
        
            
                
            
        

    
Forced Into Her Stockings

A Femdom BDSM Story of Panty Sniffing, Chastity, and Humiliation


Chapter One

Ethan never liked parties, but he went anyway. The bar was crowded, hot with the smell of spilled beer and perfume, the kind of air that stuck to your skin and made your shirt damp. He leaned against the wall near the jukebox, beer in hand, pretending to enjoy himself while his eyes wandered.

That’s when he saw her.

She stood near the pool table, laughing with a group of friends, tall in her black heels, her legs crossed just enough to show the sheen of her stockings. They caught the light in thin lines as she shifted her weight, the silky fabric hugging her thighs. Her dress was simple, black and short, but it was those stockings that pulled his gaze, magnetic, impossible to ignore.

He shouldn’t have stared. But he did.

The beer burned down his throat as he looked too long, his eyes flicking away, then back again. Something about the way they shimmered in the bar’s dim light made his chest tighten. He hated it—hated how it stirred him. Stockings weren’t supposed to matter, weren’t supposed to do this to him. But they always had. And now he couldn’t stop staring.

She noticed.

Her laugh cut shorter. Her eyes, sharp and clever, found his across the room. For a heartbeat, Ethan froze, caught like a thief in the act. She tilted her head slightly, a smile curling the corner of her mouth—mocking, amused, and dangerous all at once. He looked away too quickly, heart racing.

He told himself it was nothing. Just a look. Just a stranger.

But an hour later, when most of the crowd had thinned and the music mellowed, she walked straight toward him.

He saw her coming and panicked, shifting his weight, trying to look casual. She was taller up close, graceful even in the clunky space of the bar. The faint scent of perfume trailed with her, mixed with leather and warmth. She didn’t wait to be invited—she stopped right in front of him, so close he could see the lace trim at the top of her stockings when her coat shifted.

“Enjoying the view?” she asked, voice low enough that only he could hear.

Ethan coughed, heat climbing his neck. “What?”

Her smile widened. “Don’t play dumb. You’ve been staring at my legs all night.”

His mouth went dry. He wanted to deny it, but she leaned closer, her lips near his ear, her words a whisper sharp enough to cut.

“You like stockings, don’t you?”

His chest tightened. “No,” he said too quickly, shaking his head. “I wasn’t—”

“Liar.” She pulled back, her eyes glinting with satisfaction. “You think I didn’t notice? Every time I shifted, you looked. Men like you always give themselves away.”

Ethan wanted to disappear. He tried to laugh it off, shake his head, but her stare pinned him down. She wasn’t just teasing—she was enjoying this, savoring his discomfort. And worse, she was right. His cock twitched against his jeans at the accusation, the shame mixing with arousal in a way that made him want to crawl out of his skin.

“Relax,” she said, sipping her drink, as if she hadn’t just stripped him bare. “It’s cute. Pathetic, but cute.”

He clenched his jaw. “I’m not pathetic.”

“Oh, but you are,” she said, her smile wicked. “You couldn’t even stop yourself from looking. Want to know how I know?” She leaned in again, her breath warm against his cheek. “Because you’re hard right now just thinking about it.”

Ethan stiffened, cheeks burning. “I’m not—”

“Yes, you are.” Her hand moved before he could stop her, brushing across the front of his jeans. Just a light touch, a cruel test, but enough. She felt him. She knew. Her laugh was soft, merciless. “Mm. I was right.”

He grabbed her wrist, panic flashing in his chest. “Stop.”

But she didn’t. She leaned even closer, her lips brushing the edge of his jaw as she whispered: “I think you’d look better in them than me.”

The words landed like a slap. Ethan froze, his grip loosening on her wrist. She pulled back slowly, watching his reaction, savoring it. His heart thumped so hard it hurt.

“That’s crazy,” he muttered, shaking his head. “You’re crazy.”

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug. “But now you’re thinking about it. Aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer. He couldn’t.

Her smile turned sharper. “That’s what I thought.” She tapped her finger against his chest and stepped back, her heels clicking against the floor. “Follow me.”

“What?”

“Follow me,” she repeated, her voice firm. It wasn’t a request. She turned and walked toward the back hallway without looking back.

Ethan stood frozen, blood rushing hot through his veins. He should leave. He should finish his beer and go home. He should forget this whole thing. But his legs moved before his brain caught up, following her into the dim hallway that led to the restrooms.

The music dulled as the door shut behind them. The hall was quieter, lined with dull lights and painted walls. She stopped halfway down and turned, looking at him like a cat who’d cornered a mouse. Her coat slipped from her shoulders, and he saw her stockings more clearly now—silky black, sheer, with lace that bit high into her thighs. Her dress rode up just enough to tease the curve of her hips.

Ethan swallowed hard.

She smirked. “On your knees.”

His stomach dropped. “What?”

“You heard me.” She took a step closer, towering over him in her heels. “Kneel.”

“I’m not—this is ridiculous—”

“Then leave,” she said, cutting him off. “Run back to your boring little life. But you won’t. Because I know what you want. You’ve been begging with your eyes all night.” Her lips curved, cruel and soft. “So. Kneel.”

The word echoed in his skull, heavy and commanding. His body fought it, pride pushing against shame, but the tension in his chest gave way. His knees bent slowly, painfully, until he was kneeling on the rough carpet of the hallway floor.

Her smile deepened. “Good boy.”

Heat flushed through him, both humiliation and relief. She reached down, sliding her hand over her thigh, tracing the line of her stocking. She stopped at the lace top, tugging it gently, letting it snap back against her skin. The sound was soft, sharp, and Ethan’s cock throbbed.

“You like this?” she asked, lifting her leg slightly so the silk shimmered under the light. “Tell me.”

His throat was dry. He hesitated, shame burning hot. But the weight of her gaze pressed down, unrelenting.

“Yes,” he whispered.

Her grin was wicked. “Say it louder.”

“I like it,” he muttered, louder this time, eyes fixed on her stocking.

“You don’t just like it.” She tilted her head. “You crave it. You need it. Say it.”

His pulse hammered. The words stuck in his throat, but the silence was worse. “I… I need it.”

Her laugh was low, dark. “That’s better.” She stepped closer until the tip of her stocking brushed his shoulder. “Kiss it.”

Ethan’s chest heaved. His pride screamed at him to stop, to get up and walk away. But his lips parted, and he leaned forward, pressing them softly against the silky fabric of her thigh.

The taste of heat and perfume filled his senses. His cock strained against his jeans.

She exhaled softly, almost a purr. “Pathetic little panty-sniffer. You don’t even need panties to embarrass yourself. Just a pair of stockings, and you’re mine.”

Her words sliced deep, but the humiliation only twisted tighter inside him, feeding the arousal he couldn’t control. She stroked his hair once, mockingly gentle.

“You’ll be in them soon,” she whispered. “On your knees, wrapped in silk, pumping that hard little cock while I laugh at you.” She tilted his chin up with one finger. “That’s where this is going. And you’ll thank me for it.”

Ethan’s breath shuddered. He wanted to deny it, to shout no—but the heat pooling in his stomach told him otherwise. His body betrayed him. His cock pulsed. And she knew.

Her smile was absolute. “Yes,” she murmured. “You’ll thank me.”

Ethan’s breath came hard as she held his chin, her nails just grazing his skin. She let the silence stretch, letting him kneel there, lips tingling from the kiss he’d already given her thigh. Then she smiled, slow and deliberate, before reaching under the hem of her dress.

His eyes widened as her fingers slid beneath, hooking into the lace band. She tugged lightly, drawing the stocking down her leg with excruciating patience. The silky fabric peeled away, inch by inch, sliding over the curve of her thigh, her knee, down her calf until it dangled loose at her ankle.

She bent gracefully, still towering above him, and unhooked it from her heel. Then, without ceremony, she bunched it in her hand and dropped it into his lap.

“Pick it up.”

Ethan stared down at the pile of silk now resting against his jeans. His cock twitched hard beneath the denim, traitorous, obvious. His mouth opened, closed, but no sound came.

“Pick it up,” she repeated, voice sharper now.

His fingers moved before he could think, lifting the stocking slowly. The fabric was still warm from her body, impossibly soft between his hands. He swallowed hard, the scent of her faint perfume rising off it, intoxicating.

She leaned closer, her lips almost brushing his ear. “Now put it on.”

His chest seized. He jerked his head up, staring at her. “What? No—”

“Yes.” Her smile was merciless. “Pull it over your leg. I want to see you in it.”

His pulse raced. His pride fought to scream no, to laugh it off, to get up and walk out of this bar forever. But his body burned with arousal, with the heat of the silk in his hand, with the sharp command in her voice.

“I—”

“No excuses.” Her hand slipped down his arm, closing around his wrist with surprising strength. She guided his hand downward, pressing the stocking against his ankle. “Do it.”

His fingers trembled. His breath shook. Slowly, awkwardly, he pulled the stocking open and slipped it over his foot. The fabric stretched, sliding up his shin, tighter and tighter as it rose.

The humiliation hit like a wave. His cock ached, his stomach churned, shame boiling in his throat—but he couldn’t stop. He dragged the silk higher, up his calf, over his knee. The stocking clung to his skin, squeezing, transforming. By the time it reached mid-thigh, his hand was shaking.

She stepped back, folding her arms, watching with a smile so sharp it cut. “Look at you,” she purred. “On your knees, in my stocking. Hard as a rock and too ashamed to breathe.”

His cheeks burned hot. He couldn’t meet her eyes. He stared at the floor, at the thin fabric hugging his leg. The sensation was unbearable—soft, silky, humiliating, erotic beyond control.

“Now the other one,” she said simply.

His head shot up. “What?”

“You heard me.” She slipped her fingers beneath her dress again, tugging down the second stocking with the same slow, deliberate grace. She let it fall, pooling at his knees. “Both legs. Now.”

“I—I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” She crouched suddenly, her face level with his, her smile gone, her eyes sharp and unyielding. “Do you know why?”

He shook his head, breath ragged.

“Because you want this more than anything,” she whispered. “You’ve wanted it for years, haven’t you? To feel stockings against your skin. To lose yourself in silk. To be caught, humiliated, forced into it so you don’t have to admit it’s yours.”

Her words sank deep, brutal in their accuracy. His throat closed. His cock throbbed painfully.

She smirked, sensing the surrender. “Good boy. Now dress yourself properly.”

His hand shook as he reached for the second stocking. He pulled it up over his other foot, sliding the fabric over his calf, his knee, up his thigh until both legs were wrapped in silk. The sensation was overwhelming, electric. He couldn’t breathe, couldn’t think. Only feel.

Her laughter was low, indulgent. “Perfect. My little stocking doll.” She ran her hand slowly down his thigh, over the stretched silk, watching him shudder at her touch. “You’re mine now. Do you understand?”

His chest heaved. Shame burned through him, but the words slipped out anyway. “Yes.”

“Yes what?” she pressed, her nails grazing the fabric.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, voice cracking.

Her smile returned, victorious. She leaned close, lips brushing his ear once more. “That’s better. You’ll wear them for me from now on. And when I want you on your knees, you’ll kneel. When I want you to sniff, you’ll sniff. When I want you to come, you’ll beg me through silk.”

He moaned softly, his cock straining, his pride collapsing.

She stood tall again, looking down at him, stockings clinging to his legs, cock bulging in his jeans. “You’re pathetic,” she said sweetly. “And I’ve never wanted anything more.”


Chapter Two

Ethan woke with the worst hangover of his life. His head throbbed, his mouth was dry, and his body ached in ways he didn’t understand. He blinked against the pale light spilling through unfamiliar curtains, the cotton sheets heavy against his chest. For a moment he thought he’d dreamed it all—the bar, the stockings, the humiliation on the carpeted hallway floor.

Then he shifted, and the fabric on his legs whispered against itself.

His stomach lurched.

The stockings were still there. Both of them. Pulled tight over his legs, hugging every inch of his skin, smooth and unforgiving. The shame hit him hard, flooding back everything that had happened—the way she’d made him kneel, the way she’d stripped them from her own body just to force them onto his.

He squeezed his eyes shut, groaning into the pillow. No. No, no, no.

“You’re awake.”

Her voice slid through the room, smooth and satisfied. Ethan’s eyes shot open. She was sitting in a chair by the window, one leg crossed over the other, still in her short black dress from last night. She’d peeled away her makeup, her hair loose around her shoulders, but the authority in her gaze hadn’t shifted an inch.

Ethan tried to sit up, fumbling for the sheet to cover himself. “Where the hell am I?”

“My apartment,” she said simply, sipping from a mug of coffee. “You followed me here after the bar. Don’t you remember?”

Bits of it flickered through his foggy mind—her hand on his wrist, her command to follow, the taxi ride where she’d laughed softly while he squirmed in silence, too humiliated to meet her eyes.

He swallowed. “I should go.”

She tilted her head, amused. “Go ahead. Walk out the door like that.”

Ethan frowned—then froze. He looked down.

The stockings.

Still stretched over his legs, still clinging, still humiliating. His jeans and shirt had vanished, stripped off sometime in the night. He was left in nothing but his boxers, cock still swollen from the memory of her touch, the stockings tight around his thighs.

His face burned. “You—what did you—”

“I undressed you,” she said casually, as if talking about laundry. “Don’t worry, I’ve already seen everything worth seeing. And I didn’t let you finish.” Her smile sharpened. “Pathetic little panty-sniffer like you doesn’t get to come without permission.”

Ethan’s throat went dry.

She stood, crossing the room with slow, deliberate steps. The sound of her bare feet on the floor was soft, but each one made him flinch. She set her coffee on the nightstand and leaned over him, her hair brushing his cheek.

“You looked so pretty while you slept,” she whispered. “All curled up in my stockings, clutching the sheet like it could hide what you are.” Her hand traced the line of his thigh, nails grazing the silk. “You belong in them.”

He shuddered, caught between arousal and fury. “This is insane. I’m leaving.”

She laughed, straightening up. “You think you still have a choice?”

Ethan pushed himself upright, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. The stockings slid against each other, that humiliating silky sound. He wanted to rip them off, but her eyes pinned him in place.

“Go ahead,” she said softly. “Take them off. Walk out. Pretend none of this happened.” She stepped closer, her voice dropping low, poisonous. “But you’ll think about me every time you see a pair of stockings. Every time you do laundry. Every time your cock twitches at the sight of silk. You’ll remember kneeling. You’ll remember my voice. And you’ll hate yourself.”

Ethan’s breath hitched. The truth of it dug sharp. He already knew she was right.

Her smile curved, gentle and cruel at once. “Or… you can admit what you are. My stocking toy. My panty-sniffer. My slave.”

His pulse pounded. His mouth opened, closed, no words coming out.

She reached down suddenly, grabbing his chin, forcing his gaze up to hers. “Say it.”

He shook his head, heart racing.

Her nails dug in. “Say it.”

“I—I’m not—”

Her other hand snapped out, slapping his thigh hard through the stocking. The sting burned, the fabric biting into his skin. He gasped.

“Say it,” she hissed, eyes blazing.

Shame boiled in his chest. The words clawed at his throat, humiliating, impossible—but the pressure of her grip, the burn of her slap, the ache of his cock straining in his boxers left him trembling.

“I’m… I’m your stocking toy,” he whispered.

Her smile bloomed, victorious. “Good boy.”

His chest heaved, the shame dizzying, but his cock twitched helplessly at her praise. She saw it, of course. Her gaze dropped, then lifted back to his face with wicked delight.

“On your knees,” she ordered.

Ethan froze.

Her voice sharpened. “Now.”

His pride screamed. His body moved. He slid from the bed, knees hitting the floor, the carpet rough beneath him. The stockings whispered as he shifted, humiliating him further.

She circled him slowly, savoring the sight. “Perfect. Exactly where you belong.” She paused behind him, her fingers sliding into his hair, tugging just enough to make him gasp. “You’ll learn quickly. Or I’ll make you.”

He clenched his fists, humiliated beyond words.

She crouched in front of him again, lifting his chin so he had to look at her. Her smile was softer now, almost sweet. “Do you know what I want, toy?”

He shook his head, trembling.

“I want you addicted,” she whispered. “I want you to crave silk like a drug. I want you to feel naked without it. I want your cock to only get hard when you’re wrapped in my stockings, moaning into my panties, begging for permission to come.”

A groan slipped from his throat, unbidden.

Her smile deepened. “And you will.”

She stood suddenly, walking to the dresser. She opened a drawer, pulling out a folded bundle of fabric—more stockings. Black, sheer, identical to the ones he already wore. She tossed them at his knees.

“Laundry day, toy. Hand-wash them. Kiss each one. And don’t you dare come while you do it.”

Ethan stared down at the pile, heat flooding his face. His cock pulsed so hard it hurt.

Her laughter filled the room, rich and merciless. “Welcome home, panty-sniffer. Your training starts today.”


Chapter Three

The sound of running water filled the room. Ethan knelt by the bathroom sink, his hands trembling as he swirled her stockings in the basin, carefully massaging soap through the delicate fabric. It was humiliating, ridiculous, demeaning—and yet his cock strained against his boxers the entire time, hard and aching.

He could still hear her voice in his head, sharp and commanding: Hand-wash them. Kiss each one. Don’t you dare come while you do it.

So he did. Every time he lifted one out of the sudsy water, he pressed his lips against the wet silk, the taste bitter and soapy on his tongue. Shame burned in his chest. His cock throbbed with every kiss.

Behind him, she lounged in the doorway, arms crossed, watching. She’d changed into a satin robe, dark red against her pale skin, the neckline plunging low enough to distract him. She sipped her coffee lazily, her smile cruel.

“You’re very obedient when you’re told,” she purred.

Ethan said nothing. His face was hot, his throat tight. He focused on rinsing the stocking, wringing it gently, trying to breathe.

“On your knees, in silk, hands busy with my clothes. You know what you look like?” she asked.

He shook his head.

“A maid. A little panty-sniffing maid boy who can’t keep his cock soft when he touches my laundry.”

Ethan squeezed his eyes shut. His cock twitched hard.

She laughed softly, the sound warm and merciless. “Pathetic.”

When the last pair was rinsed and laid carefully on a towel, he stayed kneeling, hands on his thighs, waiting. He didn’t even realize he was waiting until she stepped closer and dropped something into his lap.

A pair of panties.

They were black satin, delicate and lacy at the edges, still carrying the faint scent of her perfume—and something sharper, muskier, undeniably hers.

Ethan froze.

Her smile widened. “Go on. Pick them up.”

His hand shook as he lifted them, the fabric soft and impossibly light between his fingers. Heat crawled up his neck.

“Bury your face in them,” she ordered.

His head jerked up. “What?”

“You heard me.” She leaned down, her robe shifting to reveal more of her thigh. “Sniff them. Now.”

Shame roared in his chest. His pride clawed for control. But his cock was already pulsing, desperate, traitorous. Slowly, hesitantly, he lifted the panties to his face.

The scent hit him immediately. Sweet perfume laced with something intimate, musky, dizzying. He groaned without meaning to, breath catching in the fabric.

“Mm,” she hummed, satisfied. “There he is. My little panty-sniffer.”

His face burned. He tried to pull away, but her hand caught the back of his head, pressing him in harder. “No. Breathe. Deeper.”

He inhaled, the fabric damp against his lips, the scent filling his lungs. His cock throbbed painfully.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “You love it, don’t you?”

He shook his head weakly, muffled in the satin.

Her nails scraped his scalp. “Don’t lie.”

“I—I…” His voice broke. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, ma’am. I love it.”

Her smile was sharp as a blade. “Say it properly.”

“I love sniffing your panties,” he whispered, humiliated.

Her laughter spilled out, rich and cruel. She pulled the fabric away just enough to let him breathe, then held them right in front of his mouth. “Lick.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “No—”

“Lick.”

His pride screamed. His cock betrayed him. His tongue flicked out, brushing the satin. The taste was faint, perfumed, and unbearably intimate.

She moaned softly, mocking him. “Pathetic. Licking like a dog. Do it again.”

He licked. Slower this time, shame burning through every nerve. His cock twitched so hard it hurt.

“Good boy,” she whispered. She draped the panties over his face, covering his mouth and nose, her fingers tightening them into place like a mask. “Edge yourself.”

His eyes went wide. “What?”

“Rub that little cock through your boxers. Sniff my panties while you do it. But don’t you dare come.”

Ethan’s body shook. “I—I can’t—”

“You will.” Her tone sharpened, cold and final. “Or I’ll tie you down and make you.”

His hand moved slowly to his crotch. His boxers were already damp at the tip, his cock painfully swollen. He pressed his palm against it, groaning into the satin covering his face.

“Good boy,” she purred, stroking his hair as if rewarding him. “Sniff and stroke. That’s all you are now. A panty-sniffer with no control.”

He whimpered, rubbing harder, the silk against his face intoxicating, humiliating, unbearable. His cock throbbed, the edge burning close.

Her hand tightened suddenly in his hair. “Stop.”

He froze, panting into the panties. His cock pulsed desperately, aching for release.

“Hands off,” she ordered.

He obeyed, dropping his hand, trembling.

She smiled, victorious. “See? You don’t even need to come anymore. All you need is silk. All you need is me.”

Her voice dropped lower, intimate and cruel. “And soon, you’ll beg me to let you ruin yourself in my panties. On your knees. In stockings. With nothing left of your pride.”

Ethan groaned, the shame crushing, the arousal unbearable.

She leaned close, lips brushing his ear. “Say it.”

He shook his head weakly.

“Say it,” she hissed.

His breath shuddered. “I’m your panty-sniffer.”

Her smile bloomed. She kissed his cheek softly, almost sweet. “Good boy.”


Chapter Four

The panties were folded neatly on the bed when Ethan walked back into the room. Black satin, the same pair he’d sniffed and licked the night before, pressed flat like an offering. Or a trap.

He froze in the doorway. “No.”

“Yes,” she said calmly from the chair where she sat sipping her coffee. Her robe had slipped open just enough to show the edge of her thigh, her bare foot crossed over her other leg. She looked utterly relaxed, as if commanding him to debase himself was as natural as asking for cream in her coffee.

“I’m not wearing them,” Ethan said. His voice cracked halfway.

She arched an eyebrow. “You think you have a choice?”

“I’m not walking outside like—like that.”

“You will,” she said, standing slowly. She crossed the room, her robe whispering against her skin, and stopped right in front of him. He could smell her perfume, soft and sharp all at once. Her hand slid down his chest until her fingers hooked in the waistband of his jeans. “Because I say so. And because your cock won’t forgive you if you don’t.”

His breath caught. He hated that she was right. His cock was already hard, straining in his boxers just from the sight of those panties waiting on the bed.

She tugged his jeans open, button snapping, zipper sliding down with humiliating slowness. He stumbled back, but she followed, unrelenting, pushing the denim down over his hips until they pooled around his ankles.

“There,” she whispered, smiling at the bulge in his boxers. “Look at you. Hard already. And you were going to pretend you didn’t want this.”

“I don’t—”

“Shut up.” The word was sharp, final. She shoved his boxers down in one motion, his cock springing free, flushed and twitching. His face burned as the cool air hit him, as she looked down at him with that mocking smile.

“Step out.”

“What?”

“Jeans. Boxers. Off. Now.”

Humiliation burned through him. Slowly, he stepped out, leaving his clothes crumpled on the floor. Naked but for the stockings still clinging to his legs.

Her smile deepened. She picked up the panties from the bed and held them out to him. “Put them on.”

His throat closed. “Please—don’t make me—”

“I’m not making you,” she said sweetly. “I’m giving you what you want. What you’ve always wanted. You dream of this, don’t you? Satin hugging your cock. Lace cutting into your hips. My scent against your skin.”

His cock twitched hard enough to hurt. He wanted to deny it, to scream no—but his body betrayed him. His hand lifted, trembling, taking the panties from her.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

He stepped into them slowly, the satin sliding over his thighs, the lace biting against his skin. The humiliation was unbearable, the eroticism worse. The panties clung tight, barely covering him, his cock straining against the silky fabric.

Her moan was soft, mocking. “Perfect.” She circled him like a predator, her hand brushing across his ass, the lace riding high. “My little panty-slut.”

His face burned hot, shame and arousal twisting together until he could hardly breathe.

She grabbed his chin suddenly, forcing him to look at her. “Now put your jeans back on.”

His eyes widened. “What?”

“You heard me. Panties first, then jeans. We’re going out.”

His stomach dropped. “No. No, I—I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” Her voice was sharp steel now, her grip on his chin unyielding. “Or I’ll strip you naked right here, drag you into the street, and let the world see exactly what you are.”

Terror and arousal tangled in his chest. Slowly, with shaking hands, he bent and pulled his jeans back on. The denim was rough against the satin, pressing it tight against his cock. Every movement sent shivers through him.

She watched with delight, her arms crossed, her smile satisfied. “Better. You’ll think of me every step you take. My panties against your cock. My stockings under your jeans. You’re mine now, inside and out.”

He groaned softly, unable to help it.

She leaned close, whispering against his ear. “If you come in them before I say, I’ll make you wear them unwashed for a week.”

His cock throbbed violently.

“Now,” she said, straightening. “Get your shoes. We’re going shopping.”

They walked side by side down the street, her heels clicking against the pavement, his heart pounding with every step. The morning sun was too bright, the world too loud. He felt exposed, raw, as if everyone who passed could see straight through his jeans, straight to the panties clinging to him.

The satin rubbed with each stride, teasing, humiliating. His cock was a constant ache, swelling against the fabric, every brush a reminder of her control.

She glanced at him as they walked, her smile knowing. “How do they feel?”

He clenched his jaw. “Fine.”

Her laugh was soft. “Liar.” She leaned closer, whispering, “Your cock’s been twitching since we left the apartment. Every step, every rub, you’re harder. Aren’t you?”

He groaned, cheeks burning. “Please…”

“Please what?” she teased. “Please stop? Please humiliate me more? Please let me ruin myself in your panties?”

His breath hitched. He said nothing.

Her hand slid down his arm, fingers brushing the back of his hand, intimate and dangerous. “Don’t worry, toy. No one else knows. But you do. And I do. And that’s all that matters.”

They turned into a boutique—lace and silk everywhere, racks of lingerie glowing under warm lights. Ethan’s stomach dropped.

She looked around, smiling. “Perfect place for a little panty-slut like you.”

He froze in the doorway. “No—no, I can’t—”

“You can,” she said, grabbing his wrist and pulling him inside. “And you will.”

The satin clung tighter under his jeans as they stepped deeper into the shop, surrounded by silk, lace, stockings, and panties. His cock throbbed, his shame burned, and her grip on his wrist was unbreakable.

“Time to start your collection,” she whispered, her smile merciless.


Chapter Five

The boutique smelled faintly of vanilla and fabric softener, warm light falling over racks of lace and silk. Delicate panties in every color hung like forbidden fruit, stockings stretched across displays, mannequins dressed in satin slips that shimmered under the lamps.

Ethan wanted to vanish.

He kept his head down, hoping no one would notice the panic burning in his face. The satin panties beneath his jeans clung tighter with every step, the fabric rubbing against his cock until it throbbed painfully. He prayed no one could tell, that no one could see through the denim to the shame beneath.

But she wasn’t letting him hide.

She tugged his wrist, pulling him deeper inside, her heels clicking confidently on the polished floor. “Look up, toy,” she whispered, voice sharp. “I want you to see what’s waiting for you.”

“I can’t,” he muttered, shame clawing in his throat.

“You will.” She stopped in front of a display of panties, racks overflowing with satin and lace in every cut—briefs, thongs, high-waisted, cheeky. The colors ranged from innocent white to sinful crimson. She released his wrist only to grab his chin, tilting his face upward. “Look.”

He groaned softly, eyes flicking helplessly over the display. His cock twitched inside her panties.

Her smile was cruel. “Good boy.” She picked up a black lace thong, dangling it in front of him. “Imagine your cock straining in this. So tight, so humiliating. Everyone would see the outline.”

His stomach flipped. He looked away, cheeks burning.

Her hand snapped out, gripping his jaw tighter. “Don’t look away. You don’t get to hide from what you are.”

“Please…” His voice cracked, desperate.

“Please what?” she teased.

“Please… not here.”

Her laugh was soft, merciless. “Oh, but here is the point. Stockings at home were too easy. Panties in my bed were too easy. Now I want you embarrassed where other people can see.” She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. “If you drip precum through my satin, you’ll leave a wet patch on your jeans. And then everyone will know.”

His cock twitched violently at the thought, betraying him.

Her eyes glinted. “Perfect. Pick one.”

He froze. “What?”

“Pick out panties for yourself.” She let the thong dangle against his chest, taunting him. “Something you’ll wear for me later. And if you take too long, I’ll call the shop girl over and tell her you need a fitting.”

Ethan’s heart hammered. His pride screamed. But her smile was merciless, her grip unrelenting. Slowly, trembling, he reached out to the rack.

His fingers hovered over satin briefs, then lace thongs, then sheer cheekies. Every option screamed humiliation. His hand finally settled on a pair of pale pink panties, soft satin trimmed with tiny bows at the hips. Innocent and girlish—humiliating in its sweetness.

She gasped mockingly. “Oh, my. Pink? With bows? How precious.”

He dropped his gaze, cheeks burning, cock aching against the satin beneath his jeans.

Her laugh was rich, delighted. She plucked them from the rack and draped them over his shoulder like a trophy. “Good choice, toy. Very fitting.”

Movement at the edge of his vision made him stiffen. The shop assistant had appeared—a young woman in a neat blouse and skirt, smiling politely as she approached. “Can I help you find anything?”

Ethan’s blood ran cold. He tried to step back, but she caught his wrist again, pulling him forward.

“Yes,” she said sweetly. “My boy here needs some new panties. Something delicate. Something tight.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. “No—I—”

The assistant blinked, her smile faltering for a split second, then returning with practiced ease. “Of course.” She turned to him, professional but curious. “What style are you looking for?”

Ethan’s face burned so hot he thought he might faint. He stammered uselessly, words choking in his throat.

She tightened her grip on his wrist, nails biting. “Tell her.”

His chest heaved. “I… I need something… satin.”

The assistant’s smile widened, amused now. “Satin? We have plenty. Do you prefer briefs or thongs?”

His cock pulsed violently. Humiliation threatened to crush him.

“Thongs,” she answered for him, her voice light, teasing. She stroked his arm with her free hand, nails grazing his skin. “He looks so cute when he’s squeezed into them.”

The assistant chuckled softly, clearly entertained now. “We have a few options in his size. I’ll bring them.” She walked away, leaving Ethan trembling, humiliated beyond belief.

He turned on her immediately. “You’re insane—I can’t—I can’t do this—”

Her hand shot up, covering his mouth. Her eyes glittered as she leaned in close. “Shut up, toy. Look around. Do you see anyone laughing? Do you see anyone staring? No. They think you’re mine. And you are.”

His cock twitched at the word, betraying him again.

Her smile softened wickedly. “Besides… you love this. The shame. The risk. The thought of being caught. Every drop of precum in my panties right now proves it.”

His groan was muffled against her palm.

The assistant returned, arms full of satin. “Here we are. A few styles and colors. Would you like a fitting room?”

“Yes,” she said cheerfully. “We’ll take one.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped.

The assistant led them to the back, handing over the delicate pile of satin and lace. She gestured to a curtain. “Take your time.” Her smile lingered on Ethan a little too long before she walked away.

The moment she was gone, he spun on her, whispering fiercely. “I’m not doing this.”

“Yes, you are.” She shoved the pile of panties into his chest. “In the fitting room. Now.”

His pride fought. His cock betrayed him. He stumbled inside, curtain closing behind them, his hands full of satin shame.

She leaned against the wall, arms crossed, eyes glinting. “Strip.”

His breath shook. “Please…”

“Strip. And put them on.”


Chapter Six

The fitting room curtain slid shut with a whisper, sealing him inside with her. The space was small, barely enough room to turn without brushing against her, mirrors on three sides reflecting every angle. Bright lights burned down, too clear, too sharp—there would be no hiding here.

Ethan stood frozen, arms full of satin. His chest heaved, his cock already throbbing against the black panties she’d forced him into that morning. The new ones in his hands felt lighter than air and heavier than chains, folded shame disguised as fabric.

She leaned against the wall, arms crossed, watching him with a smile that was all teeth. “Well?”

His throat closed. “I can’t.”

“You can. And you will.” Her tone was calm, almost casual, but her eyes glittered with steel. “Strip, toy. Jeans. Everything. Now.”

His pride screamed. His body obeyed. With shaking hands, he unbuttoned his jeans, the zipper sliding down with humiliating slowness. He pushed the denim off his hips, letting it fall to the floor.

The sight in the mirror made him want to die. A grown man, standing in a fitting room in a women’s lingerie shop, cock bulging obscenely against the satin panties she’d chosen for him. The black fabric clung tight, the lace trim biting into his skin, leaving nothing to the imagination.

She stepped closer, her reflection towering behind him. “Beautiful,” she purred, her hand sliding down his chest to rest against the bulge. He gasped as her palm pressed lightly against the satin, his cock twitching helplessly. “You were made for this.”

“Please…” His voice cracked.

“Please what?” she teased, stroking just enough to make him groan. “Please stop? Please let me see you ruin yourself in my panties?”

He bit his lip, shame burning. “Please… don’t make me do this here.”

Her laugh was soft, cruel. “Oh, toy. Here is the whole point.” She plucked a pale pink thong from the pile in his hands, holding it up by the waistband. The satin shimmered under the lights, tiny bows at the hips, humiliatingly girlish. “Try it on.”

His stomach dropped. “No—”

“Now.”

Her voice cut sharp, final. His fingers trembled as he hooked into the waistband of the black panties he already wore, sliding them down slowly. His cock sprang free, flushed and dripping precum. His face burned in the mirror—red, humiliated, desperate.

She hummed softly. “Pathetic. Already leaking just from being told what to wear.” She handed him the pink thong. “Put it on.”

His chest heaved as he stepped into it, pulling the satin up over his thighs. The fabric hugged tight, barely containing his cock, the thin strip of lace biting between his cheeks. He groaned, mortified, as the mirror reflected every detail—his cock straining, the pink bows framing his hips.

Her laughter was rich, delighted. “Perfect. My little panty-slut.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, but she snapped her fingers sharply. “Look. Open your eyes and look at yourself.”

His eyes lifted reluctantly. The mirror showed him everything—silk stockings on his legs, pink satin thong stretched tight over his cock, humiliation painted across his face.

She leaned in close, her lips brushing his ear. “Say it.”

His voice shook. “I’m… your panty-slut.”

Her smile bloomed, wicked and sweet. “Good boy.” She pressed her hand against his bulge again, stroking just enough to make him moan. The satin grew damp with precum. “You love it, don’t you? Satin on your cock. Lace cutting into your skin. My eyes on you while you ruin yourself.”

“Yes,” he whispered, broken.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, ma’am. I love it.”

Her laughter spilled out, triumphant. She kissed his cheek mockingly, leaving a smear of lipstick. “Mm. That’s better.”

Then, suddenly, she stepped back, pulling the curtain an inch open.

Ethan’s heart stopped. “No—”

She smirked, holding the gap just wide enough that if the assistant walked by, she’d see him—stockings, thong, cock bulging in pink satin. “Maybe I should let her take a look. Show her what a good little toy you are.”

“Please!” His voice cracked, desperate. “Don’t!”

Her smile sharpened. “Beg me properly.”

His chest heaved. His pride shattered. “Please, ma’am. Please don’t show me. Please keep me your secret.”

She let the curtain fall shut again, slow and deliberate. “Good boy.” She cupped his chin, forcing him to look at himself one last time in the mirror. “But don’t forget—I own that secret now. Your cock belongs to my panties. Your shame belongs to me. And I can show anyone I want.”

His cock twitched violently in the pink thong, precum staining the satin.

Her smile softened into something terrifyingly sweet. “Now. Pick another pair.”


Chapter Seven

The mirror trapped him. Ethan couldn’t look away, no matter how much he wanted to. Stockings up his legs, pink satin thong biting into his hips, cock bulging shamelessly against the fabric—it was all there, reflected back at him in merciless detail. His face was red, his chest heaved, his cock twitched with every brush of lace.

She stood behind him, hands resting lightly on his shoulders, her reflection towering above his. Her smile was soft, sweet, terrifying.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “My stocking toy. My panty-slut. Standing in pink bows like a little doll.”

He groaned softly, shame crawling hot through his veins.

She kissed his temple mockingly. “But do you know what’s missing?”

He swallowed hard. “W-what?”

“Witnesses.”

His stomach dropped. “No—”

“Oh, yes.” She stepped back, tugging the curtain open just a few inches. The hallway outside bustled faintly with the sound of footsteps, hangers clicking, voices murmuring. “All it would take is one little call…”

“Please!” His voice cracked, desperate.

Her smile sharpened. “Beg.”

“Please, ma’am,” he whispered. “Please don’t let anyone see me like this. Please keep me yours.”

She tilted her head, savoring the plea. “Hmm. Tempting. But I think you need a push.”

Before he could react, she pulled the curtain fully open.

The assistant stood right there.

Ethan froze, his blood turning to ice. The young woman’s eyes widened for a split second, then softened into something unreadable—surprise, curiosity, amusement all at once. Her gaze flicked over him—stockings, thong, cock straining—and lingered.

His face burned so hot he thought he might pass out. He tried to cover himself, but she caught his wrists, pinning them at his sides.

“Doesn’t he look lovely?” she said sweetly to the assistant, her smile bright, casual, as if she were showing off a new dress. “We’re thinking of taking a few pairs home. But I wanted a second opinion.”

The assistant blinked, then smiled politely, though there was a spark in her eyes now. “It… suits him.”

Ethan groaned, humiliated beyond words.

“Mm, I thought so too.” She stroked his arm, nails grazing his skin. “Do you think he should try another color? Something bolder?”

The assistant’s lips curved slightly. “Red would be striking.”

Her laugh was delighted. “Hear that, toy? Red. Go on. Show her.”

His chest seized. “No—I—”

Her nails dug into his arm. “Now.”

With trembling hands, Ethan reached for the pile of panties. He picked up a crimson satin thong, shame burning through him. His fingers shook as he slid the pink one down, his cock springing free, wet with precum.

The assistant’s eyes flicked downward. Her smile deepened.

His humiliation was complete. His cock betrayed him, throbbing harder as he stepped into the red satin, pulling it up slowly, the fabric hugging him tight. The mirror reflected everything—his flushed face, his twitching cock, the assistant’s faint smirk as she watched.

“Perfect,” she purred behind him, her hand stroking his cheek. “A little slut in red.”

The assistant tilted her head. “Yes. Much better.”

Ethan wanted to vanish. His knees shook, his cock strained against the satin, dampness spreading at the tip.

She leaned close, whispering in his ear. “Say thank you.”

His throat closed.

Her nails scratched his jaw. “Now.”

He swallowed, shame thick in his chest. “Th-thank you.”

The assistant chuckled softly. “You’re welcome.”

She kissed his cheek, triumphant. “Good boy.”

Then she looked at the assistant again. “We’ll take both pairs. And maybe a few more.”

The assistant nodded, still smiling. “Of course. I’ll ring them up for you.” She gave Ethan one last lingering glance before slipping away.

The curtain slid shut again, leaving him trembling, cock throbbing, face burning.

She cupped his chin, forcing him to look at himself one last time in the mirror. “See? It wasn’t so bad. You survived. And now you’re addicted.” Her smile softened into something dangerous. “Soon you won’t get hard without panties. Soon you won’t be able to come without stockings. And soon…” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “…you’ll beg me to let the whole world see.”

Ethan groaned, humiliated, aroused, broken.

Her hand slid down, pressing against the red satin bulge. “But not yet.”


Chapter Eight

The assistant’s heels clicked softly as she walked away, the curtain swaying shut behind her. Ethan collapsed against the mirror, chest heaving, face burning hot with humiliation. His cock throbbed painfully against the red satin, precum already soaking into the fabric.

She, however, looked delighted. Calm, controlled, victorious. She picked up the discarded pink thong from the floor, folding it neatly before tucking it under her arm. “Both of these are coming home with us,” she said sweetly, as though they were nothing more than casual purchases.

Ethan’s voice cracked. “I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” Her eyes glittered as she ran her nails lightly across the bulge in the red thong, making him groan. “Do you want to know why?”

He shook his head, trembling.

“Because you’re dripping in them already.” She pressed harder, her hand smearing the wet spot across the satin. “Because you love this. The shame, the risk, the silk against your cock. You’re mine now, toy. And mine wear what I say.”

His breath hitched. His cock pulsed violently against her palm.

She pulled away suddenly, straightening her robe. “Put your jeans back on. We’re done here.”

Relief flickered through him, weak and desperate. He bent quickly, fumbling to pull his jeans up over the satin. The denim pressed tight against his cock, the rough fabric making every movement more unbearable.

She watched with a wicked smile. “There. My little secret, hidden under denim. No one outside this shop knows that a grown man is walking around in panties, desperate and dripping.”

He groaned softly, humiliated, aroused beyond control.

She smirked. “Let’s go pay.”

At the counter, the assistant bagged the panties carefully, her smile polite but unmistakably amused. Her eyes flicked to Ethan once, lingering on his flushed face before she looked back down at the register. “That’ll be seventy-two.”

Ethan kept his head down, wishing he could disappear. He could feel her perfume at his side, her presence filling the space, her hand resting lightly on the small of his back as though claiming him.

She paid in cash, her smile radiant. “Thank you. He’ll put them to good use.”

The assistant chuckled softly. “I’m sure he will.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His cock twitched in betrayal.

They stepped outside, the bell over the door chiming. The air was cooler on the street, but it did nothing to ease the heat in his cheeks or the throbbing ache between his legs. The satin clung to him with every step, rough denim rubbing it tighter, turning each movement into torment.

She looped her arm through his casually, as though they were any normal couple out shopping. “How does it feel?”

He swallowed hard. “I… I can’t—”

“Answer me.” Her tone sharpened.

His face burned. “It feels… good.”

“Good what?”

“Good, ma’am.”

Her smile softened, victorious. “Mm. That’s better.”

They walked down the busy street, her heels clicking confidently, his steps shaky and humiliating. Every face they passed felt like a threat, every glance a risk that someone might know.

“You’re leaking, aren’t you?” she murmured, her lips brushing his ear.

He groaned softly. “Yes.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m leaking in your panties.”

Her laugh was soft, merciless. “Perfect.”

The train ride home was worse.

They sat side by side in the crowded carriage, people pressed close on all sides, the hum of conversation filling the air. Ethan shifted uncomfortably, the satin tight under his jeans, the wet spot spreading. He kept his head down, praying no one could see.

She, of course, made it worse.

Her hand slid casually to his thigh, her nails grazing the denim. “So obedient,” she whispered, her voice low enough only he could hear. “Sitting here in front of strangers, cock trapped in red satin, desperate to come but too scared to breathe.”

He bit his lip, groaning softly.

Her nails scraped higher, closer to his bulge. “What would they think if they knew? If I told them the man beside them was dripping in panties?”

His cock pulsed violently.

She smirked, leaning closer. “Say it.”

His breath shook. “I’m dripping in your panties, ma’am.”

Her moan was soft, mocking. “Good boy.” She pressed her nails lightly against his cock through the denim, making him twitch. “Careful. If you make a mess in public, I’ll punish you so hard you’ll never forget it.”

He trembled, humiliated and aroused, trapped in her control.

Back at her apartment, she closed the door behind them and shoved him against it. Her hand slid down immediately, cupping his bulge through the jeans, pressing hard enough to make him groan.

The wet spot had soaked through the satin by now, and she could feel it. Her smile bloomed, wicked and sweet.

“Look at you,” she whispered. “Leaking like a slut all over my panties. You couldn’t even make it home without marking them.”

His face burned. His cock throbbed helplessly against her palm.

She kissed his cheek softly, mockingly gentle. “Take them off.”

His stomach dropped. “What?”

“Jeans. Panties. Strip. Now.”

He fumbled, trembling, pulling his jeans down, then the red thong, damp and ruined. He stood naked but for the stockings, cock dripping precum down his thigh.

She picked up the panties delicately, holding them between two fingers, wet spot obvious. “Disgusting,” she said sweetly. “You ruined them already.”

His shame twisted into arousal so sharp it hurt.

She pressed them into his chest. “Lick them clean.”

His breath caught. “No—I—”

Her nails dug into his jaw. “Now.”

Shame roared in his chest, but his tongue obeyed. He licked the wet satin, tasting his own precum, humiliation burning through him.

Her moan was low, satisfied. “Good boy. My panty-slut. You’ll never be clean again.”


Chapter Nine

The ruined panties dangled from his lips, heavy with the taste of his own precum. His tongue dragged across the satin, every lick a new stab of shame, every breath filled with the faint musk of her body and his filth. His cock pulsed violently, aching, dripping more with every humiliating swallow.

She crouched in front of him, her robe falling open just enough to show the swell of her breasts, her smile sharp as a blade. “Pathetic,” she whispered. “You’re licking your own mess out of my panties, and your cock is still begging.”

A groan tore out of him, muffled by satin. His thighs trembled.

Her hand cupped his chin, holding him steady as she pressed the damp fabric harder against his tongue. “That’s all you’ll ever be now. A panty-sniffer. A stocking-slut. A man who leaks just from the feel of silk.”

His cock throbbed, precum dripping down his shaft.

Finally, she pulled the panties away, balled them up, and tossed them onto the floor. She wiped her hand across his cheek, smearing a wet streak of satin against his skin. “Good boy,” she murmured. “But you need rules.”

His chest tightened. “Rules?”

She smiled, sweet and merciless. “Yes. If you’re going to be mine, I need to make sure you never forget your place. And I think you’re ready.”

Her hand slid down his thigh, nails grazing the stockings that still clung to his skin. She tugged lightly, snapping the band against his flesh. He gasped.

“Rule number one,” she said softly, “you will wear my panties every day. No exceptions. Under your jeans, under your work clothes, under everything. Morning to night, your cock belongs in satin.”

His breath shook. The thought of slipping into panties every morning—secretly, shamefully—made his cock twitch violently.

She smirked. “Rule number two: stockings every night. I don’t care how hot it is, how tired you are—you’ll sleep in them. And if I call, if I want to see you, you’ll show up in silk from thigh to toe. Understand?”

He swallowed hard. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her hand moved higher, brushing against his cock. He groaned, trembling.

“Rule number three,” she whispered, leaning closer, “no orgasms without permission. Ever. If I don’t say the words, you don’t come. If you disobey, I’ll punish you until you regret it.”

His cock twitched violently in her hand, precum smearing against her palm. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile widened. “Good boy.” She tightened her grip suddenly, making him gasp. “Rule number four: you will sniff, lick, and worship every pair of panties I give you. Clean or dirty, folded or ruined—you’ll press your face into them until I say stop.”

His cheeks burned hot, humiliation twisting into unbearable arousal.

“And rule number five…” She paused, her lips brushing his ear. “…you’ll obey. No hesitation, no excuses. When I say kneel, you kneel. When I say sniff, you sniff. When I say strip, you strip. Disobey once, and I’ll make sure you never forget the punishment.”

Her voice was calm, sweet, terrifying.

He shuddered, chest heaving. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her laugh was soft, triumphant. She stroked his cheek gently, mockingly tender. “Mm. I like the sound of that.”

She stood suddenly, towering over him. “Now. Crawl.”

He blinked, confused. “What?”

“Crawl to the drawer.” She pointed to the dresser across the room. “On your hands and knees. Stockings on display. Like the panty-slut you are.”

Humiliation roared in his chest, but his body obeyed. He dropped to his hands and knees, the carpet rough under his palms, the stockings whispering against themselves as he moved. His cock swayed between his thighs, dripping precum onto the floor.

Her heels clicked softly as she followed behind, her gaze heavy on his ass. “Beautiful,” she purred. “Crawling for me already.”

He reached the dresser, chest heaving. She bent down, opening the bottom drawer with a flourish. Inside lay rows of neatly folded panties—satin, lace, silk—arranged by color. Pastels, black, crimson, ivory.

His stomach dropped.

She smiled sweetly. “Welcome to your future.” She plucked a pale lavender thong from the top of the pile and pressed it into his hands. “These are yours for tomorrow. You’ll wear them under your work clothes. And every time you sit in a meeting, every time you check your phone, every time you piss—you’ll feel them. And you’ll think of me.”

He trembled, clutching the panties in his hand. His cock pulsed violently.

“Say it,” she ordered.

His throat closed. “I’ll wear them tomorrow.”

Her hand cracked across his cheek suddenly, the sting burning. “Say it properly.”

“I’ll wear your panties tomorrow, ma’am,” he gasped.

Her smile bloomed, wicked and radiant. She kissed his cheek where she’d slapped him, soft and gentle. “Good boy.”

She stroked his hair once, indulgent. “Now get on the bed. I want to watch you sniff them before you sleep.”

His cock throbbed, his pride shattered, his body trembling with shame and arousal. Slowly, obediently, he crawled to the bed, lavender satin clutched in his hand.

Her laughter followed him, low and merciless. “That’s right, toy. From now on, panties are your life. And I’m your owner.”


Chapter Ten

The lavender satin thong dug into his hips as Ethan stood in front of the bathroom mirror the next morning. He’d pulled on his dress shirt, his slacks, his belt — but nothing could hide the truth beneath.

The panties hugged him too tightly, the bows at the sides leaving faint ridges in his skin. His cock pressed against the slick fabric, already damp from the moment he slid them on. Every breath reminded him of the shame, every glance at the mirror reminded him who owned him.

He clenched the sink with both hands, staring at his reflection. He looked normal. Professional. Presentable. But he knew. And she knew.

His phone buzzed on the counter. A message.

Her: Panties on?

His stomach lurched. His thumbs shook as he typed back.

Him: Yes.

The reply came instantly.

Her: Good boy. Send me proof.

He froze. His chest tightened. Slowly, shame burning in his throat, he lowered his slacks just enough, snapped a trembling photo of the lavender thong stretched over his cock, and sent it.

Her response was immediate.

Her: Perfect. Leak for me during your meeting. I want that satin ruined by noon.

His cock pulsed violently. He groaned into the mirror, hating himself, needing her.

By the time he got to the office, the panties already felt like a vice. The fabric clung to his cock, rubbing every time he moved. The thong’s string sat snug between his cheeks, a constant reminder of what he was.

He tried to sit normally at his desk, but the satin made it impossible. His cock shifted with every slight movement, twitching, dripping, the fabric growing damper by the minute. He kept his jacket buttoned, praying no one noticed how stiffly he moved.

His coworker, Daniel, leaned over the cubicle wall. “Rough night?”

Ethan nearly jumped. “What?”

“You look tense, man.” Daniel grinned, sipping his coffee. “Too many drinks?”

“Yeah,” Ethan muttered quickly, eyes down. “Something like that.”

Daniel chuckled, oblivious. “Well, don’t let the boss catch you dozing in the meeting later.”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. The meeting. A two-hour strategy session in the glass conference room. Sitting, shifting, trying not to moan while satin rubbed his cock raw.

His phone buzzed under the desk. Another message.

Her: Meeting soon?

He swallowed hard, typing back quickly.

Him: Yes.

Her: Touch yourself under the table. Just enough to ruin them. I want you dripping by the end.

His cock throbbed so violently he had to clench his thighs together.

The meeting started at ten.

Ethan sat stiffly at the long conference table, a dozen coworkers around him, the boss droning at the whiteboard. He forced his face into neutrality, nodding occasionally, scribbling fake notes.

But the panties wouldn’t let him forget. The satin clung damp against his cock, every brush against the chair sending sparks up his spine. His body wanted to squirm, but he forced himself still, sweat beading on his forehead.

His phone buzzed again.

Her: Hand under the table. Now.

His chest tightened. He glanced around. No one was looking. Slowly, he slid his hand into his lap, pressing against the bulge. The wet spot was obvious beneath the fabric, sticky and hot.

His cock twitched instantly, precum smearing across his palm.

Another buzz.

Her: Stroke. Slowly.

His throat closed. He shifted his notebook to cover his lap, his hand moving just barely, fingertips brushing satin. His cock throbbed dangerously, threatening to give him away.

Across the table, Daniel shot him a look. “You okay, man?”

Ethan froze. “Y-yeah. Just… tired.”

Daniel shrugged, turning back to the boss.

Ethan’s cock pulsed, humiliation twisting into unbearable arousal.

Another buzz.

Her: Say it in your head. Over and over. “I’m her panty-slut.”

His lips parted, a soft groan almost escaping. He bit it back, mouthing the words silently. I’m her panty-slut. I’m her panty-slut.

The shame was dizzying. His cock leaked harder, satin soaking through.

Two hours later, when the meeting finally ended, his panties were ruined. The lavender satin clung wet and sticky, the bows damp against his skin. He shifted carefully, terrified someone might see the faint stain on his slacks.

His phone buzzed again.

Her: Panties ruined?

His hands shook as he typed back.

Him: Yes.

Her: Good boy. Don’t change. Stay messy for me all day.

He groaned softly at his desk, cock twitching against the wet fabric. He couldn’t stop thinking of her smile, her rules, her voice. He was trapped. And he needed more.

When he got home that evening, she was waiting at the door, robe loose, stockings gleaming on her legs. She pulled him inside without a word, her hand instantly sliding down the front of his slacks.

Her smile bloomed as her fingers pressed into the damp spot. “Ruined them just like I told you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, trembling.

Her laugh was soft, triumphant. She unzipped his slacks, dragging them down to reveal the lavender thong, wet and stained. She stroked her nails across it, smearing the mess further.

“You’re disgusting,” she murmured, pressing harder until he moaned. “And you’re mine.”

Her lips brushed his ear. “Tomorrow, lace. The day after, a thong with pearls. And every day after that… until you forget you ever wore boxers.”

Ethan groaned, his cock throbbing helplessly against her hand.

She kissed him, mockingly sweet, and whispered the words that sealed him tighter into her trap.

“From now on, toy… panties are your uniform.”


Chapter Eleven

The ruined lavender thong clung damp against his cock as he stood by her bed, chest heaving. She hadn’t let him change after work. She’d made him sit through dinner in them, squirming in his chair while the wet fabric cooled and stuck to his skin. And now, at midnight, she circled him like a predator, robe swaying, stockings gleaming under the low lamp.

Her eyes never left the stain at his crotch.

“Pathetic,” she murmured. “You can’t even make it through one day without soaking my panties.”

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” he whispered, shame burning hot in his chest.

Her smile was sharp. “Sorry isn’t enough. You need punishment. Something you won’t forget.”

His cock twitched, betraying him. “Please…”

“On the bed. Now.”

He obeyed instantly, crawling onto the mattress, the stockings on his legs whispering as he moved. The ruined lavender thong tugged tight against his cock as he knelt, trembling.

She opened the drawer by her nightstand and pulled out another pair of panties — black satin, damp at the crotch, fresh from her body. She dangled them in front of his face.

His stomach dropped. “No—”

“Yes.” She pressed them against his lips, the musk filling his nose. “Open.”

He clenched his jaw, shaking his head.

Her hand cracked across his cheek, the sting burning. “Open.”

His pride broke. His lips parted.

She shoved the panties into his mouth, the satin thick and wet, muffling his groan. The taste hit him immediately — sharp, musky, intimate. His cock pulsed violently, precum leaking into the thong he wore.

Her smile was soft, cruel. “There. Much better. My panty-sniffer doesn’t need words anyway.”

She pushed him down onto his back, straddling him with casual dominance. Her robe fell open, revealing her body, her stockings biting high into her thighs. She reached into the drawer again and pulled out a coil of silk ribbon.

His eyes widened above the gag.

“Don’t squirm,” she whispered, tying his wrists to the headboard, the ribbon biting tight into his skin. She moved to his ankles next, spreading them slightly, binding him until he was spread-eagle, cock straining under satin, mouth stuffed with panties.

Her laugh was soft, indulgent. “Perfect. Helpless little toy, gagged with what he loves most.”

He groaned, the sound muffled, shame burning hotter with every second.

She stroked his cock through the thong, slow and cruel, smearing his mess further. “Feel that? That’s all you are now. A cock in satin. A mouth stuffed with panties. A body I dress and use however I want.”

His hips bucked helplessly.

Her nails scraped lightly down his shaft through the fabric. “You’re dripping again. Disgusting.” She leaned closer, lips brushing his ear. “And you’ll sleep like this tonight. Bound. Gagged. Leaking into my panties. Helpless.”

He moaned, humiliation twisting into unbearable arousal.

She kissed his cheek gently, mockingly tender. “Goodnight, toy.” She lay beside him, stroking his chest idly, while he squirmed in shame and satin, gagged by her musk, cock pulsing, body bound tight.

Sleep came slowly, humiliation seared into every nerve.

And in the morning, the rules would only get harsher.


Chapter Twelve

Morning light bled through the curtains. Ethan’s body ached, wrists rubbed raw from silk ribbon, jaw sore from the gag of panties that had spent the entire night in his mouth. The taste of her lingered on his tongue — musky, bitter, humiliating.

He groaned as he shifted, the lavender thong clinging damp against his cock, crusted now with dried precum from the endless leaking she’d forced out of him. The stockings still hugged his legs, hot and sticky against his skin. He wanted to crawl out of his own body, to shed the shame, but the rules wouldn’t let him. She wouldn’t let him.

The mattress dipped beside him.

She was awake, sitting cross-legged on the bed, a mug of coffee in her hand, robe half open. Her hair was messy from sleep, but her eyes were sharp, glinting with that same cruel sweetness.

“Good morning, toy,” she purred.

He tried to speak, but the panties muffled it. She chuckled, leaning forward to tug them from his mouth. They fell damp into her hand with a wet slap.

“Mm. Nice and soaked,” she said softly, pressing them to his cheek. “You drooled all over them in your sleep. Do you know how pathetic that makes you look?”

His throat was dry. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

She smirked. “You will be.”

Her free hand reached into the nightstand drawer. He couldn’t see what she was grabbing until she pulled it out. His stomach dropped.

A small black plug. Smooth silicone, tapered at the tip, widening cruelly before narrowing at the base.

His mouth went dry. “No.”

“Yes.” She turned it slowly in her fingers, the morning light catching on its sleek surface. “You’ve been dripping too much, toy. Panties and stockings aren’t enough anymore. It’s time to keep you filled.”

His chest seized. “Please—”

“Shh.” She pressed her finger to his lips. “This isn’t about what you want. It never was. This is about training you properly. Stockings for your legs, panties for your cock, and a plug for your ass. That’s your uniform from now on.”

His cock twitched violently at the words, betraying him.

Her smile curved, indulgent. “See? Your body agrees, even if your pride doesn’t.”

She set the plug aside and reached for a bottle of lube from the drawer. The sound of the cap popping open made his stomach flip.

“On your hands and knees,” she ordered.

He hesitated.

Her voice sharpened. “Now.”

Shame roared through him. Slowly, trembling, he rolled over, crawling to the center of the bed on all fours. His ass was exposed, the satin thong biting high between his cheeks, the stockings stretched tight over his thighs.

She sighed with satisfaction. “Beautiful. A perfect little toy.”

Her hand stroked over the curve of his ass, nails grazing the satin. He shuddered.

“Do you know why plugs are useful?” she asked casually, drizzling lube onto her fingers. The cold slickness made him flinch.

He shook his head, humiliated.

“Because they remind you of your place,” she whispered, her finger pressing lightly against his hole through the thong. He gasped, hips jerking. “Every step, every breath, every moment — you’ll feel me inside you. You won’t be able to forget who owns you.”

Her finger pressed harder, slipping past the satin, finding his entrance. He whimpered, body tensing.

“Relax,” she ordered. “Or I’ll spank you until you do.”

His pride fought. His body surrendered. Slowly, painfully, he relaxed just enough for her finger to slide inside. The intrusion burned, humiliating, intimate. He groaned, forehead pressing into the sheets.

“Good boy,” she murmured, pumping her finger slowly, stretching him. “You’ll get used to it. You’ll crave it.”

He whimpered, cock twitching against the thong, dripping more.

She added a second finger, scissoring them gently, stretching him wider. He gasped, body shaking, shame and arousal colliding until he couldn’t tell them apart.

When she finally pulled her fingers out, he sagged with relief — until he heard the slick sound of lube coating the plug.

“Time for the real thing,” she whispered.

He shook his head desperately. “Please—”

Her hand cracked across his ass, the sting sharp through the satin. He gasped.

“Quiet.” Her voice was steel. “Panty-sniffers don’t get opinions.”

She pressed the plug against his hole, the tip slick and cold. He clenched instinctively, but her hand stroked his back, mockingly gentle. “Breathe. Push out. Take it for me.”

He groaned, body trembling. Slowly, painfully, the plug began to slide in, stretching him wider, burning humiliation searing through him.

“Good boy,” she whispered as it sank deeper. “Take it all.”

His cock pulsed violently, precum soaking the thong.

The widest part slipped past his ring, and his body clenched around the base. He gasped, eyes wide, the sensation overwhelming — full, humiliating, constant.

She moaned softly, stroking his hair. “Perfect. Plugged, pantied, and helpless. Exactly how I want you.”

He whimpered, rocking slightly, the plug shifting inside him, sparking unbearable sensations. His cock twitched harder, leaking uncontrollably.

Her hand stroked his cheek, tender and cruel. “From now on, toy, you’ll stay filled for me. Stockings on your legs, panties on your cock, and a plug in your ass. That’s your life now.”

His pride shattered. His voice cracked. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile bloomed, victorious. She kissed the back of his neck softly, almost sweet. “Good boy.”

She smacked his ass once more, watching him shudder. “Now go make breakfast. Plugged, pantied, and dripping. I want to see you waddle around the kitchen while you serve me.”

His humiliation was complete.

And his cock had never been harder.


Chapter Thirteen

Ethan shifted uncomfortably in the passenger seat, the seatbelt tight across his chest. His slacks looked normal from the outside, his shirt pressed, his tie neat. To anyone passing on the street, he looked like an ordinary man heading to dinner with a woman.

But inside, he was anything but ordinary.

The red lace panties she’d chosen clung damp to his cock, the satin already darkened with precum. The stockings hugged tight under his slacks, silky fabric whispering with every twitch of his thighs. And worst of all, the plug sat deep inside him, stretching him, filling him, every bump in the road pressing it harder against his prostate.

He groaned softly as the car hit a pothole, the vibration sparking through his body.

Her hand left the steering wheel just long enough to stroke his thigh, her nails grazing the outline of the garter strap beneath his slacks. “Careful, toy,” she murmured, eyes still on the road. “We haven’t even made it to dinner and you’re already leaking.”

His cheeks burned. “I can’t help it.”

“You can. And you will. If you embarrass me in public by dripping through your trousers, I’ll pull you into the ladies’ room, strip you, and spank you until they hear your cries outside.”

His cock pulsed violently at the threat.

She smirked, pulling the car into the restaurant lot. “That’s what I thought.”

The restaurant was crowded, the hum of conversation spilling out onto the sidewalk as she led him inside. The hostess smiled warmly, leading them to a small table near the center of the dining room.

Ethan’s stomach churned. There were people everywhere — couples chatting, families laughing, waiters weaving between tables. Every step made the plug shift inside him, every movement of his thighs against the satin made his cock twitch.

She sat gracefully, crossing her legs, the slit of her dress revealing just enough of her stockings to make his chest tighten. Her heels tapped softly against the floor as she looked at him across the table.

“You’re flushed,” she teased, unfolding her napkin. “Something wrong?”

He shook his head quickly. “No, ma’am.”

Her smile sharpened. “Good answer. But I’ll know if you’re lying.”

The waiter appeared, pouring water, offering menus. Ethan mumbled his thanks, keeping his eyes down, praying his voice didn’t shake. The waiter left, and he exhaled slowly, his chest tight.

She leaned forward, her eyes glinting. “Spread your legs.”

His head jerked up. “What?”

“You heard me. Under the table. Spread them.”

His stomach dropped. Slowly, trembling, he parted his thighs. The plug shifted instantly, pressing deeper, sparking unbearable sensation. His cock twitched, wetness smearing against the lace.

Her shoe brushed his calf, sliding higher until the pointed toe pressed lightly against the bulge in his slacks. He groaned softly, biting his lip to smother it.

“Quiet,” she whispered, stroking him with her foot. “You don’t want anyone noticing, do you?”

He shook his head desperately.

Her smile softened wickedly. “Then behave.” She withdrew her foot just as the waiter returned, pen poised.

Ethan could hardly focus as orders were placed, his mind a haze of silk and shame. His cock throbbed violently, the plug unrelenting, the panties soaked. He nodded when the waiter looked at him, muttering a choice he didn’t even hear.

When the waiter left, she leaned in again, sipping her wine. “How does it feel, toy? Sitting here plugged and pantied while everyone else eats their dinner?”

His throat was dry. “Humiliating.”

Her eyes gleamed. “And arousing?”

He groaned, cheeks burning. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile bloomed. “Perfect.”

The food arrived, steaming plates filling the table. She ate delicately, composed, while Ethan shifted in his seat, trying to hide his trembling hands. Every swallow of wine only heightened his sensitivity, the plug heavier, the satin tighter.

She dabbed her lips with her napkin and leaned forward slightly, her voice low. “Stroke yourself. Under the table. Slowly.”

His chest seized. “I—I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” Her gaze cut sharp. “Do it. Or I’ll feed you from my panties instead of your plate.”

His cock throbbed violently at the threat. With shaking hands, he slid one beneath the tablecloth, pressing against his bulge. The satin was soaked, the fabric squelching faintly under his palm. He groaned softly, biting down on the inside of his cheek.

She smiled sweetly, taking another sip of wine as though nothing was happening. “Good boy. Now look at me while you stroke.”

His eyes met hers, humiliation searing hot. His hand moved slowly, rubbing the damp satin, precum spreading thicker.

Her eyes narrowed. “Careful. Don’t you dare come.”

The tension twisted tighter, unbearable. He whimpered softly, barely able to breathe.

The waiter passed by, refilling their water glasses. Ethan froze, hand still on his cock, the risk making his chest seize.

She didn’t blink. She smiled politely at the waiter, thanked him softly, then looked back at Ethan, her eyes glinting with wicked delight.

When the waiter left, she leaned in again. “If you ruin your trousers, I’ll make you strip in the car and walk home in panties and stockings. Do you understand?”

His cock pulsed violently under his palm. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her smile bloomed, indulgent. “Good boy.”

By the time dessert came, he was shaking, thighs trembling, plug shifting with every movement. He could barely taste the cake she slid across the table to him, the shame and arousal drowning out everything else.

She dabbed her lips one last time, stood gracefully, and slipped her purse over her shoulder. “Let’s go, toy.”

He followed, stiff-legged, his cock aching, his body burning. Every step to the car was agony — the plug shifting, the panties soaked, the stockings whispering.

When the car door shut behind him, he collapsed against the seat, groaning.

Her hand slid instantly to his crotch, pressing against the wet bulge. “Ruined them again,” she murmured, squeezing until he gasped. “You really can’t help yourself, can you?”

His breath shook. “No, ma’am.”

Her smile was soft, cruel. “Perfect. Tomorrow… we try pearls.”


Chapter Fourteen

Ethan stood by the edge of her bed, trembling. His slacks were gone, his shirt discarded, his body reduced again to stockings and ruined satin panties. The red lace clung to him, soaked and sticky from his humiliating performance at dinner the night before.

She sat on the mattress in front of him, robe falling open, her stockings gleaming under the lamp. A small box rested on her lap. She stroked its lid lazily, her eyes fixed on him with that same calm cruelty that made his cock throb before she even spoke.

“You leaked through my panties again,” she said softly. “You couldn’t keep control. Do you know what that means?”

His throat was dry. “I’m sorry, ma’am.”

Her smile curved, sweet and merciless. “Sorry isn’t enough. It means your cock isn’t worthy of satin anymore.”

His stomach dropped. “Please—”

“Shh.” She opened the box slowly. Inside lay a new pair of panties — thin white lace, delicate and feminine, threaded with a string of pearls that curved from the waistband down the front, between the legs, and back up again.

Ethan’s chest seized.

She lifted them delicately, letting the pearls catch the light, each one gleaming cruelly. “From now on, toy, you’ll wear these. Pearls against your cock. Pearls against your ass. Every step will remind you who owns you.”

His cock twitched violently, betraying him. “Ma’am, please—”

Her laugh was soft. “You beg so pretty. But you know better. Strip.”

His pride screamed. His body obeyed. He peeled the red panties down, sticky satin clinging to his skin, his cock springing free, flushed and dripping. Humiliation burned hot in his chest as she folded the ruined pair neatly and set them aside.

She dangled the pearl thong in front of him. “Step in.”

He shook his head weakly. “I can’t—”

Her voice sharpened. “Now.”

His legs moved. He stepped into the delicate lace, trembling as she pulled the waistband up over his hips. The pearls pressed instantly against his cock, sliding along the underside, nestling against the head. The other string slipped between his cheeks, the beads pushing cruelly against the plug still seated deep inside him.

He gasped, knees buckling.

Her smile bloomed, delighted. She adjusted the waistband, tugging the pearls snug. “Perfect. Do you feel it, toy? Every bead teasing your cock? Every step grinding your ass open?”

He whimpered, humiliated, aroused beyond control. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Say it.”

His voice cracked. “The pearls are teasing my cock… and grinding me open.”

Her laugh was rich, indulgent. She stroked the string at the front, rolling one pearl against his sensitive tip. He cried out, thighs trembling.

“Pathetic,” she whispered. “One little string of beads and you’re already leaking again.”

She pushed him down onto the bed, straddling his chest, her robe falling open to frame her panties — black silk, damp at the center. She pressed her cunt against his lips, grinding slowly.

“Lick,” she ordered.

His pride cracked. His tongue obeyed, lapping at her through the silk, the taste sharp and intoxicating. His cock pulsed violently against the pearls, precum smearing down the beads.

She moaned softly, tugging his hair. “Good boy. My plugged, pantied, pearled little toy.”

The words seared into him, humiliating and irresistible. His cock twitched harder, trapped and tormented by lace and pearls, the plug grinding deeper every time his hips jerked.

She pressed harder against his mouth, smearing her wetness across his lips. “That’s your life now, toy. Pearls and panties for your cock. Stockings for your legs. My taste on your tongue. And nothing else.”

His groan was muffled against her. His body shook with need.

She pulled back suddenly, her smile cruel. She looked down at him, panting, dripping, humiliated, bound by rules and beads.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, stroking his cheek, “you’re going to work in these. And if you come without permission, I’ll spank you in the office parking lot.”

His cock pulsed violently at the threat, precum smearing across the pearls.

Her laughter was soft, merciless. “Goodnight, toy. Sleep tight. Don’t ruin my sheets.”


Chapter Fifteen

The pearls were merciless.

Ethan stood in front of his bathroom mirror, slacks hanging open at the waist, shirt half-buttoned. The white lace thong clung snugly, the string of pearls pressing tight along his cock, another strand nestled deep between his cheeks. Each bead shifted when he moved, rolling over sensitive flesh, grinding against the plug buried inside him.

He gripped the sink, trembling. His cock was already throbbing, leaking precum that slicked the pearls and made them glide cruelly with every twitch.

His phone buzzed on the counter. A message.

Her: Dressed yet, toy? Pearls on?

His chest heaved. He snapped a photo of himself, cock straining against lace, pearls gleaming, and sent it with shaking hands.

The reply came instantly.

Her: Perfect. Now pull up those slacks. Button your shirt. Go to work like a good little panty-slut.

His pride screamed. His cock twitched. He zipped up his slacks, the rough fabric pressing the pearls tighter against him, making every step unbearable.

By the time he reached the office, he was already desperate. The commute had been torture — each stride rolled the pearls along his shaft, each shift of his hips made the plug press deeper. By the time he sat at his desk, his thighs were trembling.

He tried to focus on his computer screen, but the wet spot was spreading in his panties already, satin darkening beneath the pearls.

His phone buzzed.

Her: Meeting today?

He swallowed hard. Yes.

Her: Good. Edge for me under the table. Rub those pearls against your cock. Don’t you dare come.

His cock pulsed violently. He typed back with shaking hands. Yes, ma’am.

The conference room was full again. His boss droned on about quarterly numbers, coworkers scribbled notes, Daniel nudged him with a joke about the coffee being weak. Ethan nodded, pretending, his heart pounding.

Under the table, his hand slid into his lap. The pearls shifted instantly, rolling over his cock, wet satin squelching faintly. He stroked slowly, careful, his notebook covering the motion.

The sensation was unbearable — pearls gliding, plug grinding, cock twitching violently. He bit his lip, staring at the whiteboard, mouthing the words she’d drilled into him. I’m her panty-slut. I’m her panty-slut.

A buzz on his phone.

Her: Hard for me?

His throat was dry. Yes, ma’am. So hard.

Her: Say it to yourself. Say you’re leaking for me in pearls.

He groaned softly, hidden by a cough. I’m leaking for her in pearls. I’m leaking for her in pearls.

The wet spot grew. The pearls rolled cruelly. He trembled, desperate, humiliated, aroused beyond reason.

When the meeting ended, he could barely stand. His cock pulsed constantly, precum soaking through the lace, dampening his slacks. He prayed no one noticed.

By lunch, he was broken. He sat at his desk, shifting helplessly, pearls rolling with every breath. His inbox blurred on the screen. His phone buzzed again.

Her: Bathroom. Now.

His chest seized. He stood quickly, muttering something to Daniel, and hurried down the hall. The stall door clicked shut behind him. His hands shook as he pulled his slacks down, staring at the ruined lace. The pearls glistened, sticky with precum, his cock twitching violently against them.

Another buzz.

Her: Send me a picture.

He groaned, snapping a photo of himself — thighs spread, panties soaked, pearls pressed cruelly into his cock.

Her reply was instant.

Her: Beautiful. Stroke five times. Then stop.

His pride burned. His cock twitched. He obeyed, hand moving desperately, five strokes through wet satin. He whimpered into his fist, stopping before the edge tore him apart.

Her: Good boy. Don’t clean up. Wear my mess all afternoon.

He groaned, pulling his slacks back up, the wet fabric clinging tighter, pearls pressing deeper.

By the time the workday ended, he was ruined. His thighs shook as he walked to the car, his cock swollen, his panties soaked. Every step made the pearls torture him, the plug grinding inside him. He could barely breathe.

She was waiting at her apartment when he arrived, lounging on the couch in nothing but a silk robe, stockings gleaming. Her eyes lit up when she saw him.

“On your knees,” she said softly.

He dropped instantly, slacks pooling around his ankles. The wet lace clung to him, pearls glistening.

Her smile bloomed, triumphant. She stroked his cheek gently, mockingly tender. “Perfect. My little pearl-slut. Ruined at work, ruined for me. Exactly how I want you.”

His cock twitched violently, dripping more into the lace.

Her laugh was low, indulgent. “From now on, toy, pearls are your cage. You’ll leak for me every day until you forget what it felt like to be dry.”


Chapter Sixteen

The pearls were soaked.

Ethan knelt on the carpet in front of her couch, thighs trembling, cock bulging against the lace. The white thong clung dark with precum, every pearl slick and shining. His slacks and shirt lay discarded across the floor. Stockings hugged his legs, garters biting into his thighs, and the plug was still locked inside him, heavy and unyielding.

She sat above him, one leg crossed over the other, her silk robe loose around her shoulders. A glass of wine rested lazily in her hand. She looked down at him as though he weren’t a man at all, but a toy — her toy — ruined and waiting.

“You look disgusting,” she said softly.

His cock pulsed violently at the word.

“You’ve spent all day leaking in my pearls. You probably ruined your chair at work. Your coworkers probably smelled you. And you still obeyed.” She leaned forward, setting her wine down. Her hand stroked lazily down his cheek, almost tender. “Do you know what that makes you?”

He swallowed hard. “Your panty-slut.”

Her smile bloomed, cruel and beautiful. “Good boy.”

Her hand slid down his chest, nails grazing his stomach before pressing firmly against the bulge in his panties. The pearls rolled against his cock, wet satin squelching beneath her palm. He groaned, head tipping back.

“You want to come, don’t you?” she whispered.

“Yes, ma’am,” he gasped.

“You’ve been begging for days.” Her fingers stroked him slowly, teasing, cruel. “Ruined stockings, ruined satin, ruined pearls. And you’re still hard. Pathetic.”

He whimpered, hips jerking helplessly against her hand.

Her smile sharpened. “Fine. I’ll let you come. But it won’t be pretty. You’ll ruin these panties just like you ruined yourself. And you’ll thank me for it.”

His chest heaved. “Yes, ma’am.”

She shoved him back suddenly, until he lay sprawled on the carpet, legs spread, cock twitching violently against the pearl thong. She knelt between his thighs, her robe falling open, her stockings gleaming under the light.

“Hands behind your head,” she ordered.

He obeyed instantly, lacing his fingers together, arms shaking.

“Good boy.” She pressed her palm hard against his cock, rubbing the pearls cruelly up and down his shaft. The friction was unbearable — beads gliding over sensitive flesh, satin smearing precum, plug grinding deeper with every movement.

He cried out, hips bucking helplessly.

Her laughter was soft, indulgent. “Pathetic. One string of pearls and you’re already moaning like a whore.”

“Please—” he gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please… let me come.”

Her nails scraped the outline of his cock through the lace. “Beg properly.”

His pride shattered. “Please, ma’am, let me come in your panties. Please let me ruin myself for you.”

Her moan was low, triumphant. She pressed harder, stroking faster, the pearls rolling mercilessly. His cock twitched violently, wetness spreading, the edge burning hot.

“Say it,” she hissed.

“I’m your panty-slut,” he cried. “I’m your stocking toy. I’m your pearl-whore!”

Her laughter filled the room, cruel and sweet. “Good boy. Now come for me.”

The command broke him. His body convulsed, cock jerking against the pearls, cum spilling hot into the thong. The satin soaked instantly, sticky white spreading across the lace, pearls rolling through the mess. He gasped, shuddering, humiliated beyond words.

She didn’t stop. Her hand rubbed harder, smearing his cum across the beads, grinding it into his cock until he whined from overstimulation.

“Ruined,” she whispered. “Just like I said.”

His chest heaved, sweat dripping down his temple, cock twitching weakly in the sticky mess.

She sat back, admiring her work. The thong was soaked, pearls glistening with a mixture of precum and cum, lace clinging wet to his skin. His body shook, broken, humiliated, addicted.

Her smile softened, mockingly tender. She stroked his hair once, almost sweet. “Good boy. That’s the only kind of orgasm you get now. Ruined, messy, in my panties.”

He groaned, ashamed, aroused still despite his release.

She kissed his forehead gently, her voice low and final. “From now on, toy… every orgasm you have belongs to me.”


Chapter Seventeen

The plug was in deep. The pearls pressed cruelly along his cock. The stockings hugged his thighs in a whisper of silk that refused to be ignored. And over all of it, slacks and a crisp button-down shirt — the disguise of an ordinary man.

But Ethan knew better.

He sat on the edge of her bed, trembling, while she finished her makeup in the mirror. She wore a short black dress, low neckline, hair tied up to show the pale curve of her throat. Her legs crossed as she leaned forward, sliding lipstick across her mouth, the glossy red shining under the lamplight. Her stockings shimmered when she shifted, straps tugging at the tops of her thighs.

He could barely breathe.

“You’re nervous,” she said casually, blotting her lips.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered.

Her smile bloomed in the mirror, wicked and knowing. “Good. You should be.”

She stood, smoothing her dress, then reached into the dresser. From a neat stack, she plucked another pair of panties — sheer white, trimmed with lace, delicate as cobwebs. She dangled them in front of his face.

His stomach dropped. “No—”

“Yes.” She crouched, pushing them against his mouth. “Kiss them.”

He pressed his lips against the lace, humiliation burning. His cock twitched against the pearls already strapped to him.

“Good boy,” she purred. She tucked the panties into her purse, patting it shut. “You’ll be wearing those next time. For now, let’s see how you behave out in the real world.”

He looked up, eyes wide. “Real world?”

She smiled sweetly. “Dinner with my friends. You’ll sit, smile, and make conversation. They’ll see a normal man. But under the table?” Her hand cupped his cock through the slacks, feeling the pearls shift. He gasped. “I’ll know you’re soaked. Plugged. Helpless.”

His chest heaved, humiliation and arousal warring.

She kissed his cheek, leaving a faint stain of red lipstick. “Let’s go, toy.”

The restaurant buzzed with laughter and clinking glasses. The table for four was set near the back, candles flickering in glass holders. Two women were already there when they arrived, both elegant, both in sleek dresses that caught the light.

“Finally,” one of them teased, standing to kiss her cheek. “We thought you’d ditched us.”

“Never,” she said smoothly, sliding into her seat. She gestured at Ethan. “This is Ethan.”

His throat tightened as both women’s eyes flicked over him. He forced a polite smile, shaking hands. Their palms were warm, their nails manicured, their perfume dizzying.

He sat down quickly, heart hammering. The plug shifted as he moved, the pearls rolled cruelly against his cock. He bit the inside of his cheek to keep from groaning.

They began chatting easily — work, travel, gossip. He tried to focus, nodding at the right moments, forcing himself to answer questions about his job. His voice shook, but no one seemed to notice.

Under the table, her hand slid casually onto his thigh.

His breath caught.

She stroked slowly, inching higher, until her fingers pressed against the bulge in his slacks. The pearls shifted, satin squelching faintly. He almost choked on his wine.

Her lips curled into a soft smile as she turned back to her friends. “So, how’s the new place?”

They laughed, launched into a story. Ethan sat frozen, cock throbbing, plug grinding, her hand moving lazily under the table. He prayed no one noticed the tremble in his hands.

Her nails grazed him through the fabric. She leaned closer, whispering just loud enough for him to hear. “Say it in your head. Over and over. I’m her panty-slut. I’m plugged and leaking at dinner.”

He groaned softly, disguising it as a cough. I’m her panty-slut. I’m plugged and leaking at dinner.

The humiliation was unbearable. His cock leaked harder, soaking the pearls further.

One of her friends looked at him, smiling. “You’re awfully quiet, Ethan. Everything alright?”

His chest seized. “Y-yeah. Just—long day.”

They laughed, teasing lightly, moving on. He exhaled shakily, thighs trembling.

Her hand squeezed him once more, then withdrew, leaving him ruined and desperate. She sipped her wine as if nothing had happened.

By dessert, he was broken. The pearls were slick, the thong ruined, the plug relentless. He barely tasted the cake they shared, his mind a haze of silk and shame.

When the bill was paid and they stood to leave, she looped her arm through his, smiling sweetly at her friends. “We’ll see you next week.”

“Bring him again,” one of them teased, eyes glinting. “He’s cute.”

Ethan’s face burned hot. His cock pulsed violently at the word.

She kissed his cheek, smiling wickedly. “Oh, I will.”

Back at her apartment, she shoved him against the wall the moment the door shut. Her nails scraped down his chest, her mouth at his ear.

“You sat there plugged and pantied all night,” she whispered. “You leaked through pearls while my friends smiled at you. And you behaved.”

Her hand gripped his cock through the slacks, squeezing until he gasped. “Pathetic. You’d do it again tomorrow if I asked. Wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he groaned, trembling.

Her laughter was soft, triumphant. She kissed his lips roughly, biting. “Good boy. Tomorrow, you’ll serve drinks for us in nothing but stockings and pearls. Let’s see how long it takes them to notice what you really are.”

His cock pulsed violently, satin soaking further.

Her smile was cruel and sweet. “From now on, toy, humiliation isn’t just ours. It’s public. And you’ll beg me for more.”


Chapter Eighteen

The doorbell rang.

Ethan’s heart slammed in his chest. He stood in the hallway of her apartment, trembling, dressed exactly as she’d commanded: thigh-high black stockings strapped tight with garters, a fresh pearl thong clinging snug to his cock and ass, and nothing else. The beads pressed mercilessly into his skin, rolling every time he shifted, grinding against the plug still locked inside him.

The tray in his hands shook with glasses, the crystal chiming faintly against itself. His cock was already leaking, a faint wet stain darkening the satin beneath the pearls.

From the living room, her voice floated, casual and commanding. “Answer it.”

His stomach dropped. “Ma’am, please—”

“Now.”

His legs moved before his pride could stop them. Stockings whispered against each other as he padded to the door, tray trembling in his hands. His cock twitched so violently he thought he might drop everything.

He opened the door.

Her two friends stood there — the same women from dinner, elegant in sleek dresses, perfume wafting around them. Their eyes widened for just a split second, then softened into knowing smiles.

“Well,” one of them said, stepping inside. “So this is what you meant when you said he was cute.”

Ethan’s face burned. His cock pulsed, dripping more into the pearls.

The other woman’s laugh was low, indulgent. “You weren’t exaggerating.”

He shut the door behind them, shaking, his hands clutching the tray.

“Bring the drinks,” she called from the living room.

They followed him inside, heels clicking, while he stumbled forward, thighs trembling, tray rattling. She sat on the couch in her robe, legs crossed, stockings gleaming. Her eyes lit up when she saw him.

“Perfect,” she purred. “My little toy looks lovely tonight, doesn’t he?”

Her friends chuckled, settling onto the couch beside her. Their eyes lingered on him shamelessly, taking in every detail — the stockings, the garters, the pearls bulging against the wet lace.

Ethan set the tray down on the coffee table, hands shaking. His chest heaved with humiliation.

“Pour for us,” she ordered.

He obeyed, kneeling to pick up the bottle, his cock twitching against the pearls as he bent. The glasses chimed as he filled them one by one, the women watching silently, their smiles sharp.

When he finished, he tried to retreat, but her voice cut through the air.

“Stay.”

He froze.

“Hands behind your back. Kneel.”

His throat closed. Slowly, shame burning through every nerve, he laced his fingers behind him and sank to his knees on the rug. The pearls rolled cruelly with the movement, the plug pressing deeper. He groaned softly, biting his lip.

Her friends laughed, sipping their wine.

“He’s obedient,” one of them said.

“Pathetic, isn’t he?” she replied, stroking his hair. “Pearls in his cock, a plug in his ass, stockings on his legs. And he leaks just from kneeling.”

His cock twitched violently, wetness soaking the thong further.

“Show them,” she ordered suddenly.

His chest seized. “Ma’am, please—”

Her nails dug into his scalp. “Now.”

With shaking hands, he pulled his thighs apart. The pearl thong stretched, glistening wet under the lamp. His cock throbbed obscenely, precum shining on the beads.

Her friends gasped softly, then laughed again, indulgent and cruel.

“Disgusting,” one of them murmured, eyes fixed on him.

“Delicious,” the other corrected.

He wanted to crawl into the floor. Instead, he knelt, cock exposed, body trembling, while they sipped wine and stared.

She stroked his cheek, her smile radiant. “Good boy. Now serve us properly. Crawl.”

His pride shattered. He dropped to his hands and knees, crawling across the rug, tray balanced carefully. The pearls rolled with every movement, the plug grinding, his cock swinging humiliatingly between his thighs.

Her friends’ laughter followed him, warm and merciless.

By the end of the night, he was ruined.

They had made him crawl back and forth with drinks, kneel at their feet while they stroked his hair, and spread his thighs whenever they asked. Every time he leaked, they laughed. Every time his cock twitched, they clinked their glasses.

And through it all, she watched, calm and delighted, her smile never fading.

When the door finally shut behind them, Ethan collapsed on the rug, chest heaving, pearls soaked, stockings clinging damp to his trembling legs.

She crouched beside him, stroking his cheek tenderly. “Perfect,” she whispered. “My toy served beautifully. Humiliated, leaking, obedient. Exactly how I wanted.”

Her lips brushed his ear, sweet and cruel. “And next time… you’ll serve them naked. Pearls and plug only. Nothing to hide you at all.”

His cock pulsed violently at the words, dripping one last bead of precum into the ruined lace.


Chapter Nineteen

The next evening came faster than Ethan wanted.

He stood in her bedroom, trembling, while she lounged on the edge of the bed, stockings gleaming, robe hanging loose. The pearl thong clung damp to his cock, every bead slick from the constant leaking she’d forced out of him. The plug was still deep inside, stretching him, filling him, unrelenting.

She watched him with calm amusement, sipping wine from a crystal glass. “They liked you,” she said softly. “My friends. They thought you were adorable. Obedient. Pathetic.”

His face burned. His cock twitched in the pearls.

Her smile curved. “And tonight, you’ll be even better. Because I’m taking away your last excuse.”

He swallowed hard. “Ma’am?”

She set her glass aside and stood. Slowly, deliberately, she stepped behind him, her hands stroking down his arms, his chest, his stomach. Her nails scraped lightly across his thighs, over the garters, the stockings clinging tight.

Then she hooked her fingers into the tops and yanked.

The stockings slid down his legs in a whisper of silk, pooling around his ankles. He gasped, bare now, trembling, nothing but the pearls and plug left to cover him.

She crouched, peeling the stockings away completely, folding them neatly before tossing them onto the bed. She looked up at him, her smile wicked. “There. Naked. Helpless. Exactly how you should be.”

His cock twitched violently, pearls gleaming wet.

“Do you know what happens next?” she asked.

He shook his head, trembling.

Her voice was sweet, merciless. “You serve them like this. Pearls on your cock. Plug in your ass. Nothing else.”

His chest seized. “Please—”

Her hand cracked across his cheek, sharp enough to sting. “Quiet. Do you think you get to negotiate? Do you think you’re a man still? Look at you.” She grabbed his cock through the pearls, squeezing until he moaned. “This isn’t a man. This is a leaking toy in panties. And toys don’t talk back.”

His voice cracked. “Yes, ma’am.”

She kissed his cheek mockingly, then shoved him toward the door. “Get the tray. They’ll be here any minute.”

The doorbell rang.

Ethan’s heart slammed, his legs shaking as he carried the tray of glasses to the door. He was naked except for the pearl thong and the plug, his cock straining and dripping, humiliation burning hot in his chest.

He opened the door.

The two women from before stepped inside, their eyes widening, then lighting with laughter.

“Oh my God,” one of them said, eyes fixed on his bulge. “You weren’t kidding.”

The other’s smile curved slowly. “She stripped him.”

Their gazes raked over him shamelessly, lingering on the pearls glistening with wetness, the thong stretched tight, the plug’s base visible between his cheeks when he shifted.

His face burned hotter than fire. His cock twitched uncontrollably.

“Bring them in,” she called from the living room.

Ethan turned, trembling, tray rattling in his hands as he led them inside. Their laughter followed him, soft and merciless.

“Look at him,” one of them said as they sat on the couch, sipping wine. “He’s dripping already.”

The other chuckled. “It’s pathetic. But kind of… perfect.”

She stroked Ethan’s cheek as he knelt at her feet, tray balanced in his hands. “Isn’t he though? Pearls and plug. Nothing else. My little slut on display.”

His cock pulsed, leaking more, wetness glistening on the beads.

“Spread your thighs,” she ordered.

He hesitated. Her nails dug into his scalp instantly. “Now.”

He obeyed, parting his thighs wide. The pearls gleamed under the lamp, his cock twitching violently against them, precum smeared across lace and beads.

The women laughed softly, sipping their wine.

“Poor thing,” one murmured. “He’s so hard it looks painful.”

The other leaned forward slightly, eyes sharp. “Touch him?”

Ethan’s stomach dropped. His cock pulsed.

Her smile curved. “Go ahead.”

A manicured hand slid across his thigh, fingers brushing the pearls. He gasped, hips jerking. The beads rolled cruelly over his cock, slick with wetness.

“Ohhh,” the woman purred. “He’s soaked.”

Her friend laughed. “Pathetic.”

Ethan moaned, humiliation flooding every nerve, cock twitching harder.

“Hands behind your head,” she ordered.

He obeyed, lacing his fingers, baring himself completely. His cock strained forward helplessly, pearls sliding, plug grinding.

Her friends took turns teasing him, stroking lightly, rolling the beads, laughing every time he whimpered.

She watched from the couch, sipping her wine, her smile calm and radiant. “See how easy it is? Strip him, plug him, and he’s mine. Utterly. He doesn’t even need words anymore. Just pearls and shame.”

His cock pulsed violently at her words, precum dripping freely.

“Beg,” she ordered suddenly.

His voice cracked. “Please, ma’am… please let me serve.”

The women laughed again, indulgent.

Her smile softened wickedly. “Good boy. You already are.”

By the end of the night, he was ruined. Knees sore from crawling with trays, cock aching from hours of teasing, pearls soaked with layer after layer of precum. The women left with lingering smiles, their perfume heavy in the air.

She closed the door, turned to him, and smiled.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “From now on, toy, you’re not just mine. You’re entertainment. And every leak, every twitch, every ruined orgasm will be for their amusement as much as mine.”

His cock pulsed violently, dripping one last streak into the pearls.

She kissed him softly, mockingly tender. “Good boy.”


Chapter Twenty

The apartment was quiet again. Her friends were gone, the glasses washed and stacked, the laughter fading like perfume in the air. Ethan knelt on the rug, naked except for pearls and plug, chest heaving, cock dripping helplessly into the satin below.

She circled him slowly, robe half-open, stockings gleaming. Her smile was calm, almost gentle, but her eyes were alight with the same wicked fire that had been growing night after night.

“You did well,” she murmured. “Crawling. Serving. Dripping like a whore while they watched.”

He shuddered, humiliation searing every nerve. “Thank you, ma’am.”

Her hand cupped his chin, tilting his face up. “But you leaked too much. Too freely. Like a slut without discipline.”

His stomach dropped. “I—I couldn’t help it—”

“You won’t have to,” she cut in, voice soft, dangerous. “Because from now on, you won’t leak without my permission.”

Her hand left his chin and went to the nightstand. From the drawer, she pulled out something small, metallic, gleaming. The lamplight caught on it, shining like a cruel promise.

Ethan’s breath hitched. “What is that?”

She held it up between two fingers: a chastity cage, delicate but merciless, steel and silicone entwined. The ring was wide and solid, the cage itself narrow, designed to lock a cock in permanent softness.

His chest seized. “No—please, ma’am, not that—”

Her smile curved. “Yes. Exactly that. You’ve proven you can’t be trusted. You leak in pearls, ruin panties, twitch at every word I say. A toy like you needs rules. A lock. Control.”

His cock twitched violently, betraying him instantly.

She laughed softly. “Pathetic. You’re hard for it already.”

“I’m not—” he stammered, but the words dissolved into a groan as she reached down, stroking him once through the pearls, just enough to smear wetness across the beads.

Her nails scraped his shaft. “Get on the bed. On your back. Legs open.”

Shame burned hot as he obeyed, climbing onto the mattress, thighs spread wide. The pearls gleamed wet between them, plug pressing deeper as he moved. His cock strained, dripping, as she climbed up beside him, the chastity cage glinting in her hand.

She unhooked the pearl thong, sliding it away from his cock, leaving him bare. Precum glistened on his swollen tip, leaking down his shaft, staining the sheets beneath him.

Her laugh was cruel, indulgent. “Messy little slut. Soaking my bed.”

She gripped his cock, stroking once, squeezing until he moaned. “Enjoy it. That’s the last time you’ll feel my hand without steel between us.”

“No, ma’am, please—”

She silenced him with a sharp tug of his hair. “Hush. Toys don’t beg against orders. Toys obey.”

His breath hitched, body trembling as she slid the ring around the base of his cock, pushing his balls through carefully, deliberately. The metal was cold against his heated skin.

She fitted the cage next, forcing his swollen cock down, sliding it into the narrow sheath. It compressed him ruthlessly, leaving him soft, trapped, utterly contained.

He gasped as she snapped the lock shut.

The click echoed like a sentence.

“There,” she whispered, leaning close, her lips brushing his ear. “Mine. Locked. Helpless.”

His chest heaved, cock twitching uselessly inside the cage, precum smeared across the bars. “Ma’am—”

Her mouth caught his, rough, claiming, silencing him. When she pulled back, her smile was radiant, cruel and sweet all at once.

“You don’t cum. You don’t leak. You don’t even twitch without me deciding when. Your cock is mine now, toy. Forever.”

His body shook with shame and unbearable arousal. The plug ground deeper, the cage bit tight, and his pride shattered completely.

“Yes, ma’am,” he whispered, broken.

Her kiss was soft this time, almost tender. “Good boy.”

The next morning, he woke to find her already dressed — silk blouse, pencil skirt, stockings shimmering. She stood at the dresser, makeup perfect, sipping coffee.

He shifted, the cage biting instantly, reminding him of his place.

Her eyes flicked to him in the mirror, lips curving. “How’s my locked toy feeling?”

His cheeks burned. “Tight, ma’am. Helpless.”

Her smile widened. “Perfect. Stay like that all day. And tonight… we’ll show my friends how pretty a caged cock can be.”

His cock pulsed uselessly inside the cage, precum leaking one helpless drop through the bars.

Her laughter was soft, indulgent. “Pathetic.”


Chapter Twenty-One

The cage was merciless.

Ethan could feel it with every movement — the hard steel biting against his skin, the narrow bars forcing his cock into permanent softness, the lock cold against the base. Every twitch, every involuntary pulse, was contained and humiliated. The plug inside him made sure there was no relief, no distraction. Just layers of shame pressing tighter each hour.

He knelt by the coffee table, naked except for the plug and the cage. His thighs trembled, his chest heaved, his face burned. Across from him, she sat calmly in her armchair, robe loose, stockings gleaming on crossed legs. A glass of red wine rested delicately in her hand.

She’d made him kneel there for an hour without speaking. No words, no tasks, no mercy. Just silence, the cage, the plug, and her steady gaze.

Finally, the doorbell rang.

Her smile curved. “Showtime.”

His chest seized.

She rose, setting her wine down, and glided to the door. The robe slipped open slightly as she moved, flashing the tops of her stockings. She opened it with a soft, welcoming laugh.

“Come in.”

Her two friends stepped inside, elegant as always. Their dresses clung to their curves, perfume trailing behind them. The moment their eyes found Ethan, kneeling by the table, naked and caged, their laughter lit the room.

“Oh my God,” one of them gasped, hand covering her mouth. “You actually locked him?”

The other’s smile spread slowly, wicked and indulgent. “Look at it. He’s dripping through the bars already.”

Heat flooded Ethan’s face. He tried to look down, but her sharp voice cut through the air.

“Eyes up, toy. Show them.”

Shame burned through him as he lifted his head, forcing himself to meet their gazes. Their eyes swept over him shamelessly, lingering on the cage glistening with precum, the faint wetness smeared along the bars.

One of them set her purse down with a laugh. “He looks pathetic. Helpless.”

“Exactly,” she said smoothly, stepping back toward him. She stroked his cheek possessively, nails grazing his jaw. “He can’t cum, can’t even get hard without my permission. His cock belongs to me now. Permanently.”

Ethan groaned softly, cock twitching uselessly inside the cage.

The women laughed, sipping the wine she poured for them.

“Spread your thighs,” she ordered.

His stomach dropped, but he obeyed, parting them wide. The cage jutted forward obscenely, glistening wet, the plug base visible between his cheeks.

Her friends leaned in slightly, eyes fixed on him. One of them reached forward without hesitation, manicured nails tapping the steel lightly.

He gasped, the vibration shooting straight through him.

“Ohhh,” she purred, voice thick with amusement. “It really is locked tight. Poor thing.”

Her friend laughed, stroking a finger down the bars. “He’s leaking anyway. What a slut.”

Ethan moaned, humiliation crushing him.

“Hands behind your head,” she commanded.

He obeyed instantly, lacing his fingers, baring himself completely. The cage gleamed under the lamplight, precum glistening between the bars.

Her friends took turns teasing him, tapping the cage, brushing their fingers lightly across it, laughing every time he whimpered.

And she sat back on the couch, legs crossed, sipping her wine, smile calm and radiant.

“You see? He’s perfect like this. A caged cock, a plugged ass, stockings when I allow it, pearls when I’m generous. That’s all he is now. A toy dressed in silk and steel.”

Ethan’s body shook with unbearable arousal and shame. His cock pulsed violently against the bars, precum dripping down, smearing onto his thighs.

Her friend leaned closer, voice low and mocking. “Does he ever get released?”

Her smile curved wickedly. “Only if he begs. Only if he suffers. And only when I decide he’s earned it. Otherwise, he leaks like this forever.”

Ethan moaned helplessly, body trembling, pride shattered.

“Say it,” she ordered suddenly, her eyes locking onto his.

His throat tightened. “I… I leak forever unless you allow it, ma’am.”

Her friends laughed, delighted, their eyes sparkling.

Her smile was soft, cruel. She kissed his forehead mockingly. “Good boy.”

By the time they left, Ethan was broken. His knees ached from the rug, his cock was raw from dripping against the cage, his pride was in ruins.

She closed the door behind them and turned, her robe slipping open as she walked toward him.

“You served well,” she whispered, stroking his cheek. “Locked, humiliated, dripping for their amusement. Exactly how my panty-sniffer should be.”

Her lips brushed his ear. “And tomorrow, toy, you’ll serve them drinks again. But this time, gagged with my panties too. Let’s see if they can still understand your muffled moans.”

His cock pulsed violently against the cage, precum leaking through the bars.

Her smile was indulgent. “Pathetic.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

The gag tasted of her before he even opened his mouth.

She stood over him in the bedroom, silk robe hanging open just enough to reveal the lace beneath. In her hand dangled a fresh pair of panties — black satin, warm from her body, damp at the crotch. She smirked down at him, her voice soft but sharp.

“Open.”

His chest heaved. “Ma’am, please—”

Her hand snapped across his cheek, the sting immediate. “I said open.”

Shame and obedience crushed the last of his pride. His mouth parted.

She stuffed the satin deep, the musk filling his tongue and nose. The lace pressed against his lips, hot and intimate. He groaned instantly, the sound muffled, his cock twitching uselessly in the cage.

“Perfect.” She tied a silk ribbon around his head, fixing the panties in place as a gag. “Now you’re exactly what you should be. My panty-sniffer gagged with what he craves.”

His thighs trembled. The plug shifted inside him. The cage bit down mercilessly.

The doorbell rang.

Her smile curved slow, cruel. “Showtime, toy.”

The living room buzzed with warmth when her two friends entered, heels clicking, perfume spilling into the air. They carried a bottle of wine between them, laughing softly — until their eyes found him.

Naked. Plugged. Caged. Gagged with satin panties tied tight across his mouth.

They both stopped, their laughter breaking into gasps and then indulgent chuckles.

“Ohhh my God,” one of them said, eyes wide. “You gagged him?”

The other laughed low. “That’s perfect. He looks like a slut on his knees.”

Heat flooded Ethan’s face. His muffled whimper slipped out around the panties, shame burning hot.

“Bring them drinks,” she ordered from the couch, her legs crossed in shimmering stockings.

Ethan crawled forward, tray balanced in trembling hands. Every movement made the plug shift deeper, the cage grind harder, precum leaking through the bars. His muffled groans followed him, humiliated and desperate.

Her friends watched, eyes sharp, laughter soft.

“Listen to him,” one murmured, leaning closer. “He can’t even serve a drink without whining.”

The other smirked. “Pathetic.”

They made him crawl back and forth for an hour. Each time he knelt to offer a glass, his cock strained helplessly against the cage, dripping down onto the rug. Each time he moaned behind the gag, their laughter followed.

At one point, one of them leaned close and tugged the ribbon, making the panties press tighter into his mouth. He whimpered, cock twitching violently.

“Good little panty-slut,” she whispered, voice sweet with cruelty.

Her friend laughed. “He sounds like a muffled puppy.”

Ethan’s shame seared hotter than fire.

Finally, she gestured him closer. “On your back. Show them.”

His chest seized. He obeyed anyway, lying on the rug, thighs spread, hands behind his head. The cage jutted forward, wet and glistening, the plug base visible between his cheeks. His moans came soft and muffled behind the satin gag, helpless and broken.

Her friends leaned over him, sipping wine, eyes fixed on his locked cock.

“Look at that mess,” one murmured. “He’s dripping through the bars.”

“Pathetic,” the other said again, tapping the cage with a nail. The sound made him groan, body trembling.

She sat back on the couch, smile serene, stockings shining. “He’ll stay gagged until morning. Leaking, plugged, caged, and stuffed with satin. My toy doesn’t need words. Just humiliation.”

Her friends laughed again, raising their glasses.

Ethan moaned into the panties, his cock pulsing violently in the cage, precum spilling through the bars onto his thighs.

And she watched, calm and triumphant, while her panty-sniffer gave himself away completely.


Chapter Twenty-Three

The night was half gone when she finally brought it out.

Ethan was on his knees in front of the coffee table, thighs spread, hands behind his head. The satin panties gagged his mouth, ribbon biting tight against the back of his skull. His cock strained uselessly inside the cage, dripping through the bars onto his thighs. His chest heaved with every muffled moan.

Her friends lounged on the couch with glasses of wine, dresses slipping over crossed legs, perfume thick in the air. They’d spent the last hour laughing every time he whimpered, teasing his locked cock with the tips of their nails, mocking his muffled panty-sounds.

And then she stood.

The room seemed to still as she walked slowly to her dresser. Her robe swayed with each step, stockings whispering, the faint gleam of her garters catching the candlelight. She opened the top drawer, slipped her hand inside, and pulled something small and metallic into view.

The key.

It glimmered under the lamplight like a promise, cruel and merciful at once.

Ethan’s heart slammed against his ribs. His muffled groan spilled out instantly, cock pulsing so violently in the cage it hurt.

Her friends gasped, then laughed. “Ohhh,” one of them purred. “Look at his face.”

The other leaned forward, eyes fixed on him. “He’s begging already.”

She held the key delicately between two fingers as she crossed the room, stopping right in front of him. Slowly, she crouched down, bringing it to his eye level. Her smile was radiant, indulgent.

“Do you want this, toy?”

His moan was desperate, muffled into the panties, body trembling as he nodded furiously.

She chuckled softly. “Pathetic. You’ve been in that cage one day and you’re already broken.”

Her friend leaned closer, sipping her wine. “He looks like he’d crawl across glass just to touch it.”

“Would you?” she asked sweetly, tilting her head. “Would you crawl across glass just to be free?”

His muffled groan turned frantic, his thighs shaking, precum dripping steadily from the cage. He nodded again, desperation searing every nerve.

Her smile curved wickedly. She dangled the key above him, letting it sway back and forth. His eyes followed it, wide, hungry, pleading.

“Beg,” she whispered.

The panties muffled his voice into pathetic whimpers, high and broken. His body shook, cock straining uselessly, leaking through the bars.

Her friends laughed, delighted.

“He’s drooling into the gag,” one murmured.

“Messy little slut,” the other said, voice thick with amusement.

She let the key brush lightly across his cheek, cold against flushed skin. Then she pulled it away.

“No,” she said simply.

His muffled cry was almost a sob. His chest heaved, cock jerking violently against the steel, precum spilling down his thighs.

She rose slowly, key dangling between her fingers, and walked back to the couch. She sat down gracefully, crossing her legs, stockings gleaming. The key rested casually on the table beside her wine glass.

Her smile was calm, cruel. “You’ll see it every night, toy. But you’ll never touch it. Not unless I decide. Until then… you’ll leak and beg and whimper through panties while they laugh.”

Ethan’s body shook, his muffled moans filling the room, humiliation and arousal twisting into one unbearable knot.

Her friends clinked their glasses together, eyes glinting.

“To his cage,” one said.

“To his ruin,” the other added.

They laughed, sipping wine, while Ethan knelt gagged and dripping, the key gleaming just out of reach.


Chapter Twenty-Four

The key dangled from her fingers like bait.

Ethan knelt on the rug again, thighs trembling, cock straining uselessly inside the steel cage. The panties were still tied at his mouth, ribbon biting tight against his head. His muffled breaths came quick and shallow, humiliation seared into every nerve.

She sat on the couch between her friends, glass of wine in hand, robe slipping open to reveal silk and garters. The key caught the lamplight as she held it, twirling it lazily.

“You wanted this last night,” she said sweetly. “You begged through my panties, dripped for it, cried for it.”

His muffled groan broke into the air, desperate and raw.

Her smile curved. “But you’re not getting it. Not in your hand, not in the lock. No…” She rose slowly, walking toward him, heels clicking against the hardwood. “…you’ll wear it.”

His heart slammed. His muffled whimper escaped instantly, his cock pulsing in the cage.

She crouched in front of him, close enough for him to smell her perfume, her robe brushing his skin. From her robe pocket, she pulled a thin black ribbon, threading the key onto it. She looped it around his neck, tying it snug at the back.

The key rested against his chest, cold and cruel.

Her nails traced the metal lightly, making him shudder. “There. Perfect. My toy parades his denial for everyone to see.”

Her friends laughed softly, sipping their wine.

“That’s evil,” one murmured, eyes glinting. “He’s got the key but can’t use it.”

The other leaned forward, smiling wickedly. “Every time he looks down, he’ll see how helpless he is.”

Ethan moaned behind the gag, shame flooding hotter, cock straining helplessly against the bars.

“Stand,” she ordered.

His legs shook as he obeyed, rising to his feet. Naked, plugged, caged, gagged, with the key dangling at his chest — he looked obscene, pathetic, ruined.

Her hand stroked his cheek softly. “Serve them drinks.”

His stomach dropped.

He turned slowly, picking up the tray, the key swinging against his skin with each movement. The plug shifted, the cage bit, the panties muffled his whimpers.

As he bent to pour wine, the key brushed against the top of the cage, clinking faintly. The sound made the women laugh, sharp and indulgent.

“Do you hear that?” one said, her eyes locked on him. “It’s like the key is mocking him.”

The other chuckled, reaching out to tug lightly at the ribbon. “Look at him blush. He hates it.”

He did. And yet his cock throbbed harder, precum leaking through the bars, staining his thighs.

For hours they toyed with him. Every time he bent to refill a glass, the key swung against the cage, reminding him of his denial. Every time he moaned into the panties, they laughed, reminding him of his shame.

And she sat back, calm and radiant, sipping her wine, stockings gleaming under the light.

At last, she gestured him forward. “On your knees. Hands behind your head.”

He obeyed instantly, the key dangling against his chest, the cage glistening wet, his thighs trembling.

Her smile was soft, cruel. “Perfect. From now on, toy, you’ll always wear it. The key will never leave your body. It will remind you with every breath that your cock is mine, your ruin is mine, and your freedom doesn’t exist.”

His muffled whimper filled the room, broken and desperate.

Her friends raised their glasses again, eyes gleaming.

“To the key,” one said.

“To his denial,” the other replied.

They drank, laughing, while Ethan knelt caged, plugged, gagged, and forced to wear his own lock like jewelry.


Chapter Twenty-Five — Finale

The air was thick with perfume, wine, and candlelight.

Ethan knelt in the center of the living room, thighs spread wide, hands locked behind his head. The steel cage glistened under the lamp, wet and obscene. The plug inside him pressed cruelly, filling him without mercy. The panties gagging his mouth were soaked with drool and musk, ribbon tied snug at the back of his head.

Around his neck dangled the key — the cruelest ornament, cold metal resting against his chest, swinging faintly with every tremble. It mocked him with each breath: freedom so close, forever out of reach.

On the couch, she lounged in her silk robe, stockings gleaming, wine glass raised. Her friends sat beside her, elegant and sharp, dresses hugging their bodies, eyes locked on him.

Tonight wasn’t like the others. He felt it in the weight of their stares, the calm in her smile. Tonight wasn’t about teasing him for an hour and sending them home. Tonight was about something final.

She set her glass down delicately, leaned forward, and spoke.

“Do you know why you’re kneeling here, toy?”

His muffled whimper spilled out through the gag. His thighs trembled, cock straining uselessly against the bars.

She tilted her head, smile soft. “You’re here to admit it. In front of them. In front of me. No more denial, no more pride. Just truth.”

His chest seized.

Her friend leaned forward, eyes glinting. “Make him say it.”

She rose slowly, walking toward him. The robe swayed, the tops of her stockings flashing. She crouched in front of him, stroking his cheek almost tenderly.

“I’ll untie your gag,” she whispered, fingers brushing the ribbon. “But if you use your words for anything except the truth, the panties go straight back in, and you’ll sleep like that for a week.”

He groaned softly, humiliated and desperate.

She pulled the knot loose. The panties slid from his mouth, wet with saliva and scent. His lips parted around a gasp, his jaw aching from the stretch.

Her eyes locked on his. “Say it, toy. Tell them what you are.”

His throat closed. His cock pulsed violently against the cage.

“Ma’am, please—”

Her nails dug into his chest, just above the dangling key. “Now.”

The words tore out of him, broken and raw. “I’m your panty-sniffer. Your… plugged, caged toy.”

Her friends laughed, soft and indulgent. “God, listen to him,” one murmured.

The other leaned back, sipping her wine. “Completely ruined.”

Her smile widened, radiant and cruel. “Again.”

“I’m your panty-sniffer,” he whispered, voice shaking. “Your toy. Nothing else.”

She kissed his cheek mockingly. “Good boy. Louder.”

His voice cracked. “I’m your panty-sniffer! Your toy! Your… your slut!”

Her friends clapped softly, delighted.

His face burned hotter than fire. His cock throbbed helplessly, leaking through the bars. The key clinked faintly against the cage, mocking him with each desperate pulse.

She rose, stepping behind him, her hands sliding down his chest to grip the chain of the necklace. She tugged, making the key press harder into his skin.

“This is who you are,” she whispered in his ear, low and merciless. “A slut gagged with satin. A cock locked in steel. A body filled with plugs. A panty-sniffer who serves on his knees. Say it again.”

“I’m—” his voice broke, tears stinging his eyes, “—I’m your panty-sniffer. Your toy. Forever.”

Her friends leaned forward, smiling, eyes sharp with amusement.

“Forever,” one echoed.

“Forever,” the other agreed.

Her lips brushed his ear. “Forever.”

The room seemed to hum with the sound of his ruin.

He stayed kneeling while they toasted, while they laughed, while they finished their wine. Every so often, one of them would reach out and tap the cage with a nail, making him groan, or tug at the ribbon around his neck, making the key swing against his chest.

By the end of the night, he was raw, trembling, broken.

She dismissed her friends with a kiss on each cheek, thanking them sweetly for coming. They left smiling, perfume trailing in their wake, the door shutting softly behind them.

The apartment was quiet again.

She turned back to him. He was still on his knees, thighs trembling, cock glistening in the cage, mouth wet from the gag. His chest heaved, his face flushed with shame and unbearable arousal.

She walked toward him slowly, robe slipping open, stockings gleaming. She crouched in front of him, stroking his cheek softly.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “You admitted it. You accepted it. Now it’s real. Forever.”

His lips trembled. “Yes, ma’am.”

Her kiss was soft this time, almost tender. She pressed her forehead to his, her voice low and intimate.

“You’re mine. My panty-sniffer. My toy. My slut. Forever.”

The cage bit tight. The plug pressed deep. The key rested cold against his chest.

And Ethan knew — there was no escape, no return. Only satin, stockings, pearls, plugs, and her.

Forever.


Epilogue — Forced Into Her Stockings

Morning light spilled across the bedroom. The air smelled faintly of silk, musk, and perfume.

Ethan woke on the floor beside the bed, the rug soft under his knees. His thighs were parted automatically, his hands folded neatly behind his back. The steel cage pressed cold and snug against his cock, the key dangling at his chest, clinking faintly with each breath. The plug still filled him, stretching him in the way he’d grown used to.

The panties gagging his mouth were fresh — sheer lavender, damp from her body, tied in place with ribbon. He drooled against them, the taste burned into his tongue.

He hadn’t woken up in a bed for weeks. Beds were for her. Rugs were for him.

The alarm clock on the dresser chimed. He perked up immediately, posture straightening, thighs trembling from the effort. A moment later, the bathroom door opened.

She stepped out wrapped in a towel, her hair damp, stockings already clinging to her legs. She glanced at him, lips curving into that soft, cruel smile.

“Good boy. Awake and waiting.”

His muffled moan spilled into the panties, cock pulsing uselessly in the cage.

She dropped the towel, letting it fall to the floor, and pulled on her bra, blouse, skirt. By the time she stepped into her heels, she looked like perfection — polished, professional, dangerous.

“Fetch.”

He crawled instantly to the dresser, tugging open the top drawer. Panties and stockings were arranged in neat rows, folded and labeled exactly how she demanded: Obedience. Punishment. Reward. He chose the black lace pair she favored for workdays, holding them up reverently as he crawled back to her.

She plucked them from his hands with a smirk. “Good toy.”

He whimpered behind his gag, cock straining, precum leaking through the bars.

She slipped into the panties with slow, casual grace, letting the lace hug her hips. Then she smoothed her skirt over them, reached down, and cupped his cheek.

“Do you remember what you are?” she asked softly.

His muffled moan came instantly.

She tugged the gag down, letting the wet satin hang around his neck. “Say it.”

“I’m your panty-sniffer,” he whispered, voice cracked from weeks of use. “Your toy. Forever.”

Her smile softened, almost tender. She kissed his forehead, lipstick smearing faintly.

“Perfect.”

She stepped into her heels, grabbed her purse, and headed for the door. She didn’t bother locking his cage — it had been weeks since she even thought about it. The key around his neck was enough.

Before she left, she glanced back at him once more.

“Kneel there until I come home. Don’t move. Don’t speak. Just sniff.”

She tossed a worn pair of satin panties onto the rug in front of him. They landed soft, damp, smelling of her.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Ethan pressed his face into them instantly, cage pulsing, plug pressing, humiliation and devotion wrapping around him like chains.

The key swung against his chest, cold and final.

And he knew, without doubt or escape — this was forever.
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