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Teaser

Anya reappeared in the doorway, a new gold chain glinting around her slender neck.

“Do you like it?” she asked. “It’s for the key to your little cage. Pretty, right?”

“Stunning,” I said sarcastically. “So can I have the key back now?”

“Haha, no, dummy.” Anya giggled and pulled the key from her purse, carefully fixing it to the end of the gold chain before slipping it down her blouse, nestling it between her breasts.

“But,” she continued with a wicked smile, “we are going to play a game.”

I dry-swallowed as I heard the last of the accountants take the elevator. The hum of the air conditioning began to wind down. The cleaners would be arriving in twenty minutes.

“What kind of game?” I whispered.

“Just a little one,” Anya said lightly, crossing her legs. “I’ve got to hit the gym tonight, so I can’t give you all my attention.” She sipped her sparkling water. “But we have time for a bit of conditioning. Come sit on my lap.”

“Your…?” I stammered.

“Yes,” she said, firm now. “Be a good boy for your work wifey. Sit on my lap.”


Chapter 1: My Work-Wife Anya

Anya burst into our shared office, stepping in from the blistering summer rain, her long blonde hair dripping out from under the hood of her bubblegum-pink coat. Her large, doe eyes were set in a defiant scowl.

“It’s friggin’ July,” she growled, slamming the door behind her and tossing her coat onto the hook. Beneath it, she wore a loose silk blouse cut low enough to show the edge of a delicate lace bra. Her wet short pencil skirt hugged her round, squat-scultped ass like latex, and I felt my cock stir in my slacks.

“What are you staring at?” she said, eyebrows raised, as she tucked a wet blonde lock behind one dainty ear.

“I—uh—your tights,” I stammered. “They’re soaked.”

Anya glanced down. “Feck, you’re right. Thanks, babes.”

Then, right in front of me, she slipped off her heels and, with that effortless, sensual shimmy women like her seem born with, peeled off her tights. Her toned thighs shimmered in the overhead light, her bare feet pink and neatly pedicured.

“You’re a lifesaver,” she breathed, flopping into her desk chair opposite mine, fanning herself. She unfastened another button on her blouse, revealing even more of her bra—and the gentle, impossible swell of her heavenly breasts.

All morning, she complained about her latest boyfriend. Not exactly work-appropriate, sure, but after three years of working together since university, we’d long since passed from coworkers into something like friendship. Despite her model-level beauty, toned body, and firecracker personality, Anya had the worst luck with men.

“And he refuses to do the dishes, vacuum, or change the damn sheets... He won’t even go down on me! Like, how insecure can a guy be? I should break up with him, right?”

Typing up a monthly report, my cock began to harden at the mental image of going down on Anya, burying my face in her folds, hearing her whimper as she came all over my tongue.

“Yeah,” I said, “you should.”

Anya typed something quickly, then smiled. “Done. Thanks, bestie. I needed that. God, I wish I had a relationship like you and Melissa.”

I froze. I’d been avoiding this topic for three weeks.

“Melissa and I broke up,” I said quietly. “She left me. For the ninth time.”

Anya’s eyes went wide. “But I thought things were going so much better! Awh, you poor thing…”

Without warning, she stood and padded over to me barefoot, her breasts bouncing softly with each step across the carpet. She grabbed my wrist and pulled me up into a hug.

Unfortunately, I was rock hard.

“Oh,” she said, blinking in surprise—then gave a coy smile. “Guess that’s what happens when you don’t have someone to take care of you.” She gave me a playful slap on the chest. “Bold boy.”

“I’m sorry,” I muttered, blushing furiously. “It’s just… one of those random, automatic things. I didn’t mean to—”

“Dude, don’t freak out,” Anya said, rolling her eyes. “It’s perfectly natural. But still, it sucks about Melissa. I need to take you out tonight. Deal?”

“You’re on,” I said.



That night played out like so many of our nights out had before. But this time, I was far more aware of her body. With Melissa finally out of the picture, every curve, gesture, and glance from Anya hit me like a punch to the gut.

The swell of her breasts beneath her tight white blouse, practically bursting with softness—I even noticed, to my surprise, a small barbell piercing on her left nipple that I couldn’t stop myself staring at.

The perfect shape of her ass cheeks as she leaned forward to catch the waiter’s attention—round and absolutely made to be spanked.

The teasing way she toyed with her heel under the table, arching her foot with perfect pink pedicure.

Her lips, glossy and full, wrapped around straw after straw, leaving traces of her mouth glowing like a beacon.

Three times she caught me staring—and each time, she glanced at my achingly hard crotch, then back up with a strict little shake of her head.

Near 2 a.m., we were nestled into a corner booth at an all-night café, each of us nursing an oversized coffee before calling it a night.

“So,” Anya said, tracing a fingernail along the rim of her cup, “why did you really break up?”

I hesitated. I hadn’t planned on telling her, but after the evening we’d had, it spilled out.

“She caught me touching myself.”

Anya blinked. “Wait, that’s it?”

I sighed. “She said it was basically cheating.”

Anya let out a disbelieving laugh. “Seriously? That’s crazy. Were you, like, doing it constantly or something?”

“No,” I mumbled, already red-faced. “It hardly matters though. We’ll just do what we’ll always do. I’ll buy her flowers and apologise, she’ll move back in and we’ll do the same thing again in three months.”

“Easy salution,” Anya rolled her eyes. “Just don’t call her back dummy!”

I sighed. “It’s not that easy. Melissa is so beautiful, and after a while alone, I start thinking about her body and her mouth and….sorry I shouldn’t be telling you this.”

“Please, what’s a work-wife for?” Anya said. “I gettit by the way, Melissa is a fox, biggest tits I’ve ever seen with a waist that small. But I don’t want you miserable, so we need to find a way to make sure you don’t go crawling back to her.”

“How?” I shrugged.

She giggled, and suddenly wrapped an arm around me. Then she gasped, and began digging in her oversized handbag. “Oh my god. I actually have the perfect thing for you.”

She produced a small velvet box and set it on the table in front of me.

“I got this for my ex,” she said with a wicked grin. “I bought it as a way to train him to be a better boyfriend but since he’s ancient history now… why don’t you try it?”

“What is it?” I asked cautiously, it was late but her eyes were alive with mischief.

“It’s a chastity cage,” Anya said, biting her lip. “A cage for your cock. So you can’t call Melissa the next time you get a boner.”

“I’m not that weak,” I protested, though not vehemently.

“Sure you are, you’re a man and all men are controlled by their pee pee, right?” Anya leaned in, her eyes gleaming. “This is how we fix that. If your cock can’t think for you, then maybe you’ll finally stop crawling back to that crazy dragon lady.”

“But… what if I meet someone I do like?”

“Easy,” Anya said, running her hand absent-mindedly through her blonde locks. “Just text me, and I'll unlock you. Simple.”

I don’t know if it was the late hour, the coffee jitters, or just the way she was looking at me—but I nodded.

“Okay. Let’s do it. Give it to me. I’ll put it on tonight.”

Then she did something I didn’t expect.

“Can I ask a favor?” she said quietly.

“Sure?”

Anya bit her lip again.

I noticed she was squeezing her thighs together.

“Can I… put it on for you?”


Chapter 2: Locked by my work-wife

With a fresh cup of herbal tea cooling on the counter, filling the room with the scent of lavender and apples, I leaned against the kitchen island.




“You know,” I said casually, giddy with excitement and nerves at what I’d agreed to. “if you get to see me naked, the least you could do is return the favor.”

Anya smirked over the rim of her mug and took a slow sip. “Naughty boy. Are you having inappropriate thoughts about your coworker, young man?”

I gulped. “Only occasionally.”

She raised an eyebrow and tossed her blonde hair back. “Alright then. What has your dirty little mind been fantasizing more—my tits or my ass?”

I hesitated. I’d thought about Anya all evening—her round, perky tits, her juicy ass, the curve of her hips, her neck, the smell of her hair as I imagined myself sliding inside her. And now I had to choose.

“Your tits,” I whispered, trying to sound nonchalant and failing completely.

“You’re such a cliché,” Anya said with a smirk, her manicured fingers slowly undoing the pearl buttons on her blouse. “They’re not even that big. Are you sure?”

She paused, holding the fabric closed, teasing me.

“I’m sure,” I nodded, a little too quickly. “One hundred percent.”

Anya smiled. “Good boy.”

My cock twitched at those words. I realised that I wanted to hear her say them again.

“Voilà,” she said, tossing her blouse onto the chaise lounge.

“Fuuuuuck.”

Her round, perky tits bounced gently in a flimsy black lace bra with delicate straps that traced her collarbones and hugged her narrow back. The faint raspberry hue of her hard nipples peeked through the lace. A faint glimmer of the nipple piercing shone in the dark room. My mouth filled with saliva.

“You’re beautiful,” I whispered. “Do you need help taking your bra off?”

She laughed. “Nice try. But that’s all you’re getting for now. Now—are you taking your pants off, or should I do it for you?”

I grinned. “You can do it.”

“Cliché,” she muttered, sinking to her knees with a smirk, her magnificent milky breasts so close, nearly bare in that barely-there bra. “Let’s see what Melissa was working with.”

She undid my belt slowly, fingers brushing my waistband, and I felt myself swell even harder in my boxers. She was magnificent.

“Oh,” she giggled, “someone’s a naughty boy. Already leaking.”

She tapped the wet outline of my cock with the tip of her nail, pulling a rope of precum from the fabric.

“I—um—you just—”

“Save it, drippy boy,” Anya giggled. “Now for the main event.”

She pulled down my boxers, and—there’s no way to sugar-coat it.

She laughed.

Riotously.

“Oh my god,” she said, cheeks flushed. “That’s it? Are you serious?”

“What?” I stammered, face burning. My cock, for some awful reason, only seemed to get harder.

“It’s so wittle,” Anya giggled. “Like, genuinely the smallest cock I’ve ever seen. Melissa let you fuck her with this thing?”

“Sometimes,” I swallowed. “She never complained.”

“Maybe she’s not the crazy bitch I thought she was, or maybe she’s twice as crazy, I don’t know,” Anya muttered, meeting my eyes. “Can I touch it?”

I nodded. “Of course. You can do whatever you want to it.”

“I’ll hold you to that.”

With a coy grin, she traced a single red fingernail up the seam beneath my shaft.

I moaned like a slut.

Precum dribbled down my thighs despite the humiliating commentary. I was dripping. Aching. Helpless.

“With such a little pee-pee, I don’t think I’d feel a thing,” Anya said, taking a long sip from her iced water and filling her cheeks with ice.

Then she leaned in, wrapped her cold lips around my cock—and I nearly screamed.

Finally. Finally, this beautiful, untouchable woman was sucking me off. I could barely think. I was going to cum—I needed to cum—

“Ouch,” I winced. “That’s cold!”

Anya winked and kept going, the chill of the ice making every nerve stand on end. But slowly—horribly—I felt myself going soft. The ice numbed me, humiliated me. My cock wilted like an over-boiled noodle.

“Yuck,” she said, pulling off and spitting the ice into her glass. She looked down at my embarrassingly soft dick flopping uselessly between my thighs.

“Baby, I love working with you,” she said with a grin, “but that was like giving a jellybean a blowjob. Let’s lock that thing up for your own good, yeah?”

I was embarrassed, humiliated, and pathetically soft. And somehow more aroused than I’d ever been in my life. I nodded.

“You can do whatever you want to me.”

“Good boy,” she said, and in the next moment, she was opening the little velvet box.

She took out a smooth white cock cage.

After tugging my swollen balls through the base ring, she guided my soft dick into the cold plastic tube, the bars tight and unyielding. With a flick of her wrist, she clicked the lock shut.

“Awh, it’s so much cuter this way,” Anya cooed, bouncing up to her feet and yawning.

“Okay, dude. I’ll see you at work tomorrow, yeah? TGIF.”

Shell-shocked. Cock-locked. I nodded. “See you then.”

Then I got the train back to my apartment, the image of her tits burned into the backs of my eyelids… and a new, constant pulse of throbbing, caged frustration settling in my cock.


Chapter 3: Just another day at the office

The next day, I arrived at the office early, wearing my best shirt and favorite tie. The weather was warm, the sun was shining, and the birds in the trees seemed to chirp just for me.

The only problem? I was deeply, achingly frustrated.

On the train ride over the river, I found myself surrounded by five college girls. Their short skirts hugged their thighs as they giggled in a floral haze of perfume and tousled, shimmering hair. The scent of them made my cock strain helplessly against its cage. When one of them crossed her legs and accidentally flashed her panties, I groaned internally—my caged cock throbbed, desperate and denied, unable to even get fully hard.

By the time I walked into the office, I was breathless and more pent-up than I’d ever been in my life.

Anya arrived late, as usual. Today she wore her hair in a severe, tight blonde bun, a deliciously short white skirt, strappy heels, and a lilac blouse low-cut enough to tease the swell of her cleavage beneath a crisp white blazer. For a moment, I’d forgotten all about the cage—until I saw her. Then the pressure between my legs returned instantly.

She noticed my discomfort right away.

“Last night was pretty crazy, huh?” she mused, dropping into her chair and biting the tip of a pen while her computer hummed to life. “Did you sleep okay?”

I blushed. This was pretty humiliating.

“I woke up three times,” I admitted after a moment. “And, you know… morning wood. Not pleasant!”

Anya giggled. “Ouch. But hey, at least you’re not calling your ex anymore, right?”

“It’s tempting,” I said, sighing. “But I think you were right. Being locked made it… impossible. So, thanks. Can I get the key back now?”

Anya gasped, her eyes going wide with exaggerated shock. “Seriously? Babes, you’ll need way more than just a day to detox from that piece of work. I read a study this morning on my way in—apparently, it takes three weeks minimum to get over an ex. That’s how long I think I should keep you locked.”

I laughed awkwardly. “Haha, good one.”

Outside, I could hear our manager Hannah talking to the PM about KPIs. The receptionist was frothing milk for coffees. It felt surreal, like a wet dream had wandered into my reality.

But Anya’s face was deadly serious. “I can’t have you crawling back to her claws, babes. I’m doing this for you.”

“I don’t think I could go three weeks without cumming,” I blurted out—then immediately turned crimson. “I mean… that’s a really long time.”

“That’s where I come in!” Anya chirped. “You remember that Women in Business course I did last year? Learned a bunch of fancy management techniques?”

“Yeah,” I nodded. “And you still won’t apply for supervisor even though you’d be amazing.”

“Well, I’m afraid of the responsibility.” She grinned. “But I think this might be the perfect teaser. I want to be your Chastity Supervisor. I’ll give you clear goals, milestones—all the fun stuff—to make sure you stay on track for the full three weeks.”

“So… we’d be helping each other out?” I said, fumbling for logic.

“Exactly.” Anya beamed and reached into her bag. “I even took the liberty of printing a contract.”

She handed me a single sheet.

After reading it I looked up at her, stunned. “This is basically a blanket consent form for you to own me and do whatever you want.”

Anya gave a cheeky grin. “It’s that or go crawling back to Melissa. Besides, it’ll be fuuuun. I promise. Make your work wife happy!”

I sighed—helpless, aroused, and frustrated—and signed the contract.

For the next three weeks, I would be hers.


Chastity Contract

CONTRACT OF CHASTITY SUPERVISION
Between: The Undersigned (hereafter referred to as “the Subject”) and Miss Anya (hereafter referred to as “Keyholder Supreme”)

Article I – Surrender of Control
The Subject hereby voluntarily and irrevocably surrenders control of his genitals, orgasms, and related privileges to the Keyholder Supreme, effective immediately upon signature. This includes, but is not limited to:

●        Access to erections
 

●        Frequency and timing of orgasms (if any)
 

●        Permission to touch, stroke, or otherwise stimulate the penis
 

●        Dignity
 

Article II – Delegation Clause
The Keyholder Supreme retains full rights to delegate, transfer, or co-share ownership of the Subject’s chastity to any third party she deems worthy, without prior notice or appeal. Subject shall show gratitude at all times.
 

Article III – Duration
This contract is valid for a minimum of three (3) weeks, renewable upon mutual agreement at the end of the defined period.

Article IV - Consent

The Subject may dissolve this agreement at any time using the safe-word: Juniper Lodge, or the non-verbal tapping of the ground twice in rapid succession.

Acknowledgment:
The Subject signs freely, and is fully aware this is the cleverest thing he’s ever done.


Chapter 4: Chastity Conditioning with my work-wife

Despite the contract, I still had to work. The rest of the day was a blur of admin and back-to-back meetings. By the time I was finishing a report, everyone else had already filed out for the weekend.

That’s when Anya reappeared in the doorway, a new gold chain glinting around her slender neck.

“Do you like it?” she asked. “It’s for the key to your little cage. Pretty, right?”

“Stunning,” I said sarcastically. “So can I have the key back now?”

“Haha, no, dummy.” Anya giggled and pulled the key from her purse, carefully fixing it to the end of the gold chain before slipping it down her blouse, nestling it between her breasts.

“But,” she continued with a wicked smile, “we are going to play a game.”

I dry-swallowed as I heard the last of the accountants take the elevator. The hum of the air conditioning began to wind down. The cleaners would be arriving in twenty minutes.

“What kind of game?” I whispered.

“Just a little one,” Anya said lightly, crossing her legs. “I’ve got to hit the gym tonight, so I can’t give you all my attention.” She sipped her sparkling water. “Just a bit of conditioning. Come sit on my lap.”

“Your…?” I stammered.

“Yes,” she said, firm now. “Be a good boy for your work wifey. Sit on my lap.”

I hurried to obey, my cage throbbing painfully as I lowered myself onto her lap. My belt pressed tight against her thighs, but Anya just smiled and undid it with a tug.

“Personally, I understand why you liked Melissa so much. She’s a smoke show. That can be confusing. But I want to make things clear.”

As she spoke, she reached into her blouse and retrieved the key from around her neck. With a casual twist, she unlocked the cage.

My cock sprang free, hard and sticky with precum, twitching with desperate excitement.

“Ew, you’re such a perv,” Anya giggled. But then—unbelievably—she wrapped one manicured hand around my shaft and the other around my balls.

A presentation began playing on the screen.

The first slide: a beach photo of Anya with her old college girlfriends, lounging in string bikinis, legs crossed, torsos arched, sunglasses tilted low.

“These are nice girls,” Anya whispered, her lips brushing my ear. Her tongue traced the edge of my earlobe. “These are the kinds of girls you want to please. The kind of girls you want to worship.”

She began to stroke me slowly, fingers dancing up and down my shaft, feather-light. My hips trembled with each teasing pass.

Then, abruptly, the screen changed. Melissa. A photo from an old lingerie shoot—thigh highs, garters, red lips, her hand tugging down a sheer bra.

“Good boys only like good girls,” Anya said coldly—and then she squeezed my balls sharply, her nails digging in.

I yelped.

“When you see Melissa,” she hissed, “you should think of pain.”

The image flipped again: Anya and her friends getting pedicures, their bare feet in little pink tubs, toes painted in soft glossy shades.

“Even goddesses’ feet deserve worship,” Anya cooed. Her strokes resumed, a little faster now, my slick cock gliding through her grip. “You love worshiping feet. You yearn to worship feet. Say it.”

“I… I yearn to worship feet,” I said automatically. “Wait—what?”

Before I could think, the screen flipped back to Melissa.

This time, Anya twisted my nipple hard, and I yelped again.

“You don’t want to worship this bitch, do you?”

“No!” I gasped. “No, definitely not.”

Back to an image of Anya—this time in a sundress, one sandal off, lounging on a picnic blanket.

The stroking resumed. Her hand glided over my aching, precum-drenched cock.

“You like good girls. You like girls you can trust. Strong women you respect.”

“I do,” I moaned, practically drooling. “I only like strong women I respect.”

KNOCK KNOCK.

“Shit,” Anya gasped. “Get under the desk.”

I scrambled, pants tangled around my ankles, cock retreating in panic. I barely made it under when our boss, Hannah, opened the door.

“Oh, Anya—good, you’re still here,” she chirped in her familiar East Coast drawl. “Do you know when we’ll have the Tokyo numbers?”

“Tomorrow,” Anya replied smoothly, crossing her legs. Her sharp heel pressed against my chest, holding me low and hidden. “We’re both working on it.”

From beneath the desk, I watched Hannah scan the office, then glance at my empty chair.

“Anything going on between you two?” she asked, smirking. “Between us girls… he’s quite pretty.”

“He is, isn’t he?” Anya said, flicking her blonde hair back. “But he’s never shown any interest. We’re just coworkers. And friends, of course.”

“Right, right,” Hannah said. “Sorry—I’m just being nosy. Anyway, enjoy your weekend. You deserve it.”

“Thanks, boss,” Anya called, and the door clicked shut behind her.

We were alone again.

“That was close,” she breathed, checking her watch. “Okay—back in the cage, mister. Cleaners’ll be here in two minutes.”

“But I’m still so hard,” I groaned.

“No, you’re not,” Anya giggled.

I looked down. She was right. It was limp and pathetic again—shrunken from fear, soaked with precum.

“Let me just tidy you up,” she said, and with the same calm she’d use to wipe a whiteboard, she pulled a wet wipe from her bag and cleaned my cock. She sanitized the cage, and just as I started to swell again, she clicked the lock shut.

“There we go. Isn’t that better?”

“No,” I muttered, still trembling. “I was so close…”

“Don’t be silly,” Anya said with a wink, tucking the key back beneath her blouse. “Your little nub is better off like this. Trust me.”

She grabbed her purse and headed for the door.

“Anyway—have a good weekend. See you Monday.”

Then she was gone.

I was locked.

And my fate, just like my cock…was sealed.


Chapter 5: A week of torture

Everything was—ironically—much harder.

Sleeping was nearly impossible. Spikes of pain would jolt me awake during the night, and drifting off was worse, every heartbeat reminding me of my locked cock. I’d never been so aware of it.

Even my Saturday run was a nightmare. The cage bounced uselessly in my shorts, awkward and heavy. Peeing meant sitting down like a girl. And no matter how desperate I got, I couldn’t touch myself. Rubbing against the bars only made it worse—no release, just more sticky, humiliating precum, and the aching for something I couldn’t have.

By Monday morning, I’d never been so excited to go to work.

We had a team meeting first thing, with Hannah standing at the front of the conference table, briskly reviewing metrics in the over-cooled boardroom.

“So as you can see, it keeps rising.”

That’s when I felt it—Anya’s bare, pantyhosed foot brushing my ankle.

I turned to look at her. She licked her plump, glossy lips, gave me a pointed little glance… and then turned calmly back to the presentation, as if she were hanging on Hannah’s every word.

But under the table, her foot began to slide up my leg, teasing my thigh with the ball of her foot.

Oh my God. She couldn’t be doing this.

Not here.

Not during a packed meeting.

“We need to keep the pressure up,” Hannah said. “If things continue, they won’t be able to hold out much longer.”

Anya’s foot settled between my legs. Her toes found the outline of my cage and began to trace it lightly, cruelly, with the faintest pressure.

I bit my tongue to suppress a whimper, struggling not to squirm in my chair as she teased me—just her feet, and I was already on the edge.

“It’s a very volatile situation,” Hannah concluded. “Anything could happen.”

The meeting ended. I barely remembered a word of it.



At lunch in the canteen, Anya had unbuttoned one extra button on her blouse. She stretched more than usual, casually pressing her breasts forward, giving me little glimpses of lace.

“So,” she whispered with a grin that told me she knew exactly what she was doing to me, “did my little drippy mess enjoy getting his locked clit foot-fucked beneath the table?”

“Oh my God,” I muttered, going beetroot red. “What if someone heard you?”

“I’m just kidding, Lockie,” Anya said, stabbing a cherry tomato with her fork. “Don’t get your panties in a twist.”

She rolled her beautiful doe eyes. “How was your weekend?”

“Hard,” I said. “Frustrating, to say the least.”

“But you didn’t call Melissa,” Anya replied smugly, doing a tiny celebratory shimmy. “I am a genius.”

“An evil genius,” I chuckled. “I really can’t wait to get this thing off.”

“Why? So you can jerk it?” Anya smirked, making an obscene gesture with two fingers.

“What do you think?” I scoffed.

“Hmm,” she said thoughtfully. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. I won’t be allowing that.”

“What?!” I said, shocked.

“This is how project management works,” Anya said, as if talking about quarterly goals. “You need structured rewards at strategic milestones. Make it to Thursday evening, and I’ll give you the opportunity to orgasm.”

“Wait—what?”

“I’ll even help,” she said with a wink. “No ice this time. But I will need you to step up your reporting.”



For the rest of the week, I had little choice but to comply.

Three times per day, I had to take a picture of my caged, pathetic cock and send it to Anya. Morning, lunch, and end of day. She always replied with a little joke.

“Cute clit bitch, Melissa doesn’t know what she’s missing.”

“Can you fetch me a coffee when you get back to our office, if you do I’ll massage your cocklet through the bars.”

“Ew. You’re such a perv. JK I love seeing that little bean.”

Then after hours, once the office had mostly cleared out, she’d call me over to sit on her lap. There, she’d edge me to photos of herself and her friends—not bikini pics anymore, but close-ups of their manicured hands, painted toenails, soft navels, perfectly shaped asses. The curve of a thigh. The arch of a foot.

It was all working. Working far too well.

Soon, just watching Anya take off her heels or hearing her tap her glossy nails against her desk had me leaking uncontrollably in my cage. I was twitching, aching, and changing. She had her hooks into me, and I was loving it.

The conditioning on Melissa was working too. Even glancing at a photo of her now sent a bolt of pain straight through my scrotum. What can I say, Anya’s nails had trained me well.

And the worst part?

I was falling for Anya.

Everything about her captivated me: the way she bit her lip when she concentrated, the curve of her hips when she stretched, the infuriating way she giggled as she squeezed my balls while edging me to the brink and whispering things I’ll never forget.

She was devilish fun, whimsy and wickedness wrapped in a power suit and strappy heels.

And this thursday, she was going to make me cum.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 6: The Office Bitch

Anya looked incredible, short skirt, blouse unbuttoned just enough to hint at lace, and that ever-present glint of mischief in her eye. The moment I walked into the office, she took a slow sip of her coffee and grinned.

“Come on, office hubby,” she winked. “I booked the conference room.”

My heart pounded.

She led me inside, shut the blinds, and locked the door. The soft drone of the office beyond vanished behind the soundproof glass.

“I told Hannah we needed complete privacy to go over the quarterly numbers,” she giggled, tossing her blonde hair. “So we’re safe for an hour.”

Then, with a smile that could undo the best laid plans, she said, “Take off your clothes.”

Trained to obey after the last week, I stripped unquestioningly while she remained fully dressed.

“It must’ve been so hard,” she said sweetly, watching my cage twitch with pitying amusement. “All week, drippy and desperate. But it’s for your own good, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Anya,” I whimpered as she reached down and flicked the tip of my cage with one manicured nail. “Thank you for locking me up. I definitely would’ve called Melissa without it.”

“Good boy.” She said the words, sending a ripple of pleasure through me. “Let’s see how my little project is progressing.”

She hopped up to sit on the edge of the table, kicking off her stilettos and revealing freshly pedicured bare feet—glossy pink toes and soft arches.

“What do you think when you see my feet now, drippy?” she asked, tilting her head.

“That they’re beautiful,” I whispered, trembling.

“Do you want to kiss them?”

I nodded desperately.

“I didn’t hear that.”

“Yes, Ma’am. Please may I kiss your feet?”

“That’s so pathetic,” she said with a cheerful grin. “But okay. Work away, drippy.”

I sank to my knees and pressed my lips to her feet—her toes, the arch, her heel—worshipping the scent, the softness. After days of conditioning, it was a divine release just to be granted permission to lick. What had happened to me?

“You’re a good little chastity footboy, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said, tongue still working furiously as I inhaled and tasted her beautiful feet, cocked locked and aching in its sad little prison.

After a while, she sighed and said, “That’s enough.”

She stood, unzipped her skirt, and let it slide down her hips, pooling around her heels in a soft whisper. Beneath it, she wore a tight red lace thong that framed the curve of her ass perfectly, round, high, and heart-shaped, with just enough jiggle to tease with every slight movement.

Her thighs were smooth and toned, kissed by a soft shimmer of tan, and her calves flexed as she shifted her weight, the muscles lean beneath smooth, flawless skin. The thong disappeared between her cheeks, accentuating the swell of her ass, the lace delicate against her luminous skin. She placed one manicuredhand on her hip, cocking it just enough to make her ass pop, then looked back over her shoulder.

“Do you like it?” Anya asked, striking a little pose with a wicked smirk.

My throat was dry as I drank in the sight of this goddess. At this point my cage pulsed with every breath, I was completely under her spell.. “You’re spectacular.”

“I kno,w right!? This experiment’s taught me that I needed to be more confident, so thank you work hubby!” she said brightly, before slapping her own ass, making it jiggle. “I bet you want a piece after such a tough week, huh, Drippy?”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Well, too bad,” She said ruefully. “I’m not fucking you. We’re coworkers, that’d be so inappropriate. Get on the table.”

I obeyed, lying down as she climbed up and straddled my face, holding her thong-clad ass inches above my mouth. From here I could see the glistening outline of her pussy, was bathed in her feminine musk. I had never wanted to eat pussy this bad in my life.

“Absolutely no touching,” Anya ordered, sounding like a strict school teacher. “Understand, drippy?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I said as her cheeks clapped against my face.

“I’m going to give you a chance,” she murmured.

She leaned down, retrieved the key from her necklace, and slowly unlocked my cage. My cock sprang free, painfully hard, sticky with desperation.

“Hmm,” she mused, stroking it softly. “I think it’s gotten even smaller. How tragic for you.”

Then she shifted her thong to the side.

“You can lick my ass while I stroke you. That’s your reward. Aren’t you so lucky?”

I moaned against her flesh as I obeyed, tongue working eagerly. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it with slow, expert rhythm. The taste of her asshole—warm, musky, laced with the faintest hint of sweat and perfume—flooded my mouth, dizzying and addictive. Every flick of my tongue around her hole reminded me what I was: not her equal, not her lover, but her locked-up ass-licker, laying beneath her while she played my cock like a picollo.

“This whole experience has made me feel so powerful,” she purred. “I liked being your work wife, but I love being your little keyholder. It’s so fun owning your cock.”

She continued stroking me as she spoke, pausing only to giggle or tighten her grip.

“You used to cum in a pussy, huh? Now look at you. Slobbering into my ass while I play with your little clit. That’s all you’re good for.”

“I’m just your little ass-licker,” I groaned. “My clit is useless.”

“Good boy,” Anya sang, again sending pleasure through me.

“Oh god,” I muttered.

Anya cheered. “You’re close, aren’t you, baby?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whimpered.

“Well then, I’m going to give you a choice,” Anya said, glancing over her shoulder with a devilish smile as I ate her hole.

“You can cum properly, all over my fingers. Or…”

She dragged a nail down my shaft.

“You can beg me to ruin it. If you beg, I’ll give you a blowjob this time next week. It would make me so happy if you begged like a little bitch—but it’s your choice.”

I trembled, right on the edge of release.

I had never wanted to cum so badly.

I was desperate.

But I was also well trained.

“I worship strong women,” I grunted pathetically. “Please—please ruin my orgasm. Lock me back up.”

“Are you sure?” she teased. “Another week? You’ll be so helpless…”

“Please… please ruin me.”

Anya giggled. “Okay. Just for you. But from now on, you can keep calling me Ma’am. And I expect you to assist me with all tasks. I don’t want you to be my work-hubby anymore, I want you to be my little office bitch.”

“Please let me be your little office bitch,” I begged, pleasure peaking.

She leaned down, lips brushing the tip of my swollen cock.

“Okay, if you insist, drippy.”

She let go just as I came.

It was an explosion of frustration and then just nothing as the please ebbed away. My pathetic cocklet was spurting uselessly over my stomach, dick spasming into emptiness, untouched and unsatisfied.

“Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” Anya laughed, shaking her head. “You came like a ruined little bitch.”

She clicked the cage back over my shrinking cock with terrifying efficiency. She was getting way too fucking good at that.

“There,” she said brightly. “Back where you belong.”

She cleaned me up with a clinical swipe of tissue and flicked my cheek with a smile.

“Alright, get dressed. I’ve got a meeting with Hannah—I think I’m about to be promoted.”

She paused in the doorway, tossing me one last look.

“Wouldn’t that be fun? Me, your boss.”

I let out a low moan.

The next week was about to be insane.

To be continued….June 13th 2025
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From Best Friend to Keyholder

Day 1: Caught and Locked!

Morning: Tease

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 asked.

Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.

Earlier that Day****

A swathe of dense evergreens rolled past the windows, the low hum of the train filling the air, but I couldn’t appreciate any of it.

I was way too busy trying not to get hard.

“I can’t wait to get a shower,” Hannah yawned as she stretched, the hem of her tiny white t-shirt riding up to reveal the toned curve of her stomach. Her cotton shorts left little to the imagination, and she had already peeled off her shoes and socks. Now her bare, pedicured feet were sliding from my lap to my thighs, unknowingly driving me crazy.

“Thanks for helping me move for my master’s,” she said, half-opening her eyes. “It’s going to be a fun week. Vancouver’s a blast.”

I barely managed to reply. “No problem.”
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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.


Sissy Maid of Honor

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.


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment

The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.
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