
        
            
                
            
        

    
From Supervisor to Keyholder

Locked in Chastity by a Femdom Girlboss

Lexie Locke

[image: ]


Copyright © 2025 LEXIE LOCKE

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


For Emma


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter One: The Coffee Slut

Chapter Two: A Hot Date….for one of us

Chapter Three: Anya’s Morning Routine

Chapter 4: Performance Reviewed

Chapter 5: Aversion Therapy

Chapter 6: Cunnilingus Interruptus

Chapter 7: A Fitting Reward for the Chastity Bitch? Apparently.

Chapter 8: Another Fucking Promotion

Books By This Author


Chapter One: The Coffee Slut

The text from Anya arrived at precisely 7:30, simple and yet dripping with command:

"Coffee. Extra hot. Don't keep me waiting."

My heart quickened as I stood in line at the coffee shop, shifting uneasily as my cock strained against the relentless plastic cage that had become my constant tormentor and secret joy. The barista handed me the steaming cups with a knowing smile, almost as if she could sense my locked-up humiliation.

Though surely that was impossible.

Right?

By the time I reached Anya's new office, my breath was short, nerves and anticipation knotting in my chest. Anya now had her own swanky office, complete with blinds and a discreet lock, the perfect environment for our new, deeply unprofessional arrangement.

I knocked gently, barely holding onto the cups. “I got your coffee, Miss.”

"Come in," she called, voice smooth and teasing, already making my caged cock twitch.

Anya was standing near her desk, one slender hip propped casually against the polished wood. My eyes immediately dropped, helplessly drawn to the scandalously tiny skirt hugging her hips, exposing mile-long legs that glistened softly beneath sheer stockings and ended in sleek, black high heels.

She caught my stare and smiled, lips glistening with cherry lip gloss. "Good morning. Coffee, please."

"Yes, Miss," I mumbled, handing it to her obediently.

Anya inhaled deeply, closing her eyes and moaning softly, knowing exactly what that sound did to me. Her perfume lingered in the air between us, rich and sweet and intoxicating. I stood there dumbly, waiting.

"Well," she said after a luxurious sip, "my promotion officially starts today. I have a lot of new responsibilities now."

"I heard," I said nervously. "Congratulations."

She stepped closer, tapping one sharp nail on her cup thoughtfully. "Thank you. I'm in charge of two people now. You, and whoever replaces me."

I swallowed hard. "I'm...looking forward to that."

Her eyes sparkled mischievously. "I bet you are. Honestly, I like the idea of you being under me."

The air felt thin and I felt suddenly keenly aware of the cage encasing my cock.

I gulped.  "I, I like that too."

"I bet," she laughed softly, taking another sip, eyes locked on mine as she slowly eased back onto her desk.

Casually, deliberately, she lifted the hem of her skirt, inch by slow, torturous inch, revealing olive-toned, supple thighs that gleamed like polished silk beneath sheer white panties.

My mouth went dry.

"Lick," Anya commanded softly, spreading her thighs a fraction wider, the fabric already darkening slightly between her legs. "Be a diligent employee, and I might even give you your bonus early."

My knees hit the plush carpet without thought, her scent drawing me in, overwhelming me as I pressed my mouth reverently to her silky panties. My tongue slid over the delicate panties, feeling the warmth and dampness spreading through the thin fabric, making my cock throb helplessly in its cage.

She moaned softly, one elegant hand sliding into my hair to guide me deeper as I pulled her underwear around her ankles, encouraging me to lick with earnest devotion.

"Oh yes," she breathed, hips rolling softly against my mouth. "That's a good little office bitch. Lick your boss’ cunt, make me forget how busy my day's going to be."

I whimpered into her warmth, tongue worshipping her eagerly, desperate to please, every teasing brush of her soft thighs against my cheeks a reminder of my locked-away cock. She knew exactly how to torment me.

"You must be so frustrated," she purred softly, stroking my hair gently as I lapped at her wet pussy, desperate and obedient. "That poor little cock locked up tight. You're going to be such a good employee now that your silly little dick can't distract you."

I nodded pathetically, face buried between her thighs, intoxicated by her scent, by the humiliating sweetness of her words.

"Thank me," she giggled softly, tugging my hair slightly, "Thank me for locking away your tiny little cock."

I shuddered. "Thank you, Miss. Thank you for locking away my pathetic cock."

"Good boy," she whispered approvingly, grinding harder against my eager tongue. "Mmm, keep going, I’m close..."

I redoubled my efforts, tongue pressing firmly against her engorged sopping clit, swirling and teasing, feeling her tremble and tense beneath my lips, thighs clenching deliciously around my face.

“Ugh, you might just be good for something, office bitch,” she moaned. “Maybe, you-”

Then Anya came, softly at first, and then with shuddering intensity, gushing gently, covering my chin and my neck. Marking me as her office bitch.

"That's enough," she said finally, breathless and sated, pushing me back gently. She smiled down indulgently at my flushed, embarrassed face, and straightened her skirt with elegant efficiency. Her panties she threw in the trash. "That'll be all."

I stood shakily, my head spinning, heart still hammering. Anya watched with amusement as I tried to regain my dignity, swiping a hand across my soaked mouth.

"I'll expect similar dedication from you every morning," she teased, stepping around me to sit behind her desk, legs crossed elegantly, one high heel dangling from her toe as she took another leisurely sip of coffee. "Isn't this a much better way to start the day than thinking about your ex?"

"Yes, Miss," I replied instantly, cheeks burning, cock throbbing miserably in its cage.

Anya smiled sweetly. "Good. Now, run along to your desk and behave yourself. I need you focused today."

I stumbled toward the door, still dazed. "Yes, Miss."

As my hand touched the door handle, she called softly after me, her tone playful yet unmistakably serious. "Oh, and drippy boy? Don’t think I’m not noticing how much you’re enjoying this. The longer you behave, the more likely you’ll get a reward before the end of the week."

I glanced back, desperate and hopeful. "Really?"

Her laugh was pure seduction. "Maybe. Or maybe I'll keep you locked until the very last moment. Who knows? We'll see how I feel."

The door closed behind me, sealing me back into the bright, sterile normality of the office hallway, the taste of her still lingering on my tongue, a constant reminder of who now owned me. My locked cock strained uselessly, a permanent, aching reminder of my place beneath Anya, my supervisor, my keyholder, my goddess.

And I was already desperately, irrevocably hers.


Chapter Two: A Hot Date….for one of us

Monday morning, I found a slender brunette sitting at the empty desk across from mine, her legs elegantly crossed, posture relaxed and inviting. She looked up from her phone and flashed me a confident, radiant smile that sent my pulse racing.

"You must be my new office mate," she said warmly, offering a dainty, perfectly manicured hand. "I'm Claudette."

I took her hand, my heart thudding at the softness of her touch, the faint scent of jasmine wafting from her smooth olive skin.

"Nice to meet you,” I said normally before awkwardly floundering and blurting. “Anya mentioned I'd be getting a new desk mate, I didn't expect you to be so..."

Charlotte raised an eyebrow playfully. "So?"

"Stunning," I finished awkwardly, instantly cursing my lack of composure.

This chastity thing was killing my game.

But Claudette simply laughed, musical and effortless, leanied forward to rest her chin in her hand, dark eyes sparkling with amusement. "You're sweet. We're going to get along very well, I think."

She wasn't wrong. As the days passed, the air between our desks seemed thick with the electric pull of flirtation. Casual touches lingered just a second too long; her gaze caught mine more frequently than was strictly necessary.

On Wednesday afternoon, Claudette leaned across her desk, full lips curled in a provocative smile, and asked casually, "How about dinner tomorrow? There's a little place near my apartment that's just divine. You eat italian food?"

My breath hitched as I pictured being alone with her. "I’d eat anything for you."

She snorted and I blushed.

“I didn’t mean-

Charlotte shook her head good naturedly. “I getcha, Casanova. Pick me up at 8.”

That night, Claudette opened her apartment door in a sleek, tight dress of deep crimson, cut scandalously low, her ample cleavage proudly displayed. The dress hugged her curves intimately, ending well above mid-thigh, leaving her toned legs bare and beautifully highlighted by a pair of dangerously high stilettos.

"Let’s go," she purred softly, inviting me inside with a knowing smirk. “I want to get to know the real you. All your dirty little secrets."

“Um, I’m an open book,” I smiled, cock throbbing against the confines of my supervisor’s enforced chastity cage. “No secrets here! Little or otherwise.”

Dinner was a seductive blur, Charlotte’s silken laughter washing over me as she leaned forward, hand resting lightly on my arm, drawing my gaze helplessly toward the tantalizing swell of her perfect breasts. My caged cock throbbed miserably beneath the table, every laugh, every flirtatious comment a painful, exhilarating reminder of my helpless frustration.

Back at her apartment, Claudette wasted no time. She pushed me gently onto her plush sofa, straddling my lap with practiced ease, her warmth pressing against my aching cage, teasing me cruelly.

"God, you're sexy," she murmured, lips brushing softly against my neck, fingers running through my hair sending chills down my spine. "I can't wait any longer. Take me, fuck me right now, like I’m your personal little slut."

She punctuated each word by grinding her hips against my restrained cock, making my humiliation all the more painful. What I wouldn’t give to get released right now.

While I tried not to explode in my cage Charlotte’s full lips teased my ear, voice dropping to a desperate whisper, laced with aching need. "Fuck me, Daddy. Put me in my place. I need you inside me."

Every filthy plea shot straight through me, tormenting me with what I couldn't give her. I was so hard, so desperate, yet so utterly helpless. The cage seemed tighter with every frantic grind of her hips.

"Claudette," I gasped softly, my voice strained and pathetic, "I, I can't..."

She pulled back, eyes wide with disbelief, the soft flush of arousal still painting her cheeks. "Why not?"

Heat flooded my cheeks. "I'm...well I’m….I want to focus on you.”

Claudette smiled wickedly, trailing a finger gently down my chest.

"Wow, really? Most guys start ripping off my clothes the moment the door is locked,” she said, fingers tracing the lines of my lips. “You’re different, aint ya?”

“I’m a gentleman,” I said, throbbing at the idea of ripping off her tiny little dress and fucking her like a whore. God I wanted to do that so bad. “Let’s not rush things.”

She rose gracefully, slipping off her tiny dress in one smooth, confident motion, revealing flawless heaving breasts thrust up with lacy black lingerie. My pulse raced helplessly as she took my hand, guiding me toward her bedroom.

“I think I’m going to like working with you,” she grinned giddily, reclining onto the luxurious bed, spreading her smooth, toned thighs wide. "Show me what you got.”

I obeyed instantly, positioning myself reverently between her legs, breathing in her sweet, intoxicating musk. Claudette tangled her fingers into my hair and guided my mouth firmly against her glistening folds.

I moaned shamelessly into her warmth, my tongue dancing desperately, flicking and swirling over her swollen clit, tasting every inch of her exquisite softness. Her thighs clenched around my face as she arched against me, hips bucking softly, urging me deeper.

"Oh god, yes," she whimpered breathlessly, head thrown back, eyes closed in ecstasy. "Eat me, please, keep going...fucking hell you’re good at this."

My tongue worshipped her hungrily, eagerly, her sweet juices coating my chin and lips, as my caged cock screamed in frustration, helplessly straining and leaking into my boxers. Oblivious to my torment, Claudette shuddered beautifully beneath me, trembling hands holding me tight, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

"Don't stop, Daddy, I'm close," she begged, voice high and breathless. "I'm gonna…I’m gonna…I’m gonna cum..."

I redoubled my efforts, tongue pressing harder, swirling relentlessly until she cried out sharply, body convulsing in a glorious, shuddering climax. Warmth flooded my mouth and chin as she squirted gently, coating me in her delicious release, marking me as her devoted servant.

Finally spent, Claudette collapsed back against the sheets, panting softly, her satisfied smile radiant. I rose slowly, cheeks flushed, mouth glistening with her pleasure.

"You're amazing," she sighed blissfully. "I’ve never cum so hard from just a tongue. Are you gonna fuck me now? After such a good orgasm…." she gave a coy smile and turned over, displaying her thick peachy ass. “You can take my tight little hole.”

But humiliation twisted deep in my gut, I was so painfully aware of the throbbing, leaking cage imprisoning my useless cock. The intensity of my frustration made me abruptly stand.

"Wait, leaving so soon?" she asked playfully, eyes glittering.

I feigned a yawn. “I’d love to but we’ve got work so early tomorrow. I had fun though, again next week?”

Claudette watched me with amusement, stretching languidly across the sheets, still naked and utterly irresistible. "Fine, but you owe me a proper date soon."

"I promise," I breathed desperately, knowing I’d return eagerly to taste her again, to suffer beautifully beneath her body.

I stumbled home aching, hard, and utterly dominated by two women now, my goddess supervisor and my sultry office mate, each torturing me, albeit in very different ways.

And I was loving every humiliating second of it.


Chapter Three: Anya’s Morning Routine

Anya answered the door in nothing but black lingerie.

A sheer lace bra framed her perfect breasts, the straps hugging her collarbones like jewelry. Her matching panties hugged her grabbable hips, the fabric nearly translucent against her glowing skin. A long silk robe hung open around her shoulders, doing nothing to preserve my sanity.

“Morning, drippy,” she said brightly, turning her back on me as she padded barefoot into the apartment. “You’re late.”

“I brought your coffee,” I mumbled, shifting uncomfortably in my jeans, the cage already pressing tight against my aching cock.

She took the cup without looking, sipping delicately as she perched on her velvet stool by the mirror. “I don’t have time to do my hair properly before the brunch, so you’re going to learn.”

I blinked. “I, what?”

“You heard me,” she said, tossing a brush at my chest. “You’re my little assistant, aren’t you? Might as well start acting like one.”

My hands trembled as I stepped behind her, trying not to let my eyes linger on the smooth, elegant line of her back, or the little mole just beneath the band of her bra.

She laughed when I struggled with the brush.

“Oh no,” she teased, watching me in the mirror. “Can’t even handle a bit of hair? You poor thing. But you’ll never get over your ex if we don’t occupy your mind. Try harder.”

I blushed, trying harder, focusing on pulling her soft waves into a loose bun.

“I’m not giving up on you like Melissa did,” she continued sweetly, taking another slow sip. “I’m going to save you. Isn’t that what you want?”

“Yes, Miss,” I whispered.

“I’m doing this for you,” she said, reaching up to pat my hand. “You can’t be trusted with your cock. You make bad decisions when it’s free. But when it’s caged, oh, look at you. A date with the new office hottie. Your output for the company has never been better. I’ve never seen you so diligent or focused in all our years working together.”

I swallowed hard, the ache between my legs unbearable. “You know about me and Charlotte?”

Anya’s plump lips curved into a sly smile. “She was confessing how hard you made her cum. All the women at work are gushing about you, probably touching themselves thinking about your pretty face and that talented little tongue. So selfless aren’t you?”

I chuckled. “We both know the truth.”

Anya kissed my cheek. “And to think, if it weren’t for chastity she’d be telling everyone about your small cock to everyone. This is better right?”

“Yes Miss,” I murmured.

“Good boy, that’s the answer I was looking for.” She stood suddenly, pushing me gently onto the stool. Her eyes gleamed with playful cruelty. “Do you want a reward?”

I nodded.

“Good. I thought you might.”

She crouched down between my legs, stroked my caged cock slowly through my jeans until I gasped, then popped the lock and freed it. I barely had time to breathe.

“Keep your hands on the stool,” she ordered, wrapping her fingers expertly around my thrumming hard shaft. “No touching.”

I nodded, panting.

She began to slide her fingertips delicately up and down my shaft. “How would you feel if she knew you had a tiny little pee pee all locked up in your boss’s chastity cage?”

“So embarrassed,” I whimpered, the pleasure electric as Anya’s soft delicate fingers teased and toyed with the head of my precum slick cockhead.

“You’re a little chastity bitch, aren’t you Drippy?” Anya smirked, fingernails momentarily digging into my swollen tender balls.

I nodded frantically, pleasure building as one hand gently slapped my balls over and over while the other worked its way up and down my slick cock.

“Yes Miss. I’m yours. I’m your pathetic little chastity bitch.”

Then Anya positioned the coffee cup between my legs and whispered, “Think of Claudette’s pussy on your mouth. Think of her holding your key when I ruin your orgasm.”

My body tensed, trembling. I whimpered.

“Oh,” I moaned, like I was about to have an accident.

Anya immediately let go. All sensation left me just as I was about to peak, and then hot thick cum began to slip, pleasurelessly from my cock. My orgasm pulsed out in weak, useless spasms, dribbling pathetically into the hot cup of joe.

Anya stood, handed me the cup with a wink. “Drink up. That’s your morning protein. And remember, this is all for your own good.”

I drank.

She laughed.

And we hadn’t even gotten to the office yet.


Chapter 4: Performance Reviewed

It was just past four when I slipped the monthly report onto Anya’s desk, hoping, praying, that she’d be too distracted to notice the timestamp on the file. But she wasn’t. Of course she wasn’t.

She looked up slowly from her chair, one smooth long leg crossed over the other, foot dangling idly in its sleek heel, lips glossy and perfectly shaped into a disappointed pout. Her doe eyes skimmed the document with terrifying calm, and then she gave a soft, theatrical sigh.

“Drippy,” she said quietly, voice edged in sugar and venom, “this was due before lunch.”

“I know, I’m sorry,” I stammered, face flushing hot. “There was an issue with the formatting, and then, ”

“You’re not making me look good,” she said flatly, cutting me off with a single glance that shut me up instantly. “And I don’t appreciate that.”

She closed the folder and placed it on the corner of her desk with a neatness that made my stomach twist with dread. Then she stood, smoothed down the front of her pencil skirt, and walked around her desk with deliberate grace.

“I need to know,” she said, circling me like a predator, “that you understand what’s at stake here. That you respect my position. And that you’re willing to be better.”

I nodded dumbly, heart thudding in my chest. “Yes, Miss. I’m sorry.”

“Good,” she said, already pulling the blinds shut with one elegant motion, sealing us off from the hallway. “Then bend over the edge of my desk.”

My knees nearly gave out.

But I obeyed.

My palms pressed flat against the cool wood, and I trembled as I felt her step behind me, the rustle of fabric and the click of her heels loud in the silence.

“You're lucky I still see potential in you,” she murmured, lifting the back of my trousers and exposing the tight curve of my ass. “Ten spanks. Count them.”

The first slap landed with a crisp sound that echoed through the office, searing my skin. I gasped.

“One,” I choked out.

The next came harder.

“Two…”

Each strike sent a shiver through my spine, my cock throbbing miserably in its cage as pain and humiliation mingled into unbearable arousal. By the seventh slap, my legs were shaking. By the tenth, I was breathless, red-cheeked, and drooling onto her desk.

“Much better,” Anya said, stepping back to admire her handiwork. “Now take off your clothes.”

I turned to look at her, stunned. “Wait, what? Here?”

She raised a brow. “Did I stutter?”

“No, Miss,” I whispered.

Slowly, awkwardly, I peeled off my shirt, then my pants, every movement steeped in shame. My caged cock stood pathetically between my legs, twitching as if it could somehow escape the confines of its embarrassing prison.

She chuckled, low and indulgent.

“Look at that poor wittle thing,” she cooed, walking past me to fetch her coffee. “It’s like a little bean trapped in a plastic jar. How tragic.”

I turned scarlet, humiliation burning through my blood.

“Now,” she said, taking a sip and reclining against the windowsill, “the office needs tidying before I go. Wipe the desk. Dust the shelves. And do try not to dribble on anything.”

Naked and humiliated, I moved slowly around her space, wiping surfaces, adjusting blinds, collecting stray papers, all while her eyes followed me, all while she sipped her coffee and made idle commentary on the way my balls jiggled beneath the cage when I bent over.

“This is how you learn to be useful as my subordinate,” she said, almost kindly. “Clean, be obedient and stay humble.”

And as I scrubbed her office, caged and flushed, I knew, there was nowhere else I wanted to be.


Chapter 5: Aversion Therapy

Later that day, after the office had cleared out and the late afternoon sunlight spilled in golden stripes across the laminate floor, Anya pulled the blinds shut again and locked the door behind her with a little flourish that made my heart skip. She wore a soft slate-blue blouse tucked into a leather pencil skirt that hugged her hips like a second skin, and every click of her heels on the floor sent a pulse through the already aching pressure between my legs.

“We need to continue your therapy,” she said lightly, as if announcing a meeting. “You’ve been making progress. But habits, especially pathetic little man habits, need consistent correction.”

I swallowed hard, already flushed. “Yes, Miss.”

She nodded approvingly, lifting a sleek black box from her desk drawer and setting it on the table like it was a gift. 

“Strip,” she added, almost absently, as she began flipping through her tablet.

I obeyed, every inch of clothing I peeled away, making me feel smaller, softer, more exposed. My cage had become a kind of second skin, a mocking adornment that made my cock feel like someone else’s, some forgotten, humiliated thing I’d only vaguely remember if not for the constant, gnawing ache.

From the box, Anya lifted two small wireless nipple clamps, dainty and pale pink, like they were made for a bimbo on a leash. She approached and clipped them to my nipples with practiced ease, sharp, sudden pain blooming across my chest, which made me gasp and tremble.

Then she held up a small silver remote and wiggled it between two fingers.

 “This,” she said, smiling sweetly, “is your new conscience.”

She tapped her tablet. My eyes followed, and my breath caught.

The screen lit up with a picture of her feet, bare, soft, freshly pedicured, her pink-painted toes curled on a white bedsheet. The vibe at the base of my cage buzzed to life instantly, a delicious hum against my most sensitive, aching parts. I moaned.

“See?” Anya purred. “Positive reinforcement. That’s a good image. That’s the kind of woman who deserves your worship.”

Another photo: her bare shoulder and armpit, glistening faintly with lotion, exposed as she stretched in a sleeveless dress. The vibe intensified.

I shuddered, knees weak.

She tapped again, her ass in a thong, viewed from behind in a full-length mirror, soft and round and high, just begging to be kissed. The vibe pulsed and surged, drawing more moans from me, precum leaking uselessly into the cage.

“Let’s try a contrast,” she said almost lazily.

The image changed.

Melissa.

Lying on her stomach, crop top hiked up, her hair tousled, her ass perfectly heart-shaped. For a moment, I felt a flicker of recognition, familiar lust, until the clamps on my nipples jolted to life with a cruel shock.

“Ahh!” I gasped, stumbling back.

“Bad boy,” Anya said, tutting gently. “Melissa is a mistake. Melissa is pain.”

Another photo, Melissa again, this time in lingerie, red lips parted, hips arched.

The clamps buzzed again, sharper this time, and as I winced, Anya stepped forward and, without warning, slapped my balls with the flat of her hand.

I cried out, folding forward.

“That’s the response I want when you see her,” she said, voice syrupy and dangerous. “Revulsion. Shame. Discomfort.”

Then another image.

Her own foot again, this time with anklet and heel straps curled loosely around her ankle, pale arch raised.

The vibe rewarded me instantly, almost lovingly, humming in a slow rhythm against my locked cock.

I whimpered, dizzy with the contrast.

“That’s it,” she cooed, stroking my hair gently. “Good boy. Good little slave. You’re learning.”

My body quaked, nipples burning, balls sore, cock useless and pulsing.

And I had never felt more vulnerable.

It was a feeling I was swiftly growing accustomed to.





Chapter 6: Cunnilingus Interruptus

I hadn’t knocked.

I didn’t think I needed to.

I stepped inside casually, her coffee in one hand and an awkward morning boner pressing cruelly against my cage, only to freeze instantly at the sight before me.

Anya was seated half-naked in her desk chair, her long, silky legs splayed wide and trembling, the hem of her skirt bunched around her hips, her head tilted back, shimmering blonde hair spilling over the backrest. Between her thighs, nestled eagerly, was Claudette, our new hire with whom I had a date next week, on her knees, her elegant dark hair cascading around Anya’s hips like a veil as she devoured her boss’s pussy with soft, wet moans.

I couldn’t breathe. My pulse thundered in my ears. My cock throbbed pointlessly behind its bars, already leaking in anticipation and humiliation.

“Oh… fuck, right there,” Anya moaned softly, gripping Claudette’s hair as her hips rolled upward. “Just like that, baby girl…”

I made some pitiful sound in my throat, a gasp, a choking cough, something that betrayed my presence.

Claudette looked up with wide, horrified eyes. Her mouth glistened with Anya’s wetness, her lips slightly parted in surprise, but she didn’t move. Her face was flushed, breath heavy, and I could see the moment her embarrassment collided with something else, curiosity, maybe. Or cruelty.

“Oh,” Anya said casually, voice thick with arousal, “Drippy’s here.”

Claudette wiped her mouth, stunned, still on her knees. “Wait, what did you call him?”

Anya only grinned, panting a little, brushing a few damp strands from Claudette’s cheek. “Don’t worry, babe. He doesn’t mind. Do you, pet?”

I shook my head helplessly. “No, Miss.”

Claudette’s eyes narrowed slightly. “What’s going on?”

Anya sat up straighter, skirt still hitched around her hips, thighs glistening. “Show her.”

“What?”

“The cage,” Anya said with a smirk. “Go on. Drop your pants and show her what a pathetic little man looks like.”

Every nerve in my body screamed at me not to. But I obeyed.

With trembling hands, I unbuckled my belt, lowered my pants and boxers, and revealed my caged cock, small, red, soaked with precum, twitching pathetically in its prison.

Claudette blinked.

Then she laughed.

“Oh my God,” she said, covering her mouth but not her amusement. “Are you serious? That’s it? You’re locked in that little bitty cage?”

Anya giggled, stroking Claudette’s cheek with lazy affection. “Even without the cage, it’s a sad cute little bean thing. Honestly, I had to laugh the first time I saw it too.”

Claudette stood, brushing her knees off, her dark eyes gleaming now with something sharper. “Oh my God! I knew there was a reason you didn’t fuck me the other night. No guy says no to anal on a first date!”

Anya held up the key, the one she always wore on that delicate chain around her neck, and with a playful flourish, placed it in Claudette’s open palm.

“Why don’t you do the honors?” she said sweetly. “Unlock him. See just how sad it really is.”

Claudette stepped toward me, key in hand, her grin wolfish. She crouched in front of me, her face inches from my shame, and with a twist and click, the cage came off.

My cock sprang forward, desperate and hard, and still, unmistakably small.

“Jesus,” Claudette whispered, laughing again. “That’s what you’re hiding? It’s even worse free.”

“Isn’t it?” Anya murmured approvingly, one leg draped over the arm of her chair. “So desperate and needy. If he was free our Drippy here would run right back to his evil ex. This is all to help him get over him.”

My face burned with shame, but I couldn’t look away. I was naked, exposed, humiliated, and throbbing with helpless arousal.

“You can’t run back to your ex,” Claudette gasped, and then, humiliatingly, began to trace the tip of her fingernail along the underside of my cock. “We have a date next week.”

I frowned. “You still want to…”

“Of, course! You’re pretty, a good listener, and you make me laugh,” Claudette said with a smile as bright as the sun. “But obviously I won’t be letting you fuck me. You can just eat me out. Maybe we can be like…girlfriends! But sorry, I’m rushing into things.”

Anya held up a hand. “Drippy, put the cage on my desk. Then sit. You’re going to watch Claudette demonstrate good employee performance.”

I placed the dripping chastity device gently on her desk, then dropped to the floor beside Claudette, eyes wide.

Anya beckoned her back between her legs. “Now, where were we?”

Claudette knelt again, this time with newfound confidence, her mouth descending eagerly onto Anya’s soaked pussy. The sound of her tongue lapping at wet folds filled the room, and Anya’s soft moans turned sharp, rhythmic, and desperate.

“Watch closely,” Anya commanded me, her eyes locking onto mine. “This is what real pleasure looks like.”

My boss reached out and wrapped one manicured hand around my exposed shaft, not to stroke it with any kindness, but to squeeze it roughly and to hold it in her firm, mocking grip.

I moaned instantly.

“I barely have to touch you,” she whispered, her voice like silk soaked in poison. “You’re already twitching. Already leaking. God, you really are pathetic. You need me so bad.”

Claudette's tongue moved with deliberate skill, licking in soft, rhythmic circles as Anya bucked into her mouth, grinding against her tongue. My cock pulsed with every moan, every gasp, every wet sound echoing through the room.

Anya dug her nails into my shaft as she came, a high, breathy cry bursting from her lips as her thighs clamped around Claudette’s head. My whole body trembled with envy, lust, and aching denial.

When it was over, she sighed contentedly, brushing her fingers through Claudette’s hair.

“See, Drippy,” she whispered, voice dripping with cruel amusement, “this is why you’ll always be the watcher. The cleaner. The dickless toy.”

I knew I could leave at any moment, but I didn’t.

Indeed, as she spoke these words, I found myself only growing harder.


Chapter 7: A Fitting Reward for the Chastity Bitch? Apparently.

One moment I was recovering on the floor, soft and humiliated after watching Claudette bring Anya to a full, toe-curling orgasm with her tongue, my cock still red and exposed and twitching uselessly, and the next, Anya had knelt before me, her glistening lips inches away from the ‘little clit’ she so often mocked, her glossy eyes full of wicked promise.

“You’ve been such a good little office pet, and I promised you a blowjob if you behaved and stayed away from Melissa. A deal is a deal, right?” she purred, her fingers curling around my shaft with expert pressure, stroking me once, agonisingly slowly. “But you’re a good boy. And good boys deserve… options.”

She glanced up at Claudette, who was now lounging on the office chaise like a spoiled princess, one bare leg draped elegantly over the other, the sole of her foot arched just so, perfectly posed like she belonged in a museum or on a pedestal, or above my dripping tongue.

“I think our new girl deserves some worship,” Anya murmured.

Claudette gave a lazy smirk. “He can start with my feet.”

At her command, I dropped lower, my face brushing against the smooth arch of her foot, the faint scent of her perfume and sweat making my head spin. Her toes flexed playfully as I began to kiss, then lick, trailing reverent circles around each toe, worshipping her feet with slow, desperate devotion. The taste of her skin was divine, salty, soft, and undeniable. My tongue moved automatically now.

I had been well trained.

“Look at him go,” Claudette said, voice lilting and amused. “It’s like he was born to serve under a desk.”

Anya laughed, soft, syrupy, delighted, as she pressed her warm lips against my cock and swallowed me down halfway in one smooth glide. The heat of her mouth was almost too much, the feel of her pillowy lips gliding up and down my neglected shaft a dizzying contrast to the cruel mockery still ringing in my ears.

Her lipstick left red traces with every bob, smudging like cherry-stained kisses down the length of me.

“He’s trembling,” Anya murmured between sucks. “Poor baby’s not used to being touched like this anymore. I’ve trained you so well, haven't I?”

“Yes, Miss,” I groaned.

Claudette grinned. “Shhh, Drippy.”

I whimpered, tongue still worshipping Claudette’s foot, dragging it from heel to toe, curling beneath her big toe and licking the space between with reverence. My hips twitched helplessly with every slurp of Anya’s mouth, every pass of her tongue under my shaft.

Claudette leaned forward. “You’re such a good footboy, I think this should become part of your daily routine. You can do this every day before lunch, it’ll be great to relieve tension.”

I dragged my tongue over her soles, over every wrinkle, every padded inch of skin, groaning into her arch while Anya’s lips teased me closer and closer to the edge. Her mouth engulfing me entirely now, her tongue running ruinous circles around my entire shaft.

When I was delirious, breathless and right on the precipice, Anya paused.

Her mouth pulled away with a wet pop.

Her fingers tightened.

“Like I said, good boys deserve to have a choice,” she said, her voice low and lethal. “I can let you cum properly, filling my mouth with your cum, just like a real man. I’ll swallow every drop, and then I’ll kiss Claudette and you can watch us swap your cum from mouth to mouth. It would probably be the sexual highlight of your life.”

She leaned in, licked a droplet of precum from my tip like it was dessert.

“Or,” she whispered, “you can beg for a ruin. Right now. I’ll let you explode in the saddest, most pitiful way possible, over your co-worker’s feet, like the worthless little office bitch you are. And then I’ll lock you up again. You’ll start your next week of denial sticky, desperate, and owned.”

“Why would I do that?” I shuddered, so very very close.

“Because,” Anya said, the tip of her tongue grazing my balls. “If you beg for your ruined orgasm. Next week, when we let you out of the cage for good. I’ll let you cum properly. I’ll let you cum while we’re fucking.”

I gasped from pleasure as well as shock. “Really? Seriously?”

“Have I lied to you yet?” She tilted her head, smiling like the devil in silk. “So what’s it going to be, drippy?”

I trembled, tongue still working over Claudette’s toes, my body betraying me, hips twitching, breath shallow.

“I, I want the ruin,” I gasped.

“Say it properly,” Anya commanded, her hand now stroking the base of my shaft with soft, practiced cruelty. “Beg me for it. Beg me to ruin you.”

“Please, Miss,” I moaned, licking harder, sucking her toes into my mouth as Claudette giggled and pressed her other foot painfully against my balls. “Please ruin me. Please don’t let me cum like a man. I want to cum like a failure. Like your little office pet. Please lock me up again.”

Anya sighed with satisfaction.

“I thought so.”

She gripped my shaft tightly and began stroking with deliberate, ruinous precision, just as Claudette curled her toes against my lips and laughed.

“Oh my god, he actually agreed, that’s so embarrassing,” she said, looking down at the pathetic drip of precum running across her foot. “He’s going to cum like a little loser.”

I moaned, louder now, tongue out, hips shaking as Anya’s lips pressed just beneath the head, teasing me while her hand did the rest. Her thumb flicked the tip, circling in lazy, tormenting spirals.

“Yes,” Anya whispered, taking her hands away as I was about to burst. “Cum. Cum all over her feet, you good little loser.”

And, predictably and pathetically, I did exactly that.

It burst from me like failure made physical, spasms of sticky, wasted cum spurting across Claudette’s instep, coating her toes, dripping in long, humiliating ribbons down the curve of her arch. My entire body shook as the orgasm shuddered through me, drained and raw and shameful.

“God, that’s the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever seen,” Claudette said, watching her foot drip. “Ew.”

Anya smiled and gently reached for the cage.

“Clean it up,” she said softly. “Don’t make me discipline you.”

I bent forward, licked my own ruined orgasm from Claudette’s feet, still panting, still twitching, the taste of my own ruin mingling with her scent.

Then, with clinical ease, Anya caged me again, click, lock, done, like it was never meant to come off in the first place.

“There,” she said, brushing my hair back as I knelt. “All tidy again.”

And I was. Dripping. Caged. Humbled.

But somehow, perfectly complete.


Chapter 8: Another Fucking Promotion

The office was quiet. Friday afternoon quiet. That rare and golden stillness when most of the team had already slipped out early for drinks or errands, the lights low, the floor humming with lazy air-conditioning and the faint scent of toner ink and Anya’s perfume hanging like a spell in the air.

I was on my knees beneath her desk.

The carpet was soft beneath my bare legs, the taste of her skin sweet and faintly salty against my tongue. I licked slowly, reverently, worshipfully, each pass of my mouth along the delicate curve of her arch rewarded by the slow flex of her toes, the soft sigh of contentment from above.

Anya leaned back in her chair, one leg crossed over the other, her foot hovering just above my mouth before she let it rest again on my face, using me like furniture.

“Good boy,” she murmured, not even looking down, just sipping her green tea and scrolling lazily through her inbox.

The scent of her bare feet made my cock pulse in its cage, useless, aching, already dribbling. I licked more eagerly, lips brushing the ball of her foot, my mouth wet with spit and devotion, my heart fluttering at every soft exhale she gave.

Then her breath hitched, not from my tongue, but from her screen.

“Well, well, well,” she said slowly. “Would you look at that.”

I paused, nervous. She flicked the top of my head with her toes.

“Keep licking, drippy.”

I obeyed.

She leaned forward, clicked once, then giggled. “Hannah’s going on vacation next week. Bali, apparently. And guess who’s been asked to run the entire branch while she’s gone?”

I froze.

Anya’s foot pressed firmer against my lips.

“That’s right,” she purred. “Me. Acting CEO. Running the company.”

I whimpered softly against her instep, my cock throbbing miserably in its prison as I imagined her in control of every meeting, every desk, every locked-up slut on the payroll.

“Oh, and get this,” she added, grinning. “I even get to pick a personal secretary.”

Her toes tapped my cheek.

“How about it, drippy boy? Want the job?”

I nodded eagerly, my tongue still working the underside of her toes.

Anya chuckled, luxurious and cruel and utterly thrilled. “I thought so. I’ll need someone obedient. Loyal. Fully trained. You’ll do very well, I’m sure of it.”

Just then, my phone buzzed on the carpet beside us. I blinked down and saw Melissa’s name flash across the screen.

We need to meet. It’s important.

A cold spike of confusion and dread jabbed through my chest, followed by a fresh wave of arousal. The ex I had gotten into this mess to avoid. She had never texted first, not in all our years of break-ups and endless spats. What did she want this time? Did I even want to see her? Of course I did.

These spiralling thoughts were interrupted when Anya’s foot slid up to my face, pressing against my lips.

“Don’t stop licking, pet,” she said firmly. “That’s not your problem anymore.”

I moaned around her toes, heart racing, head spinning, cock leaking.

And as I licked, drunk on her scent, on the power radiating down from her desk, I could already feel it in my bones:

Next week was going to be insane.
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