhere, people were laughing over wine. Somewhere, normal men were not naked, locked, desperate, and crawling onto a mattress because their gorgeous best friend had decided they belonged to her.

Penny opened her overnight bag and came back with a soft silk scarf, then another.

My stomach flipped.

“Hands above your head,” she said.

I obeyed.

She tied my wrists to the headboard carefully, not rough, not careless, checking the knots with the same sweet focus she had used earlier when inspecting the cage. Then she tied my ankles just wide enough apart that I felt exposed without feeling stretched. Her fingers brushed my skin as she worked, warm and deliberate, and every accidental touch sent a helpless pulse through the cage.

“There,” she murmured, sitting back to admire me. “Look at you.”

I swallowed. “How do I look?”

“Like you’re finally where you belong.”

The words hit me hard enough that I had to close my eyes.

Penny laughed softly and kissed my knee. “Awh. Still so easy.”

She reached into the bag again and took out a small bottle of lotion, then something else, dark and smooth and tapered, resting in her palm.

My eyes widened.

She saw the look immediately.

“Relax,” she said, voice gentle but delighted. “It’s small.”

“I’ve never…”

“I know.” She stroked my thigh, soothing and possessive. “That’s why I’m going to be very sweet about it.”

“Penny…”

She leaned over me, bare nipples framed by that useless black lace bra, silver barbells glinting as she smiled down at me. “New rule, Shorty. You’re not getting pleasure on this entire trip without something in your ass.”

My cock jerked so hard inside the cage that it actually hurt.

Penny’s eyes flicked down.

“Oh, you liked that.” Her smile widened. “Good. I thought you might.”

She warmed the lotion between her fingers, then took her time with me, talking softly the whole way, telling me to breathe, telling me I was doing well, telling me there was no rush. The humiliation of being opened by her, slowly and carefully, should have made me want to disappear, but it only made me feel more completely owned. She watched my face the entire time, one hand on my thigh, the other patient and steady, until the plug slid into me with a strange, full pressure that made my breath leave me in a broken little sound.

“There,” Penny whispered. “Good boy.”

I was shaking.

She bent and kissed the inside of my thigh. “How does it feel?”

“Full,” I admitted.

“Mmm. Perfect.” She patted my hip. “Now you can have your reward.”

The key went into the lock.

That tiny metallic click sounded louder than the whole city outside.

Penny opened the cage slowly, cruelly slowly, easing it away from my cock as if she wanted me to feel every second of freedom returning. I was already swollen and aching by the time she slipped the steel off, my cock springing up, hard and flushed and desperate after so much denial.

Penny laughed under her breath.

“Oh, baby.” She trailed one finger along the underside. “You poor thing. You’ve been so frustrated, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Watching me all day.” She squeezed lotion into her palm. “Watching me make those men kneel in the street.”

Her slick hand wrapped around my shaft, and I almost came right there.

“Don’t,” she said sharply.

I froze, every muscle locking.

She smiled. “Good.”

She coated me slowly, my cock, my balls, every sensitive inch, until I was slick and shining under the warm lamplight. Then she climbed off the bed, sat at the foot of it, and lifted both feet onto my thighs.

My heart stopped.

“Oh God.”

Penny’s grin turned radiant. “You’re welcome.”

Her soles closed around my cock, soft and warm and slick with lotion, and she began to move.

Slowly.

So slowly it was torture.

One foot pressed from below, the other from above, her arches sliding up and down in a smooth, teasing rhythm that made the plug shift inside me with every helpless twitch of my hips. I was tied open, stuffed, slick, and completely unable to do anything except feel what she chose to give me.

“There we go,” she murmured, watching her feet work me. “That’s what my little foot boy needed.”

I pulled against the scarves without meaning to.

Penny’s eyes lifted to mine. “No thrusting unless I say.”

I whimpered.

“Use your words.”

“Yes, Penny.”

“Good boy.” Her feet tightened around me, squeezing just enough to make my eyes roll back. “You must have been so frustrated today.”

“Yes.”

“Watching me dance with that hot Roman girl in the bar.”

My stomach twisted at the memory. The brunette with the red lipstick and the black dress, her hands on Penny’s waist, Penny laughing as they moved together under the dim lights, all hips and hair and heat while I stood beside them locked and useless.

“She was gorgeous, wasn’t she?” Penny asked.

“Yes.”

“And you just had to watch.”

“Yes.”

“Locked up while she touched me.”

My cock throbbed between her feet.

“Poor Shorty.” Her voice turned soft and cruel. “Did you imagine what it would be like if she came back here with us? If I made you sit in the corner with your plug in and your cage on while she made me her pussy-eating whore?”

I groaned, hips trying to lift.

Penny pressed one foot down firmly, pinning me. “Careful.”

“I’m sorry.”

“You will be if you come before I tell you.”

She started moving again, a little faster now, the slick pressure of her soles dragging me closer with every stroke. The plug made everything feel deeper, stranger, more helpless. My whole body was shaking, the ropes tugging at my wrists, the golden room blurring around the edges.

“Please,” I gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

Penny’s eyes softened, but her smile stayed wicked. “Why the fuck not? I think you’ve earned it.”

I nearly sobbed.

“But only because you worshipped my feet so sweetly.” She squeezed me tighter. “And because I want to see exactly how desperate I’ve made you. You have ten seconds, I have a call with my boyfriend soon, and I don’t want to miss it. If you don’t come in that time it’s hardly my problem.”

Her feet moved faster.

“Ten,” she whispered.

“Oh fuck.”

“Nine. My poor locked boy.”

The pressure built violently, all the frustration of the cage and the day and the dancing and the balcony and her body and her laugh and her control gathering in one unbearable rush.

“Eight. You’ve been aching for this since morning.”

“Yes.”

“Seven. Since you watched me touch myself.”

My breath broke.

“Six. Since I made you stroke your balls and listen.”

“Penny, please.”

“Five. Since those men begged to see me.”

Her toes flexed around the head of my cock.

“Four. Since I checked my little toy and put him back where he belonged.”

I was gone. Completely gone.

“Three.”

My whole body locked.

“Two.”

Her eyes met mine.

“One. Come for my feet, Shorty.”

I came with a broken cry, hard and helpless, spurting across her feet in hot pulses while she kept stroking me through it, her soles slick with lotion and cum, her face bright with triumph. It seemed to go on forever, my body emptying itself while the plug pressed deep inside me and the scarves held me open for her.

When it was finally over, I collapsed back against the pillows, panting, ruined.

Penny admired the mess on her feet.

“Well,” she said lightly. “That was enthusiastic.”

I could barely speak.

She climbed up the bed and placed one sticky foot beside my face.

“Clean it up.”

My face burned, but I turned my head and obeyed.

Penny sighed happily as I licked her foot clean, slow and ashamed and still trembling from the force of the orgasm she had allowed me. She stroked my hair the whole time, sweet as anything.

“That’s my good boy,” she murmured. “See? I take very good care of my favorite little toy.”


Epilogue: Promise of Tomorrow

By the time I got out of the shower, I was naked except for the cage.

The little steel prison sat snug and gleaming between my thighs, freshly cleaned, freshly locked, and somehow even more humiliating after what Penny had made me do with her feet. My skin was still warm from the water, my legs still a little unsteady, and every step back into the bedroom made the tiny padlock shift against me like a reminder.

Penny was already in bed.

Not in lace this time. Not in the black bra with no cups or the cherry panties or the tiny white sundress that had almost destroyed me in the Roman sun. Just normal pyjamas now: soft cotton shorts, an oversized faded T-shirt, hair piled messily on top of her head, her face lit by the glow of her phone.

Somehow, that was almost worse.

She looked comfortable. Familiar. My best friend again.

Except my best friend had the key to my cock somewhere in her bag.

She glanced up as I came in, took one look at the cage, and immediately burst into a delighted giggle.

“Oh my God,” she said, rolling her eyes affectionately. “That little heart is hilarious. I love it.”

I looked down, face burning.

She patted the bed beside her. “Now come over here, Shorty. Stop standing there like a sad little locked statue.”

I climbed in beside her, and she immediately tucked herself against me, warm and sleepy and impossibly casual. Her hand found the cage under the sheets and gave it one absent little tap, like she was checking her favorite possession was still exactly where she had left it.

For a while, neither of us said anything. Rome hummed outside the shutters, all distant scooters and late-night voices and the soft clatter of life in the streets below. I should have been exhausted. I was exhausted. But I couldn’t stop thinking about the day, about the balcony, the bar, her feet, the key, the way she had smiled when I gave in to her.

Then Penny shifted against me.

“So,” she said, far too casually, “I’m thinking Berlin next.”

I blinked. “Berlin?”

“Mmm.” She turned her phone toward me, eyes sparkling with mischief. “And hear me out before you panic.”

“That sentence has never led anywhere safe.”

She grinned. “Have you ever heard of a kink hostel?”

My stomach dropped and my cock twitched.

I stared at her.

She stared back, looking far too pleased with herself.

“A what?”

“A kink hostel,” she repeated brightly. “Very Berlin. Shared rooms, private play spaces, themed nights, apparently a very strict house etiquette policy.” Her smile widened. “You love rules.”

My cheeks went hot.

Penny touched my chin, making me look at her. “Well?”

“Well what?”

“Do you want to stay inside one?”

I smiled.

Penny smiled too.

We both knew the answer.

But neither of us could have expected what would happen once we checked in.

To be continued with book 3...

Teaser: Mine Until Valentine’s Day by Lexie Locke

I woke slowly, the kind of half-dream haze where reality creeps in piece by piece. First the warmth at my back, soft, heavy, unmistakably Meredith’s fat tits pressed firmly against my spine through the thin silk of her nightie. Then the delicate weight of her arms wrapped around me from behind, one small hand curled possessively around the pink metal cage that trapped my cock. My erection strained against the bars immediately, unbelievably hard, painfully full, every throb amplified by the unyielding steel. Pre-cum had leaked steadily through the night; I could feel the slickness coating the tip, dripping down the underside in slow, humiliating beads.

Meredith stirred behind me, her breath warm against my ear. Her plump lips brushed the shell as she whispered, voice husky with sleep and mischief.

“Good morning, drippy.”

She giggled, soft, delighted, and tapped the exposed head of my caged cock with one manicured fingernail. The light ping of metal made me jolt. Then her finger swirled lazily through the pooled pre-cum at the tip, spreading it in slow circles. The sensation was exquisite torture, teasing, never enough, the bars keeping her touch just out of reach.

“Still happy to be my slave?” she murmured, lips curving into a smile I could feel against my neck.

“Yes,” I rasped, frustration and happiness twisting together in my chest. My voice cracked on the word. Inside the cage my cock jerked helplessly, trying to swell even more, only to be cruelly denied. “Fuck, yes, Miss Meredith.”

She hummed approval, breasts shifting against my back as she squeezed me once, gentle but firm, before releasing me. “Good boy. Then go fetch me breakfast. I’d like an omelette. Cheese, mushrooms, whatever you can find in the fridge. Make it nice.”

I started to roll out of bed, already reaching for my jeans on the floor from yesterday.

“Absolutely not,” she said sharply, sitting up so the nightie slipped down one shoulder, exposing the full, creamy swell of her left breast. The raspberry nipple stood stiff in the morning light filtering through the curtains. “If you need to wear something, you can have that.”

She nodded toward the chair in the corner. Draped over the back was a satin night slip, pale lavender, short, slinky, the kind of thing designed to slide over curves and cling to skin. Tiny spaghetti straps, a low scoop neck that would show cleavage if there was any to show, hem that would barely skim mid-thigh on me.

I stared. My face burned instantly. “That’s… for girls.”

Meredith’s smile turned wicked, lips parting just enough to show the tip of her tongue. “Awh, does the big macho man with the tiny locked clit have a complex?” She reached down, gave the cage another playful tap that made me hiss. “Look at you, twitching already just thinking about it. Put it on, pretty boy. Or stay naked. Your choice.”

My cock throbbed violently inside the bars, pre-cum welling up again at her words. Embarrassment scorched through me, hot, dizzying, but so did the attraction. The thought of wearing something so feminine, so delicate, while locked and leaking for her… it made my knees weak.

I stood, legs shaky, and crossed to the chair. The satin felt cool and slippery against my fingers as I lifted it. I stepped into it, pulling the straps over my shoulders. The fabric slithered down my body like liquid, smooth, whispering against my skin, clinging to my chest, my hips, the curve of my ass. The hem floated just above mid-thigh; any movement would flash the pink cage underneath. My nipples hardened instantly under the satin, embarrassingly visible as little points pressing against the material.

Meredith propped herself on one elbow, breasts shifting heavily inside the nightie, watching with open delight. “Awh, pretty,” she cooed. “Look at you blushing all the way down your neck. The slip suits you. Makes that juicy arse look even rounder.”

I blushed harder, face, chest, ears on fire, and hurried out of the bedroom before I could combust from humiliation. The satin swished against my thighs with every step, teasing my skin, brushing the sensitive head of my caged cock through the bars. Every movement reminded me how trapped I was, how exposed, how completely hers.

In the kitchen I moved like someone in a fever dream. Eggs cracked into a bowl, mushrooms sliced, cheese grated. The whole time the slip rode up slightly when I reached for things, cool air kissing the undersides of my ass cheeks, the cage swaying heavily between my legs. Pre-cum dripped steadily now, soaking the front of the satin in tiny dark spots. I was so hard it hurt, throbbing, denied, leaking like a faucet, and the embarrassment only made it worse. I wanted to hide. I wanted her to see. I wanted both at once.

When the omelette was done, golden, fluffy, smelling of butter and herbs, I carried the plate back to the bedroom on a tray with coffee and a glass of orange juice. Meredith had propped herself against the headboard, nightie barely covering anything. Her breasts spilled over the low neckline, nipples dark and stiff against the black silk. Her legs were parted slightly under the duvet, pink hair tousled around her shoulders.

“Smells great,” she said, taking the tray and setting it on her lap. She patted the bed beside her. “Sit. Eat your breakfast while I eat mine.”

I hesitated. “I… didn’t make anything for myself.”

She smiled, slow, filthy. “Oh, you will.” She set her fork down, pushed the tray aside, and tugged the duvet down to her waist. Then she spread her legs wide, knees falling open, the nightie riding up to expose her bare pussy, pink, glistening, already slick with arousal.

“Come here,” she purred. “Get to work.”

My mouth watered. I crawled onto the bed, satin slip sliding against my thighs, cage clinking softly with every movement. I settled between her legs, face inches from her cunt. She threaded her fingers into my hair, guiding me down.

“Breakfast for you,” she whispered, voice thick with want. “Eat me while I eat this omelette. Make me come before I finish, and maybe I’ll let you hump my thigh later. Maybe.”
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