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Prologue: Burning the Midnight Oil

August days were trickling away like raindrops through my fingertips.

Erratic weather had made planning any trips or activities difficult, and it seemed to me that I spent more time running from the rain than walking in the sun. Luckily, that summer I had something else to keep me occupied.

Well….someone.

And at least my work had never been more interesting.

Today, raindrops were bursting against the executive office windows in hard, irregular patterns, each splatter slicing through the lazy hum of the record player. Outside, the city blurred behind streaked glass, neon bleeding into shadows. Inside, the room was warm and dim, thick with the low curl of soft music, the scent of expensive leather furniture, and Anya’s floral perfume.

My cheek pressed into the arm of her chair, the soft grain of the leather warm beneath my skin. I melted into the heat of her body as she bent me firmly across her lap, one arm holding me steady, the other drifting lower down my trembling form.

Anya didn't rush.

She always did things in her own time. Her manicured fingernails grazed the backs of my thighs just enough to make me flinch and moan whenever she wanted. Every nerve in my skin reached for her. After almost three weeks of unsatisfying releases, every inch of me ached to be touched.

"I think you're an excellent secretary," Anya whispered, her voice low and deliberate, her words folding themselves into me. Her fingertips traced downward, then circled, slowly and devastatingly around the tender weight of my swollen, neglected balls.

Her voice was as pure as river water. "Chastity really suits you."

I whimpered. I couldn’t help it. Miss Anya literally had me by the balls.

Then her hand slid further, fingers curling around the smooth plastic cage locked around my cock. She gave it a squeeze, firmly and possessively, and I cried out in a tight gasp of helpless frustration and pathetic desperation for more.

“Say the words,” Anya whispered. “Tell me how thankful you are, drippy.”

"Thank you, Miss Anya," I breathed, the words spilling out of me. "Thank you for locking my useless cock in chastity."

Anya said nothing. She just smiled and let her fingers tease the base of the cage, as if I were a precious bauble she owned.

But I’m getting ahead of myself again.

Let me explain.


Chapter 1: A loyal and obedient secretary

I sat on a low stool in Miss Anya’s office wearing my best navy suit, collar stiff, tie tight, the fabric still warm from the steamer that morning. My laptop rested on my lap, and my fingers moved carefully over the keys as I typed up the minutes of her meeting. Anya’s voice, calm and precise, flowed like the tides. Mine was not to interrupt, only to listen and record.

She sat across from a tall, striking woman named Fredrika, a visiting executive from a Canadian screen protector conglomerate, though that barely scratched the surface. Fredrika looked like she belonged on the cover of a magazine. Long legs poured into slick leather trousers, black and fitted like a second skin. Her blouse was low-cut, plum silk clinging to her slim frame, the V dipping just enough to show the tight outline of petite, perfect breasts. Her silver-blonde hair was razor-straight, her bangs cut sharp above steel-blue eyes. Every smile was a smirk, and regardless of the conversation, she seemed inwardly amused.

Miss Anya, a beauty unto herself. Blonde waves curled gently at her shoulders, softening the angles of her face and drawing the eye to the lush shape of her mouth, soft Cupid’s bow lips she knew exactly how to part in a way that made men dumb and women stupid with jealousy. Her green eyes sparkled as she spoke, casual but measured. Her blazer was tailored within an inch of its life, hugging the swell of her C-cup breasts and clinging lovingly to the curve of her ass. She hadn’t bothered with a blouse. Or a bra. The delicate gold chain that held my key rested directly between her immaculate tits, the metal swinging lightly as she leaned forward.

Fredrika’s gaze dropped.

She tilted her head. “Interesting necklace.”

Anya gave a little shrug. “Gift to myself.”

Fredrika chuckled. “Is it decorative, or does it open something fun? Boyfriend?”

“I don’t have a boyfriend,” Anya said smoothly, sipping her iced americano, the glass clinking with soft sounds.

“Mmm,” Fredrika said. “Then what poor little toy do you have locked up?”

The heat flushed to my face instantly. My fingers slowed. Fredrika looked directly at me now, that cool smirk curling her lips.

“Oh. It’s this one,” Anya said, surprised but obviously amused as she pointed to me. “Bitch, is it true?”

I swallowed, nodding. “Yes, ma’am.”

Fredrika’s grin widened. “Come on, pet. Tell me everything.”

Anya leaned back in her chair, draping one leg over the other with slow, satisfied elegance. “He’s my assistant. I locked him up after a long string of terrible choices, mostly ex-girlfriends and bad habits. But in chastity, he’s quite well-behaved. He’s helped get me to the position I’m in today.”

Fredrika laughed. “That’s adorable, and now he types your minutes while locked in a cage?”

“He begged me to take the key,” Anya said with mock sweetness. “Didn’t you, pet?”

I looked down at the carpet, ears burning. “Yes, Miss Anya.”

“Oh, don’t be shy,” Fredrika purred. “Was this your idea? Or did she just catch you jerking off in the break room?”

Anya giggled. “Worse. His ex caught him jerking off and dumped him. Ninth time, I believe?”

Fredrika’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “Ninth?”

“I thought he needed structure,” Anya went on, swirling her drink. “So I locked him. Started him on a proper routine. Morning coffee, reports by ten, foot massages midday. That kind of thing.”

“Does he get to cum?” Fredrika asked, leaning forward, eyes glittering.

“Only when he earns it,” Anya said. “And never properly. He’s very obedient now, though. Aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes, Miss Anya,” I said softly. My cheeks were on fire, cock twitching painfully in its plastic prison. “I’m your good boy.”

Fredrika turned toward me, her voice low and delighted. “Are you hard right now, slut?”

I nodded, shame rising in my throat. “Yes, ma’am.”

“And still locked?”

I nodded again.

She leaned back in her seat, laughing gently. “Oh, you poor thing. You really are well-trained. That’s a good little toy.”

Anya’s smile was radiant now, basking in the attention, in the power. “He even thanks me when I ruin his orgasms. Don’t you?”

“Every time,” I said, eyes on the floor.

Fredrika uncrossed her legs, slipped off one boot, and extended her bare foot toward me. Her toes were painted ice-blue, sharp against the dark carpet and the porcelain hue of her skin.

“Kiss them,” Fredrika said, voice calm and amused. “Let’s see how well-trained you really are.”

I leaned forward instantly, lips brushing the ball of her foot, then her toes, careful, reverent. She giggled.

“Excellent,” Fredrika said, pulling her foot away. “Now hers.”

I turned to Anya. She smiled warmly and dangled one foot forward. Hers were so pretty, bare and pink and oh so familiar by now. I kissed it slowly, pressing my lips to each toe, my breath shallow with humiliation and arousal.

Fredrika stood and reached for her coat. “The deal’s yours,” she said lightly. “I like how you run a team.”

Anya beamed. “Pleasure doing business.”

As the door clicked shut, she turned to me, glowing.

“You,” Anya said, sliding her foot against my chest, “are the best secretary ever.”


Chapter 2:  Caviar, Matcha, and My Tongue Between Her Legs

The private room was discreetly tucked behind a frosted glass wall on the top floor of the Executive Club. It was so exclusive it didn’t have a public website or codeword, just a knowing nod to the maître d’ and a name on the list. When Miss Anya told me I was invited to join her and Claudette for an after-work coffee date there, I thought maybe, just maybe, it would be different this time.

Of course, I was wrong.

The room was tastefully opulent, all velvet banquettes and polished mahogany, candlelight flickering in recessed sconces. A round table waited in the center with two chairs.

Anya and Claudette entered ahead of me, both dressed like they were headed to a rooftop party full of cocktails and bad decisions, not just sipping matcha in a private room.

Claudette wore a shimmering emerald minidress with a plunging neckline that barely contained her ample, high breasts, and the hem was so short it flirted with the tops of her thighs every time she moved. Her gold stilettos clacked with every step, and my gaze kept flickering from her tits to her thighs and then her toes. She caught me almost every time but said nothing, just winked and looked pityingly at my crotch.

Anya was in all black, a scandalously short leather skirt that hugged her ass like it was spray-painted on, and a sheer cropped bralette that showed the outline of her nipples and framed the soft swing of the gold key between her tits.

In short, they looked like trouble.

Caviar, Spanish olives, and tiny tapas plates lined the center of the table, along with two steaming matcha lattes in delicate ceramic cups.

“On your knees, pet,” Anya said as she slid elegantly into her seat. “There’s no chair for you. We wouldn’t want you to presume.”

I dropped, heart pounding, suit tight around my thighs as I settled under the table, kneeling at their beautiful feet. The smell of their perfume drifted down to me, jasmine and sandalwood and something sugary on Claudette, like peach tea.

Already, my cock twitched uselessly inside the newest cage. This was so humiliating.

Claudette kicked off one heel and let her foot rest lightly against my shoulder. “Mmm, I like this already.”

“Be useful,” Anya murmured to me sharply. “Worship us quietly while we catch up!”

I leaned forward and began to press soft kisses to the arch of Anya’s bare foot, inhaling her scent, tracing her toes with my lips, tongue flicking just enough to show effort but not enough to tickle them.

Then I moved to Claudette, her skin warmer, her toes painted a delicate rose gold that matched the little anklet resting above her heel.

They talked. They laughed. They clicked instantly.

There was something in the way their voices folded into each other, like notes in a chord. To think, less than a week ago, Claudette and I had been on a date of our own.

Safe to say I blew my shot there.

“I don’t usually date blondes,” Claudette said, sipping her matcha. “But you’re making a very compelling case.”

Anya smiled, lips curling around the rim of her cup. “If you think I’m persuasive here, you should hear how charismatic I am once the lights go low…”

They both giggled, leaning in slightly, hands brushing over the table. And I was beneath them, face red, tongue sore, cock straining and leaking into my cage.

A few crumbs of tapenade crust dropped from Claudette’s hand and landed directly on my shoulder.

“Oh, no,” Anya sighed. “That’ll stain the suit. Strip, sweetheart. I paid good money for that tailoring.”

I hesitated.

“Now.”

With trembling fingers, I undid the jacket, then the shirt, folding each piece beside me on the floor. I hesitated at the trousers.

“I won’t ask again,” Anya said, glancing down.

I pushed them off slowly, revealing the black lace thong pulled tightly between my cheeks, the faint outline of the pink chastity cage straining beneath the sheer fabric. The plug nestled between my ass cheeks pulsed with every heartbeat, snug and unignorable.

Claudette looked under the table and howled with laughter.

“Oh my God. Why?!” Claudette asked.

Anya dabbed her lips with a linen napkin, utterly unfazed. “A secretary should be pretty for his boss.”

I whimpered, secretly loving it.

“He really didn’t put up too much of a fight,” she added with a smirk.

Claudette snorted. “I can’t believe I ever wanted to date you. Jesus.”

Anya laughed.

“True. But he has his uses. Drippy,” she called, voice suddenly firm. “Lick out my beautiful guest while we continue our date.”

I didn’t hesitate. I crawled between Claudette’s long legs, gently spreading her thighs, inching her panties to the side. Her pussy was already warm and slick, the folds soft and flushed and sweet-smelling with arousal.

Above the table, she was laughing about summer in Marseille while Miss Anya was on her year abroad in Paris. Below it, I was pressing my mouth to her sex, tongue parting her lips, teasing her clit with slow, worshipful flicks. Her thighs tightened around my ears briefly, but she didn’t stop talking, didn’t even acknowledge me with a word.

“You’re bad,” Anya said playfully, licking a bit of caviar from her fingertip.

“I’m curious,” Claudette replied. “And you’re hot.”

“You’re not so bad yourself,” Anya whispered, and then their lips met above the table.

It was a slow kiss, one of those first ones full of promise and surprise. I could hear the soft slide of their mouths against each other, the shared exhale, the clink of Claudette’s bracelet as she reached for Anya’s cheek. And below the table, I was losing myself in her pussy, licking deeper now, flattening my tongue and grinding softly as her hips began to roll forward into my face.

She broke the kiss with a moan. “Oh. Oh wow.”

“Good boy, isn’t he?” Anya said.

“Definitely useful,” Claudette gasped, grabbing the edge of the table, thighs beginning to tremble.

I flicked faster now, letting her clit glide over the tip of my tongue, then slowing, teasing the outer lips before returning to swirl again. She tasted incredible, clean and sweet and dizzying, and I could feel her building, each roll of her hips becoming more urgent, her thighs clenching tighter, breath coming faster.

“Oh my God, I’m—” she gasped, voice breaking.

“Let go,” Anya whispered, licking her ear. “Cum for me, babe.”

Claudette came with a shuddering cry, muffled by Anya’s mouth as they kissed again, her body spasming softly as wetness flooded my tongue, dripped down my chin, soaked into my collarbone and chest. I stayed still, drinking her in, tongue lapping reverently until her thighs finally relaxed.

When I pulled back, cheeks sticky, I was trembling. My cage was soaked, the front of my thong dark with precum, the plug inside me pulsing like a heartbeat.

Anya looked down and clicked her tongue softly. “Oh dear.”

I looked up, dazed.

“We’ll have to order you more lingerie, eh, Drippy?”

Claudette giggled, legs still spread, flushed and radiant.

“Maybe something floral,” Claudette added. “Pink suits you.”

And just like that, their conversation picked back up. It was unchanged, uninterested, and utterly unbothered by the wreck of a man kneeling between them.

I stayed there, aching and silent, tongue tingling, lace clinging to me with my shame.


Chapter 3: An Obediant Secretary must be Pretty

The text came in at 9:02 a.m., three short words that landed with the weight of a guillotine.

Come over ASAP.

No punctuation. No heart emoji. Just her voice in my head, stern and impatient.

I threw on yesterday’s clothes, still folded over the foot of the bed, and wandered the quiet sunlit streets to Anya’s apartment, the sound of my cage clicking faintly with every step, just barely hidden beneath my jeans. I wasn’t sure if I was nervous or hopeful. With her, it was always both.

When I reached her door and extended my hand toward the handle, it swung open before I touched it.

Claudette stood there in the doorway, bleary-eyed and smug, her hair wild and glossy with last night’s sweat, her glittery silver miniskirt barely covering the tops of her thighs. Her eyeliner was smudged, her lips still faintly pink and swollen, and she had the look of someone who had been thoroughly fucked, and felt thoroughly victorious.

She looked me up and down, cocking her head.

“Never say I don’t know how to have a good time,” she said with a wink, then sashayed past me in bare feet, heels clutched in one hand like a trophy. “To think, if your little cock hadn’t been locked, you could have had all of me. Whenever. You. Wanted. Hehe!”

I stood there for a beat, blinking, then stepped inside.

Anya was already in the kitchen, barefoot in one of her sheer silk robes, sipping from a tall green smoothie with a glint in her eye that made my stomach twist.

“Morning, Drippy,” she said cheerfully, as if she hadn’t just sent me a command like a fire alarm. “Come in. We have work to do.”

“I—uh—did I interrupt—?”

“Claudette?” Anya shrugged. “I was hungry and she fed me. Phonomenal lay if I’m being honest, a real slut. But don’t worry about her. We’ve got something more important to deal with.”

She stepped closer and tilted my chin up with one soft finger.

“I found out Melissa’s been trying to contact you.”

My heart skipped. “I—she hasn’t—”

“She has,” Anya interrupted. “I’m not mad. You can’t control who messages you. But I want you to be ready. I want her to see who you are now.”

Before I could speak, she was already walking away.

“Strip,” she called over her shoulder. “We’re giving you a makeover.”


Chapter 4: Plucked, Smooth, and Remade for Anya

Ten minutes later I was sitting awkwardly in her clawfoot tub, knees up, cock encased in its pink cage, steam curling around my face. Anya had tied my hair back with a ribbon and smoothed a cooling clay mask across my cheeks, nose, and forehead. I looked like a character in a beauty vlog and felt just as ridiculous.

“You have such silky hair,” she said, clicking her tongue. “Perfect for a little bitch like you.”

“What?” I gulped.

The answer was the electric buzz of her razor.

“Hold still.”

She shaved me slowly, methodically, starting with my legs and working upward, knees, thighs, chest, armpits, arms, making me lift and twist and balance while she stripped me bare like I was her own personal doll.

My face was burning. Sure, the tub was warm, but it was the shame that made me sweat.

“You’re going to be seen by your ex Melissa today,” Anya said, rinsing the razor. “So you’re going to be beautiful.”

She dried me with a towel, then led me to her bedroom where the lingerie was already laid out across her duvet like a bridal trousseau. My breath caught.

White stockings with delicate lace trim. A soft pink garter belt with little rosebuds sewn into the satin. A lacy thong in the same rose motif, barely a suggestion of fabric, the back no more than a thread. Two pink flower-shaped nipple pasties, glossy and ridiculous. And in the center of it all, like the final blossom in a bouquet, a brand-new chastity cage, smaller than the last, pink and semi-transparent, with tiny floral etching like a novelty hairbrush.

“I want her to see you,” Anya whispered, “and I want her to understand how much you’ve changed. More than that, I want you to understand how much you’ve changed.”

I nodded but said nothing. My heart was pounding so loudly I could hear it in my ears.

“You’ll thank me,” she said, and then she dressed me. “Before the end.”

Piece by piece, she assembled her vision. She rolled the stockings up my freshly shaved legs, clipped the garter into place, slid the thong between my cheeks, adjusted the fit with a finger that lingered far too long. She applied the pasties with a grin, pressing them to my chest with her palms like she was blessing me. Then she knelt and unlocked my cage, letting my cock spring forward, briefly, before locking it into the new one, smaller, tighter, prettier.

“There,” she murmured. “Now you match.”

She turned to the closet and pulled out the suit. Powder pink. Crisp. Tailored. It looked like something worn by a K-pop idol or a groomsman at a very chaotic wedding.

She buttoned the tight white dress shirt over my chest, leaving just a hint of the pasties visible through the fabric, then slipped the blazer over my shoulders, smoothing it down with a sharp little nod.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

Hair brushed and styled, face glowing from the mask, lips glossy from something she applied. A vision in pink. Ridiculous and feminine. And unmistakably hers. Unmistakably pretty. I didn’t look too bad.

“There,” Anya said, stepping back with satisfaction. “Now you’re ready.”

“Ready for what?” I asked, voice barely audible.

Anya checked her phone.

“Melissa’s meeting you,” she said casually. “On the company yacht. In twenty minutes.”

I blinked. “What?”

“She texted me. I invited her. Told her we could talk business. But she wants to see you.”

I opened my mouth to protest, to ask why, but Anya had already turned, walking to the door.

“Let her see what she lost,” she said, tossing me the yacht keycard. “Let her see what you’ve become.”

“And smile, baby,” she added, “it’s a statement piece.”


Chapter 5: A Reunion with my Ex in the bay............

The yacht bobbed gently against the dock, its white hull gleaming in the morning sun, the AnyaCorp flag fluttering lazily at the stern. I stepped aboard with trembling legs, the pink suit hugging my body like a secret I hadn’t meant to tell. The white stockings under my pressed trousers itched faintly, the garters clipped tight to my thighs, and the new pink flower cage throbbed faintly with every step: taut, pretty, and humiliating.

Melissa was already there.

She sat on the upper deck lounge, one long leg crossed over the other, her dark hair swept up in an elegant twist that bared the smooth line of her throat and the delicate slope of her collarbone. The PVC minidress she wore was skin-tight, black, glossy, and so tight it creaked faintly when she shifted. Her breasts strained against the low neckline, barely contained, nipples clearly visible through the fabric. Every time she moved, I caught a flash of soft white cotton between her thighs.

She turned as I stepped into view and gave me a smile that nearly knocked the wind out of me.

“Hey, Mel,” I said quietly.

“Hey yourself, babes,” she murmured, rising smoothly to her feet.

She walked over with the slow confidence of someone who’d won the breakup, then leaned in and kissed me on the cheek, her fingers brushing lightly along the side of my neck.

“I’ve missed you,” she said. “You look… different.”

I swallowed. “You look… exactly the same.”

We sat. I took the smaller chair, she the lounge seat. The yacht’s engine hummed softly below. Somewhere, far off in the harbor, I spotted a tiny glint of gold from a nearby rooftop terrace. I knew it was Anya watching. Even if she hadn’t warned me ahead of time I think some part of me would have felt it.

Melissa uncrossed and recrossed her legs. Another flash of cotton.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said.

“I’m glad we’re talking,” I replied.

A soft buzz lit up the cage around my cock. Warm, buzzing, and delicious.

I inhaled sharply, adjusting my legs. It turned out this cage had some extra features Anya had neglected to warn me about.

Melissa blinked, amused. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” I said quickly.

Melissa sighed, those massive tits bouncing as she did so. “I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately. I mean, we had something, didn’t we?”

Another flash of her lips. A memory of her riding me. A flash of her voice yelling in anger. I shifted uncomfortably.

“We did,” I said carefully. “But I’m… not really the same guy anymore.”

Another buzz, a little deeper this time, swirling into my balls and tightening something low in my stomach. God it felt good.

Melissa smiled and leaned closer. “No kidding. Pink suit? Hair styled? You’ve been… upgraded. Who’s the stylist?”

“I have… a friend,” I said, hedging.

She tilted her head, smile curious. “Are you fating someone?”

“Sort of.”

zap

A sharp little jolt snapped through the cage, right up my shaft. I twitched, gasped.

“Jesus, what was that?” Melissa asked, startled.

“Sorry. Static or something,” I mumbled.

Melissa narrowed her eyes but didn’t push it. Instead, she reached out and touched my hand, gently. “I miss your touch. I miss coming home and knowing you’d be there.”

“I miss that too,” I whispered.

Zap.

“I miss the way we used to just… melt into each other,” she said softly.

My mouth began to water.

Zap.

Melissa reached out and squeezed my arm gently, I could see right down her dress.

“I want to fix it. All of it. Let’s start over. I want you back, baby. The way you used to be. We can get married, even. Make it official.”

I opened my mouth.

And heard the heels before I saw her.

Anya marched up the plank in a white summer dress that clung to her waist, the gold key necklace bouncing against her sternum. Her hair was pulled into a tight braid. Her face was unreadably stoic.

Until she reached us.

And slapped Melissa clean across the face.

The crack echoed across the deck.

“Stay the fuck away from my man,” Anya burst.

Melissa reeled backward in shock, one hand against her cheek. “You two are together?”

“Oh yeah,” Anya said, voice low, teeth bared. “More than that. I own this little bitch.”

“I’m sorry, Drippy, but I can’t go on like this, turns out I’ve got a jealousy problem, who knew!?” She turned to me, grabbing my chin and forcing me to look up at her. “He’s mine. My perfect little submissive secretary. You don’t get to have him.”

My cheeks flamed as Anya revealed my most humiliating secret to the ex-love of my life.

My whole body felt like it was vibrating with shame.

Melissa blinked. Then blinked again. And then unexpectedly…..she smiled.

“That’s… really hot,” Melissa said, biting her plump lip.

Anya paused, caught off guard. “What?”

Melissa stepped closer. “How did you convince him?”

Anya hesitated, voice a little unsteady now. “I… have an effect on men.”

Melissa’s eyes raked her up and down. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

Anya swallowed. “Thank you.”

“Well,” Melissa said, running her tongue along her bottom lip, “if I can’t have him, maybe you and I should go out sometime.”

Anya smirked despite herself. “With tits like yours, who am I to say no?”

Melissa giggled. “You’re such a flirt.”

She pulled a card from her purse and slipped it into Anya’s hand.

“Here. My digits. Think about it. We can make him watch?”

Then she turned to me. Bent low. Her lips inches from my ear.

“See ya later, cucky.”

Then Melissa straightened, flipped her hair, and walked off the boat with her hips swaying like the end of a music video.

Anya stood there for a moment, stunned. Then she turned to me slowly, her face breaking into a wicked grin.

“Well, well, well.”

I shifted in my seat, the cage throbbing, my suit damp between the thighs with precum.

Anya leaned in, her voice low and full of delight.

“You’re my little cuckold chastity bitch now, huh?” Anya said.

I nodded, humiliated, burning, panting. “Yes, Miss Anya.”

She pressed her mouth to my ear.

“I’m so fucking wet after that.”

Then she pulled back, eyes gleaming.

“You’re going to eat me out the entire cab ride home.”


Chapter 6: Kneeling in my rightful place

Anya was on the phone, reclining sideways across the office couch with one arm tucked under her head and the other gesturing lazily in the air. Her legs were bare. Her feet rested on the edge of the coffee table, just beside my face. Her tiny black blouse was half-buttoned, one side hanging open to reveal the soft slope of her breast, nipple dark against pale skin. Her skirt was short and tight, black leather that clung to her hips and barely covered her ass when she shifted.

I was kneeling at her feet, slowly rubbing lotion into her arches with both hands, thumbs working the soft pads beneath her toes. When she paused in her sentence, I bent forward and licked along the sole of her left foot. She didn’t acknowledge it. She didn’t need to.

My tongue moved up to her instep. I held her heel in my hand like something sacred.

She kept talking.

“Yes, but if we shift the Q2 revenue into discretionary… mmhm… yes, exactly. The board will follow if the numbers back it. They always do.”

She spoke smoothly, completely at ease, like she wasn’t being worshipped by a man in lingerie under her desk.

I was wearing a full peach pastel set, stockings, garter, thong, and bra. The straps were satin, a soft blush tone that clung tightly to my thighs. The stockings had little embroidered flowers along the band. The panties were sheer, high-cut, and did nothing to hide the bulge of my pink flower chastity cage, locked snugly between my legs. The cage was smaller than anything I had ever worn before. It had little petals etched into the sides and a gold heart-shaped lock.

The garters were clipped to my stockings with tiny ivory clasps. My thighs, smooth and freshly shaved, trembled with every motion.

My chest was bare inside the padded bra. The cups framed nothing but skin, pulling against my sternum. Anya had clipped fake pearl earrings onto my lobes. I could feel them swinging when I moved. My real office clothes, shirt, tie, trousers, belt, were folded neatly on her desk.

She ended the call with a polite murmur, tapped once on her screen, and let her hand drop into her lap.

Then she looked at me.

I kept massaging, waiting.

“Do you know what day it is?” she asked.

I glanced up. “Friday.”

She raised one foot and rested it flat against my cheek, not harshly, just enough to control my face.

“And do you know what today is,” she said, slower this time, her voice dripping with mock patience.

I hesitated. “Three days locked.”

Her smile widened. “Exactly.”

Her toes curled under my chin, gripping my face slightly, then relaxing. “And what happens after three days, pet?”

“I get a prize,” I said softly.

She cocked her head. “And what’s your prize, sweetheart?”

I looked away, face burning. “I get to fuck you.”

“Mm,” she sighed, sliding her foot down and pressing her heel lightly to my mouth. “Yes. You get to fuck me. But first, we need to talk.”


Chapter 7: The biggest bet of my life

The rain hit the office windows in thick diagonal slashes, a steady rhythm of soft violence. Inside, the air was warm, close, thick with the scent of her perfume, spiced citrus and clean skin, and the low, steady sound of my breathing.

Anya sat across from me in her desk chair, one leg slung lazily over the arm, her black blouse hanging open down the front. She undid another button with deliberate ease, letting the silky edge of her bra come fully into view.

She leaned back, the soft light from her desk lamp gleaming off her collarbones.

“So,” she whispered, voice smooth as the rain behind her, “I think it’s safe to say you’re over Melissa.”

I nodded, my voice barely a breath. “Yes.”

She smiled faintly. “Thanks to me.”

“Thanks to you,” I repeated, throat dry, mouth wet.

Her legs parted, slow and wide, revealing a skimpy white thong nestled between the perfect curves of her thighs. A tiny triangle of satin and lace, damp at the center.

My cock twitched in the open air, freed minutes ago, still sore from the cage. It throbbed uselessly, hard and dripping.

“And what about us?” she asked, tilting her head. “Are you enjoying yourself?”

I hesitated, the way I always did when she asked something too direct.

“Well, no. Obviously,” I said.

Then, quickly: “But also I think I’m enjoying myself more than I ever have.”

That made her beam.

“Good.”

She reached down, hooked her finger into the waistband of my panties, and tugged them down to my thighs.

“Off,” she said softly, not even looking as she returned to her seat, legs now crossed, blouse still lazily open.

Whimpering, I stepped out of the sheer fabric clumsily, cage bouncing between my thighs. She watched the cage now, eyes sparkling, then bent down and began to toy with it, two fingers flicking the head, the underside, then the seam. In this Anya was teasing, clinical and almost affectionate.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “All locked up and lacy. Three weeks ago you were a mess. Pining over your ex, goofing off between calls, half-assing reports. Now you’re sharp. Focused. My good little worker and my better little secretary.”

Her nail tapped the pink floral engraving on the cage.

“And all it took was putting your pathetic dick in a cage that looks like a flowerpot.” She smiled wider. “God, you must be humiliated wearing lingerie and a flowery cage under your suits. Do you think anyone’s noticed how much more submissive you are now?”

I gulped. Had anyone noticed?

Anya must have noticed my reaction because she smiled, stood slowly, and stepped out of the thong. Then, without a word, she stuffed the damp fabric into my mouth, pressing it between my lips with two fingers, letting the taste of her settle thick on my tongue. My lips sealed around the panties automatically. She tasted like sweat and salt and something that made my locked cocklet twitch in its cage.

She walked backward to her desk, hips rolling in slow, deliberate rhythm, the sway of her body making my mouth water. When she reached the edge, she turned, bent forward, and braced her forearms on the polished surface, arching her back until her juicy ass jutted out like an invitation.

Her leather skirt rode up over her hips, bunching at her waist, revealing the full curve of her bare cheeks. Jesus Christ, she had an amazing ass. Her cheeks were round, smooth and perfectly shaped, the kind of ass that begged to be worshipped or spanked.

Between Anya’s long smooth legs, her pussy was already glistening, lips parted just enough to show the slick pink beneath, wet and wanting, a single strand of arousal stretching slowly downward as she shifted her stance, planting her feet wide apart. She looked over her shoulder, eyes gleaming, her voice low and steady.

“Come over here, Drippy,” Anya grinned.

She reached down and unfastened the tiny key. Her eyes locked on mine, and with a smooth, practiced motion slid the key into the lock at the base of my cage.

Click.

My breath caught.

Anya took her time and peeled the cage off slowly, the cool plastic sticky with sweat and precum, and let it drop onto the desk with a soft clatter.

My cock sprang free instantly, twitching in the air, flushed red and already aching with pressure. It throbbed helplessly, pulsing with need, the shaft glossy and dripping from hours of confinement.

Anya watched it swell with a mixture of amusement and pride, then dragged one finger up the underside, collecting a bead of precum on her fingertip. She brought it to her lips, sucked it thoughtfully, then smirked.

“You have sixty seconds to fuck me,” she said.

My eyes widened. I moaned faintly around the panties in my mouth.

“If you cum in that time,” she continued, “I’ll be your little office slut for the next three weeks. I’ll wear short skirts and sit on your lap in meetings. I’ll suck you under the desk. I’ll let you bend me over every filing cabinet in this building.”

I gasped.

“But…” she added, “if you don’t?”

She picked up the pink cage from the desk and held it lightly between two fingers.

“Then this goes back on, and you’re mine. For three months.”

I nodded, hard.

She raised an eyebrow. “Oh, and one more thing.”

“What?” I whispered, cock achingly hard.

She smirked, licking the corner of her mouth.

“Your time started the moment I took off your cage.”

I lunged forward, hands on her hips, guiding my cock to her dripping pussy. She was already soaked.

I pushed my freed cock inside her fast, moaning against the pantie-gag, her slick pussy clenching around me like a trap. The sensation hit me like a lightning bolt, impossibly soft after three endless weeks of denial.

My whole body jerked in impossible pleasure, muscles locking, brain short-circuiting from the sheer overwhelming pleasure of finally being inside her.

It was too much. Too good. My cock throbbed and bucked like it was trying to make up for all the lost time, every inch of it buzzing with sensation, hypersensitive and twitching from the pressure.

Miss Anya’s perfect, tight pussy wrapped around me so perfectly it felt unreal. But my body didn’t know how to handle it anymore. My knees buckled slightly as I held onto her hips for dear life, whimpering through the soaked panties in my mouth, dizzy from the heat of her cunt and the unbearable relief of being allowed to fuck again.

She laughed. “Oh my god, it’s so tiny.”

My hips bucked harder, frantic and pathetic as she demeaned me.

“Is that all I get?” Miss Anya cooed. “This little twitching bean? No wonder Melissa dumped you.”

I groaned, her words scraping across my ego like fingernails. God, I loved it.

“You’re not fucking me,” she said, “you’re just leaking inside. Are you even trying?”

I nodded desperately and moaned through the gag, thrusting harder, faster, my legs shaking now. I didn’t care what she said. I didn’t care that she was my boss. I didn’t care that I was doing this in a full set of fucking lingerie for God’s sake! I just needed to cum!

Anya moaned softly, head dropping. “God, even your desperation turns me on. I should keep you locked forever.”

I pounded into her, hips slapping wetly against her ass, cock twitching wildly. My balls tightened, my thighs flexed. I was so close. So unbearably close.

Her voice came again, breathless now. “Ten seconds left, baby.”

I whimpered, eyes wide, fighting to cum before time ran out. I gripped her hips tighter. I was so fucking close now. I was….I was…

Until—

Her pussy clenched hard.

I exploded inside her with a choked moan, shaking, eyes rolling back, the orgasm ripping through me like it had been waiting in my spine for weeks.

Hot spurts poured out of me in helpless bursts, each one more intense than the last, my whole body pulsing with dizzy, electric relief.

It felt like my entire soul emptied into her, every drop torn from me with raw, unbearable pleasure.

My legs gave out as I kept cumming, twitching and moaning, overwhelmed by the intensity of release after weeks of aching denial.

Anya sighed happily. “Mmm.”

Then, coolly: “Sixty-three seconds.”

I collapsed against her back, panting and spent.

Anya carelessly pushed me off with one hand and turned, grinning as she reached for the cage.

“Too bad,” she said, squatting down. “That was almost impressive.”

She slid the cage over my softening cock and clicked the lock shut.

“You’ll do better next quarter.”

I didn’t utter a word of protest as she locked my cage.

After all, I was exactly where I belonged.






















The End
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I moaned through the panties stuffed in my mouth, aching for relief.
 Blindfolded, wrists bound to my ankles with my ass in the air, I wasn’t sure how things had changed so fast. Less than twelve hours ago, I had been so sure she was the most innocent girl on the planet. Now, after being teased, used, and humiliated beyond reason, there was only one thing I was sure of anymore:
 I would do anything she commanded.
 Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.
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I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
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I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.
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