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Prologue: The World According to Alexis

Before I took control, my boyfriend was careless.

He was sweet, but undisciplined. Generous but thoughtless. One of those beautiful, distracted men who charm their way through life without ever wondering who was left cleaning up after they had their fun. I watched him drift through our early months with easy confidence, missing details, letting me down in small ways he assumed wouldn’t matter.

But they did.

Of course they did.

We’d been together six months when he pushed me too far. He left me waiting in a booth at that awful diner in Brooklyn, holding cold coffee while everyone else stared at the sad, lonely girl in the pretty dress and silent tears.

Party of one at a table for two.

I called. I texted. Nothing.

It was pathetic, I mean, I just sat there in those crotchless panties that were incredibly uncomfortable, but I knew drove him wild, and heels that were somehow more uncomfortable. I was wearing all this crap just for him, counting every minute he was late.

But eventually I had to stop counting. The diner was closing, and I marched home, blinking away tears and fuming with rage.

Then, lo and behold, my boyfriend arrived out of breath and apologizing, like it was a joke. Like he expected me to smile and say it was fine.

It wasn’t fine.
But I didn’t argue. I didn’t even raise my voice.

I looked him in the eye and gave him a choice.

Submit or walk away for good.

He blinked. For a moment, he hesitated. Then, chewing his lip, he nodded. That was the moment I saw it; the part of him he’d kept hidden even from himself. The part that wanted to give in. That craved order, structure, control. The part that needed someone who wouldn’t tolerate his laziness. Not out of cruelty, but love.

He was mine from that moment forward.

The rules came fast: always shaven smooth below the eyebrows. Always locked in chastity. Always attentive to my needs. His safeword was “Thorn”, a word he’s never once used but is of course at liberty to do so whenever he so pleases. So far, he hasn’t even considered it.

Not when I made him kneel in front of me wearing nothing but a collar and his best tie. Not when I strapped him to the bed and edged him for hours. Not when I took away his orgasms entirely.

Because I didn’t just dominate him. I remade him.

He learned to love serving instead of whining for blowjobs. To ache instead of assume I was his to take. I took away his privilege of masturbation. Took away his right to pleasure. I caged his cock and made him say thank you. I watched him learn that longing could be holy, in a way, that desire meant more when it was unsated.

I had him shave himself each morning before work. He’d show me pictures, proof he’d done it properly. He started carrying water bottles for me. Started asking if he could kiss my feet goodnight. My lazy boyfriend became my perfect submissive. My good boy.

Then I took it further.

I made him wear plugs to dinner parties, tight jeans that barely hid his cage. I kept a leash in my purse, just in case. I walked him through private Gardens in a tailored suit with a plug in his ass, the cage clicking softly with every step. I bent him over a bench in the rose maze and fucked him with my strap.

I thought that was the peak of his submission.

Then I introduced him to Bianca.

Bianca is my secret weapon. My best friend, my co-conspirator. Petite and sharp, with a voice like a scalpel and a smile that could, and frequently does, make men kneel. She’d always joked about breaking a man together someday. When she finally met him, she leapt at the opportunity.

So now we’re meeting him tonight.

This is where our story begins.

So lock up, sit pretty, and don’t touch anything you’re not given permission to.


Chapter 1: She walks in beauty, like the night

Dinner was set at La Belle Nuit, a chic French bistro in the Lower West Side known for intimate candlelit alcoves, silk-draped privacy, and staff who knew precisely when to disappear. I arrived early, my nerves thrumming beneath the careful tailoring of my charcoal dress shirt and fitted suit, the cruel metal cage pressing insistently against my straining cock, reminding me of Alexis’s firm hand and the enticing, unsettling path we’d begun to travel together.

Alexis arrived shortly after, stunning as always, her red hair tumbling over the shoulders of a sleek black dress that hugged every curve, the neckline daring enough to tease at the swell of her flawless breasts. She kissed my cheek lightly, her perfume, all citrus, bergamot and lavender, making my pulse quicken.

Before I could catch my breath, Bianca appeared, her petite frame vibrant with confident allure, eyes mischievous beneath her tousled dark hair, the short emerald dress leaving very little to my already fevered imagination. She slid gracefully into the booth opposite Alexis, her delicate fingers brushing lightly along my thigh beneath the silk-draped tablecloth, caging me in delicious, quiet complicity.

“You look nervous, Slut,” Alexis purred, voice velvety and low, her fingertips trailing gently down my other thigh, tracing patterns that sent pulses of helpless desire through my already desperate cocklet. I trembled slightly under their synchronized assault, aware of how effortlessly they controlled my every reaction.

“A bit,” I admitted softly. “This is… different.”

“Different, yes, but exciting, isn’t it?” Bianca leaned in, her voice sweet yet edged with playful cruelty. “So very very exciting.”

I nodded, heart pounding, warmth rising to my cheeks as their eyes danced between amusement and ownership. Alexis tightened her fingers possessively, claiming more territory, and I squirmed beneath their joint inspection.

The waiter drifted by, took our orders swiftly, and disappeared discreetly, leaving us wrapped in a charged silence.

Alexis broke it first, leaning close, her voice quiet yet firm.

“Bianca and I discussed deepening our arrangement,” she began, eyes locked on mine, unwavering and confident. “We talked about expanding things,” she said, manicured fingernails tracing delicate circles over my swollen balls through my trousers. “If you’re willing, Bianca will also hold a copy of your key.”

My breath caught. I’d imagined this before, in my most intimate of moments when the lights were low and the only sound was that of my locked cock grinding against the sheets and the sound of New York City outside my window. I mean, it was hard not to get excited at the idea. Two stunning women controlling me together, sharing decisions about my body and release. But hearing it aloud made my cock twitch uselessly inside the cage.

“It means twice the control,” Bianca added, her hand moving slowly on my other thigh. “Twice the discipline.”

“And twice the attention,” Alexis murmured by my ear, tongue running over my lobe in a way that sent shivers down my spine. “If you’re lucky.”

“I trust you,” I said, voice soft, already giving in. “Both of you.”

Alexis leaned back, looking pleased.

Bianca gave a slow smile and signaled for the check.

At Alexis’s apartment, it became real. She took a second key from her purse and clipped it onto a chain around Bianca’s neck, where it settled just above her chest. It was almost ceremonial. Then the two of them stood together, watching me. I could already feel how different this would be.

“Strip,” Alexis said.

I did, without hesitation. The cage caught the light, my skin flgoosepimpled, my body tense with need.

“Bed,” Bianca said calmly.

I climbed on, heart racing as they undressed. Alexis’s body was tall and lean, her curves firm and deliberate. Bianca was smaller, with soft breasts and a dancer’s poise. They kissed deeply, hands roaming their supple ass cheeks, teasing one another's hard suckable nipples, skin against skin. When they broke apart, both turned to face me.

“Watch,” Alexis said. “Watch like the silly little cuckold you are.”

They joined me on the bed. Bianca moved over Alexis, slowly grinding her pussy against my girlfriend’s mouth. Their moans filled the room. I lay there, trembling, my cock throbbing behind steel, already leaking. A spectator in my girlfriend’s bed.

“You’re being so good,” Bianca whispered, locking eyes with me as they traded places and Alexis thrust against her. “Just watching like a dirty little cuck. Just aching like the chastity bitch you are. Why would we ever need your little cocklet. I can make your girlfriend come so much better than you can.”

“Maybe one day we’ll let you cum during, or let you jerk your teeny weeny clitty while we make love,” Alexis added. “But not tonight.”

They moved faster, breathing harder, bodies slick. I whimpered, gripping the sheets, the cage pressing tighter with every movement.

Bianca reached for me suddenly, tangling her fingers with mine.

“You’re soaking with so fucking much precum,” she said, laughing softly. “You really thought tonight was your turn?”

“Look at him,” Alexis said. “So eager despite his whittle cage. Just watching while we take what he doesn’t get to have.”

Bianca gasped as Alexis pushed her fingers deeper, then cried out, her whole body tensing as she came. She rolled off, panting, and knelt above me, stroking herself quickly.

A moment later, she came again, wet, hot spurts landing directly across my caged cock.

Alexis followed close behind. She stepped forward and jerked herself with short, hard motions until her release mixed with Bianca’s, covering my locked shaft in their satisfaction.

They looked down at me, panting but sated, while I writhed with want.

“Now you look how you’re meant to,” Bianca said.

Alexis bent down, brushed her thumb along my cheek. “Don’t worry, pet. That’s all the release you’ll be getting for a while.”

I nodded, overwhelmed, cock locked and soaked with precum.


Chapter 2: Cloudless climes and starry skies

Bianca looked like she’d been carved from a wet dream. She was smaller than Alexis, but no less authoritative, every inch of her lithe frame carried precision and intent. Her skin was smooth and deep golden-brown, soft-looking but deceptive. Her body was light, compact, the tight musculature of a dancer beneath a delicate frame. Her short dark hair framed her face like it had been cut to frame the glint in her eyes, eyes that flicked from playful to ruthless in an instant.

Alexis left Monday morning with nothing but a kiss against my cheek and a few soft words.

“Be good for Bianca,” she murmured. “Or I’ll hear about it.”

I wasn’t sure she meant that literally until I noticed the blinking camera tucked into the corner of Bianca’s bookshelf.

“You’re never really unsupervised,” Bianca said smoothly, catching my gaze.

“Seriously?” I asked, startled.

She smiled. “Alexis likes to review footage.”

Bianca’s structure took over fast. Mornings began with posture training: kneeling upright, hands behind my back, thighs open, plug inside me buzzing once every sixty seconds. If I shifted, the buzz became a sharp pulse. If I made a sound, it shocked. She made me eat oatmeal from a bowl on the floor, caged and plugged, while she drank coffee above me in silk shorts and a cropped camisole that clung to her, teasing me with the outline of her hard nipples and her perfect hips. Bianca was always dressed deliberately to tease me.

Some mornings she wore a satin robe loose over sheer black lingerie, the swell of her breasts half-visible, the lace of her panties cutting sharply across her hips. Other times it was a pair of tight yoga pants and nothing on top but a sports bra so thin I could see the outline of her nipples whenever she leaned over me to correct my posture. Her scent, somewhere between coconut oil and cool sweat, lingered over everything. And it was addictive.

Throughout the day, she sent instructions. I was to send updates on my cage, selfies showing my plugged position, and typed mantras: I don’t own my body. My pleasure belongs to them. I serve, not seek. Each message felt like a thread pulling tighter around me, weaving submission into my daily rhythm.

Evenings were strict and formal. I served Bianca dinner dressed in a collared shirt, waistcoat, coat, and tie….but bare from the waist down, cage locked, plug still seated deep inside my hole. I poured her drinks, plated her food, and knelt silently beside her as she ate. She never looked at me. I wasn’t her partner. I was decor. An object. Her girlfriend’s cuckold. And I loved it.

After dinner, she’d finish her glass, stretch luxuriously across the couch, and flick her fingers.

“Footrest.”

I’d crawl over, position myself on all fours, and let her legs settle across my back while she scrolled her phone, or slowly, idly stroked herself through her panties. Watching her do it, lazily rubbing circles beneath the thin cotton, hips shifting slightly as her breathing deepened, drove me wild as my cock throbbed in the confines of its chastity cage. I was only inches away, but I was completely helpless.

Eventually, Bianca would lift her hips, slip her panties aside, and sigh as her fingers delved deeper. Sometimes she made me watch in silence, nose brushing the curve of her thigh. Sometimes she pulled me forward and pressed my face between her legs. I was so grateful when she allowed me the latter. So very very grateful.

The taste of her was unforgettable. Sweet, salty, electric. She held my head in place with one firm manicured hand, grinding against my mouth, using me as though I were nothing more than a toy. Her moans were low and quiet, like she didn’t need to perform for me. I had no role except to satisfy.

I licked her until my jaw ached, tongue tracing the folds she guided me to with practiced pressure, licking deeper whenever she thrust her hips forward, flicking faster when her breath hitched. And when she came, God, when she came, she came hard, grinding and shivering and swearing under her breath, flooding my tongue with heat. I swallowed it all, trembling, leaking into my cage, soaked in shame and adoration.

She’d pat my head afterward, just once, absently.

“Good girl,” she’d murmur. “You’re much better as a mouth than a man.”

I hated how much I needed it. How much I craved the ache, the denial, the small scraps of praise.

On the seventh night, Alexis returned.

She walked in like the apartment was hers again, dropped her bag, kissed Bianca deep and slow, then turned to me without hesitation.

“On your knees.”

I obeyed instantly, eyes wide, eager, desperate. She circled me slowly, appraising.

“I saw every second of you with Bianca,” Alexis murmured, running a hand through my hair while her other hand found my nipple and twisted sharply. “You’ve turned into such a good little pussy eater, haven’t you?”

I gasped, face flushed, and smiled back. “Yes, Ma’am.”


Chapter 3: And all that’s best of dark and bright

The car ride was silent, except for my own breathing; shallow, nervous, and shamefully aroused. Bianca sat beside me, her petite frame relaxed, one leg crossed, fingers idly scrolling through her phone. Alexis was at the wheel, her hands tight on the leather, her focus razor-sharp.

I sat caged and muted in the backseat, struggling to stay upright with the weight and pressure of the enormous plug inside me. My cock dripped steadily into the inside of the latex suit that hugged my body like a second skin.

Well, almost my whole body. My cock was the exception. Though fear not hat was still caged.

The suit was slick, black, and cut away at the groin, framing my tiny steel prison like a cruel invitation. The plug pulsed in time with each bump in the road, perfectly in sync with the remote Bianca had tucked into the pocket of her coat.

I let out a soft whimper.

Alexis didn’t take her eyes off the road.

“No whining,” she said flatly. “Tonight’s about being a good little obedient cuck for me and my girlfriend, understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered, already moaning as the plug’s hum grew stronger.

By the time we pulled up to the club, I was shaking. From the outside, it looked like any old warehouse, discreet and unmarked, but once the door opened, I was hit with everything at once: low music, bodies half-dressed and collared, the scent of sweat, latex, perfume, and arousal.

Bianca gave our names. Alexis handed over a sleek black chip.

The woman purred as she accepted it, her voice warm and rich like honey melting on the tongue.

“Welcome, guests of Alexis.”

Only then did I really look at her.

She was stunning, an Indian woman with flawless golden-brown skin and thick, dark curls piled on her head like a crown. And she was utterly, shamelessly naked. Twin silver bars pierced her nipples, glinting in the moody light, and as she leaned forward, I saw her tongue flick out, a small silver ball gleamed there too. She sucked it back in with a soft moan.

“I’m here to help orient you,” she said, shifting slightly.

Her thighs trembled just enough to catch my attention. My breath hitched as I realized she was seated on a thick, glossy dildo mounted beneath the desk. Her bare hips twitched subtly with every breath, every syllable. She didn’t stop smiling.

“This is a kink club. There are no limits,” she whispered, licking her lips, “except the ones you set with your safeword. And it will always be honored. Always.”

She reached for a small tablet, scrolling casually with one hand while the other pressed to her own thigh. Her back arched the tiniest bit, a breathless whimper slipping from her lips.

“Do you understand what it means to consent here?” she asked, voice trembling. “To be watched, touched, ordered, and displayed?”

I nodded mutely. Her lip trembled as she rose up and down her thick dildo.

“Say it. Say you understand.” she said.

I gulped. “I—I understand.”

She moaned again, deeper now. “Good. Then welcome inside.”

The door beside her clicked open with a soft, ominous chime.

With a grin Alexis clipped a leash to the back of my collar and walked, and I followed, heels clicking on polished concrete. I was pulled. People turned to watch. Some laughed. Some stared, openly licking their lips. One woman grabbed my ass as I passed (we’d marked that as allowed on the club form) but it still came as a shock. Others just whispered and pointed.

Inside the reserved room, a low pedestal sat under a spotlight. A metal pole rose from its center, gleaming and cold. Soft leather cuffs were built into the base. Nearby, a padded bench waited.

Bianca sat first, legs crossed, perfectly composed. Alexis followed, arms folded, gaze sharp.

“Pedestal,” Alexis said. “Now.”

I stepped up, wobbling in the heels, latex groaning softly as I got on all fours, head low, my cage exposed, twitching.

“Position three,” Bianca said.

After my week with her I moved without hesitation: kneeling upright, thighs open, hands behind my back. My cock twitched uselessly behind steel, already dripping with humiliation.

Alexis raised one eyebrow. “Recite what you were practicing this morning, in front of all these beautiful people.”

“I don’t touch myself. I don’t cum. I am owned. I am here for display. I exist for your pleasure. Thank you for locking me. Thank you for using me.”

My voice didn’t shake.

Much.

“Good boy,” called a stranger, touching her nipples idly as she stared.

Bianca pulled out the wand.

It was already humming when she stepped behind me and pressed the wide head directly to my cage. The vibration slammed through me, pointless, maddening, and fucking unbearable. My cock swelled against the bars and stayed just as useless as ever. No hope. No friction. Just pressure and denial.

I moaned.

“Speak,” Alexis said, now facing the small crowd. “Tell them what it feels like.”

“Thank you,” I whimpered. “It hurts so good—I can’t cum—I’m leaking—I need it so bad, please—please—”

Bianca clicked the wand to pulse mode and leaned closer.

“Eyes up,” she said.

I looked.

There were more people now. Ten, maybe more. Some seated, some standing. A man leaned forward, staring. A stunning trans woman in a latex skirt smiled as her cock strained visibly beneath it. Another man stroked himself openly, his thick shaft already dripping.

This was a club without modesty. Everyone present had consented to see and be seen.

“Say it,” Alexis said. “Say what you are.”

“I’m your locked bitch,” I sobbed. “Just a hole. Just a prop. I don’t get to cum. I don’t get to want.”

The plug kicked on again, harder now. Alexis held the remote.

My knees gave out, but Bianca caught my chin and held me steady.

“Don’t fall apart yet, leaky,” she said. “You’re still on display.”

I could feel the drip of precum sliding off the end of the cage, humiliating and hot against the cool air. The wand stayed pressed to me, buzzing and pulsing, keeping me right on the edge without the hope of release.

I was crying out, properly moaning now, raw and soaked with desperation and precum.

Then Alexis stood and unzipped her pants.

Bianca followed.

I knew what was coming, but I still flinched as they stepped in front of me, stroking their strap-ons lazily, towering above me. Their neon yellow cocks were gorgeous, thick and long and so much bigger than the clit locked btween my legs.

“Let them see what pleasure really looks like,” Alexis said, her voice smooth and cruel. “Let them see what we get.”

They straddled the bench before me like queens, their legs wide, their thighs glistening. Bright, stripy neon-yellow strapons jutted out proudly from black harnesses buckled tight to their hips, each connected to internal vibrators buried deep inside their wet, needy pussies. The glowing toys pulsed in sync with their moans, small, involuntary sounds that grew louder, deeper, hungrier.

I knelt at their feet, encased in full latex and steel, my posture trembling with exhaustion. My voice was broken, hoarse from begging, but no more pleas came. I had nothing left but devotion.

“Open,” Bianca commanded.

I obeyed instantly, lifting my tear-streaked face, parting my lips.

Alexis squirted first.

Her cry echoed through the chamber as her vibrator reached its peak, and her whole body shook. Pulling her strap out, her girl cum splattered messily across my chest and cage, thick droplets striping the shiny metal and slick latex. The toy bobbed slightly with the motion, dripping with her slickness.

Bianca followed a heartbeat later, her breath catching on a guttural groan as she ground herself against her own strapon. Her orgasm hit like a wave, and she spat her cum in a thick string directly into my open mouth before the rest painted my thighs and cheeks in hot, sticky bursts.

A final droplet struck my cage with a delicate clink.

“Dead center,” Bianca said, smirking with pride.

Then, with the calm precision of a predator, she knelt. Her eyes never left mine as she leaned forward and slowly dragged her tongue along the bars of my cage, lapping her own cum from the cool metal. No hesitation. No shame. Just pure, practiced pageantry. Needless to say, the crowd went wild.

I whimpered.

The wand between my legs hadn’t stopped.

“Still locked,” Alexis murmured softly, brushing her fingers down my trembling jaw. “And still so sweet.”

They kissed above me, breathless and laughing, as my own ache throbbed unanswered in the tight cage.


Chapter 4: Meet in her aspect and her eyes

The café was bright, so ordinary it almost felt like the set of a movie. White tablecloths, tall glasses of cucumber water, soft jazz humming from ceiling speakers. Nobody passing by would have guessed that, under my jeans and loose sweater, I was plugged, smooth, and locked…just a pretty thing barely holding it together for her.

Alexis sat across from me, sunglasses hiding her gorgeous eyes, iced coffee in hand, looking for all the world like any other woman out for a late brunch.

“So,” she said, “how’s Bianca’s training treating you?”

I flushed, studying the menu even though I couldn’t read a word.

“It’s… a lot,” I admitted quietly.

Alexis smiled, her tone gentle and knowing. “That’s Bianca’s idea of gentle. She loves a ritual. You look good, though. The posture’s better, your back’s straighter, and your eyes stay low, and you can make me cum faster than ever…now that your clit isn’t getting in the way any longer.”

She leaned in, voice dropping lower. “I mean, your pretty little mouth? That’s become so impressively obedient, hasn’t it?”

My face was on fire. I shifted in my seat, the plug inside me nudging right against the spot that made me twitch and clench helplessly.

Alexis didn’t miss it. She never did.

“Still leaking?” she asked.

I nodded, trying to hide how much I wanted her attention.

She smiled faintly and picked up a fry, chewing as she scanned the street behind me. A moment later, a woman strode past the window, black leggings that almost looked painted onto her long legs, her ponytail bouncing as she checked her phone.

Alexis tilted her head just enough for me to know she was watching my reaction.

“You see her?” she murmured. “Imagine she took you out back and sat on your face. You wouldn’t even get to touch her, Bianca would just hold you down by your delicate wrists. Maybe she’d let the woman ride your tongue while we drank our coffee and ignored your begging.”

She said it so quietly, so evenly, as if it were no different than discussing the weather. My cock pulsed behind the bars of the cage.

Before I could respond, two college girls passed close to our table, laughter bright and careless, both in tiny sorority sweatshirts and pleated miniskirts, their hair shining in the sun.

Alexis’s voice didn’t change. “I bet you wish you could crawl under their table and sniff their panties, don’t you? Just a locked little pervert, so desperate you’d be grateful for the chance to beg for a whiff.”

I bit my lip, shaking my head but blushing so deeply I couldn’t hide it.

Soon a beautiful Black woman walked past next, her hips rolling under a fitted dress, ass so perfect that for a moment even Alexis paused. She watched me carefully, then spoke, her words deliberate.

“I bet you wish you could lick her ass while we spanked you in public,” Alexis whispered, lips curving in a wicked smile. “You’d do it, wouldn’t you? No hesitation. You’d kneel for her, tongue out, while everyone watched you squirm and drip.”

I shivered, trying to look away but unable to stop picturing it, the heat of shame and want making my cage ache and leak.

Alexis let me suffer in the silence for a moment before she pressed on. “You’re pathetic, you know that? All locked up, sitting there at lunch, getting teased and edged just by the people walking past. It wouldn’t even matter if I let you touch, your little cock is so useless now. You’d just leak for us and beg anyway.”

I swallowed hard, my voice coming out thin. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Louder,” she said, smiling like she already owned me.

“Yes, Ma’am,” I repeated, my thighs squeezed together under the table.

The waiter arrived, and I was half-hard beneath the table, so grateful for the heavy napkin across my lap I could have cried. Alexis placed our order, cheerful as ever, and as soon as he left, her hand slipped beneath the tablecloth, squeezing my caged cock through my jeans until I whimpered.

“Still leaking like a little bitch,” she murmured. “Still just a horny little slut.”

She brought her fingers to her mouth and sucked the precum off slowly, eyes on mine, then went right back to her iced coffee as if nothing unusual had happened.

I didn’t say another word for the rest of lunch. I just sat there, aching, locked, and quietly smiling, every humiliating scenario running through my mind, knowing Alexis would remember every last detail.


Chapter 5: Thus mellowed to that tender light

Bianca blindfolded me the moment I got home from work.
Thick velvet, soft as cartoon clouds, shutting out everything but breath, sound, and bathing me in the scent of their perfume. My heart raced. I was naked except for the collar and the steel cage, skin cool, thighs slick from anticipation and the dried remains of earlier fantasies run amok. Every nerve in my frame felt exposed, my body helpless and waiting for their touch.

“On the bed,” Alexis commanded.

I obeyed, hands shaking, knees digging into the mattress, the plug inside me pressing deeper and making me gasp. I couldn’t see them, but I felt their presence, circling, judging, deciding what to do with me.

“Spread wider,” Bianca said, her voice low and amused.

A hand slapped my inner thigh. I whimpered and obeyed, baring myself for whatever came next.

Alexis’s fingers stroked my cheek, then trailed down my neck, pausing to tap my cage lightly. “You must really love being locked, hmm? No more worrying about your messy little clitty. No more being an idiot ruled by your ‘manhood’. Just a sweet,t obedient submissive who gets to watch a beautiful woman make your girlfriend cum every single night.”

“Yes,” I moaned, desperate to please. “I love what you’ve done to me. Thank you mistress. Thank you so much!”

Pleased, they touched me. It was slow and clinical at first. Bianca pinched one nipple, rolling it between her fingers. Alexis twisted the plug, making my hole spasm and clench helplessly. My caged cock twitched uselessly, dripping for them.

“I want your mouth,” Bianca said finally.

I crawled without hesitation, following the heat and weight of her body. She guided me between her thighs, the scent of her arousal filling my senses, her skin soft and hot. She lowered herself onto my face, her pussy slick and demanding, grinding slowly against my mouth until I moaned.

She took her time, moving in slow circles, one hand fisted in my hair. “Lick, toy,” she whispered. “I want to feel you worship my perfect pussy.”

I did as I was told, tongue working desperately, drinking in her taste as she rocked her hips over my mouth. Each time I tried to gasp for breath, she pressed harder, smothering me in her heat.

Meanwhile, Alexis knelt behind me. I felt her hands spreading my cheeks, the plug being removed with a wet pop, then cool air rushing over my hole. I gasped like a bitch. The next sensation was the blunt head of the strap-on, slick and unyielding, nudging against my entrance. Alexis didn’t pause. With total domination she pushed in, slow and steady, filling me with inch after inch of thick, unforgiving silicone.

“Whose strap is inside you, slut?” Alexis growled.

“Yours, Ma’am,” I managed, muffled against Bianca’s pussy.

“Who owns your mouth?” Bianca murmured, grinding harder.

“You do, Ma’am,” I whimpered, tongue aching, jaw sore, desperate for her approval.

Alexis began to fuck my tight little hole, setting a ruthless rhythm, hips smacking against my ass while Bianca rode my face, each of them using me for their pleasure and ignoring my leaking, locked cock.

“You’re lucky,” Bianca breathed, tightening her grip in my hair. “Most would beg for this. You just have to drool and tremble, and you get everything you’ve ever deserved and more.”

My whole body shook. I could feel every pulse of blood trapped behind the cage, every humiliating drop running down my thighs.

Suddenly, Bianca pulled off and I was rolled onto my back. The blindfold was yanked away.

They stood above me, two goddesses, different but equally commanding. Bianca was petite, legs trembling, slick with her own pleasure. Alexis was all sharp lines, the strap-on glistening between her thighs, eyes burning with hunger.

“You like being used?” Alexis asked.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Even when you don’t get anything in return?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Even when we tell you to hump the sheets like a bitch in heat and not touch anything but what we let you?”

I flushed, nodding. “Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do it,” Bianca said.

I rolled over and began grinding my caged cock against the sheets, hips moving, breath ragged, every movement making the ache worse. They watched, arms folded, eyes sharp, letting me humiliate myself for their amusement.

“Say it,” Alexis commanded. “Say what you are.”

“I’m your locked-up whore,” I gasped. “I’m your caged bitch. I don’t deserve to cum. I don’t deserve anything.”

I kept humping, whimpering, aching for something I would never get.

After they finished laughing Alexis pulled me up to kneel between them, making me sit still as they took turns lightly slapping my face, first Alexis, then Bianca, again and again.

“Tell me who you want more,” Alexis said, voice wicked.

“Tell me whose cum you’d beg for,” Bianca followed.

Alexis slapped my ass. “Tell me who owns your heart.”

“Tell me who you’d beg to unlock you,” Bianca whispered, kissing my lips softly, almost kindly.

I couldn’t answer. My body shook, my cock ached, my throat was dry. Shame and need blurred together until I could only moan.

They touched me in turn, stroking my thighs, teasing the cage, whispering threats and promises in my ears. The night went on in cruel, ecstatic denial. Bianca rode my face again. Alexis filled me with her strap. They pushed and pulled, teased and tormented, until I was limp and sobbing.

By dawn, I hadn’t slept.

My eyes were red. My balls were swollen was blue. My pride had been reduced to nothing.

And that’s when they gave it to me: a simple silver key, placed in my open palm.

Alexis knelt in front of me. “Use it,” she said, “and you’ll be free. And you can fuck us both.”

Bianca knelt beside her. “Or,” she whispered, “hand it back. Be ours forever, never knowing if we’ll let you cum ever again.”

The room was still.

I looked at the key, then at my caged cock, throbbing from what felt like an eternity of teasing. I looked up at their faces, patient, hungry, and so sure of what I’d choose.

I didn’t hesitate.

I held the key out and rested it in Alexis’s hand.

She glanced at Bianca, and both of them smiled.


Chapter 6: Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

They never explained what the evening would bring.

I preferred it that way.

All they told me was: arrive shaven smooth, locked, plugged, and ready for anything.

When I stepped inside, the place was dim, lit by flickering candles and the pale gleam of a tall mirror. Every piece of furniture was pushed aside. At the center: a plush black mat, a padded leather bench, and two ornate chairs facing the mirror like thrones.

Bianca stood to the left, barefoot and bare-chested beneath an open silk robe, her hair loose, her expression both calm and commanding. Alexis was seated, one leg crossed, mesh clinging to her body, black denim short shorts tight over her hips, her gaze unreadable.

The door closed behind me. I sank to my knees without thinking.

“Good girl,” Bianca said, stepping forward. “Tonight is your last night as just a guy trying something out with his girlfriend.”

“Tonight,” Alexis echoed, “you kneel as our official chastity pet.”

She walked behind me. I heard a small clatter, then the cool weight of something metallic at my neck, a new collar, heavier, more solid than before. The lock snapped home, and I shuddered.

“Up,” Alexis instructed. “And I expect utter silence.”

They guided me to the mirror. The reflection looking back at me was so vulnerable and exposed: skin flushed, cock caged and dripping, thighs shaking, with my butt plug making every step awkward.

Alexis wrapped her arms around me from behind, fingernails trailing around my waist.

“First, a proper inspection of our property.”

Bianca knelt, fingers moving to the lock on the cage.

I whimpered.

Her touch was clinical and deliberate as she set about unlocking the device slowly. My cock, at last free, gave a pitiful twitch, half-firm but already dripping precum. Bianca made a tsking sound.

“Look at this disaster. What a needy thing you are, drippy.”

She stroked me gently, watching my hips jerk. I bit my lip hard.

“Sad case,” Alexis murmured, voice close to my ear. “Still so full of cum, so needy. You want us to use you, don’t you?”

“That’s all I want,” I managed.

They moved me to the bench, bent me over, buckled straps around my arms, spread my legs. My cock dangled uselessly between my thighs, finally exposed but ignored.

They both approached, Alexis behind, Bianca ahead.

The first thrust made me gasp aloud, not from pain, but from the rush of being used. Alexis’s strap-on pressed into me, thick, slow, unstoppable. Bianca straddled the bench, lowering herself to my mouth, one hand tangled in my hair, her taste flooding my tongue.

They moved together, Alexis driving into my ass, Bianca grinding down on my mouth. Their movements synced, every thrust making me squirm, every grind stealing my breath. The mirror showed everything: my back arching, the cage swinging, my face lost between Bianca’s thighs while Alexis’s hips slammed home.

Alexis’s grip tightened at my waist. Bianca gasped above me, hips rolling as I licked, desperate to please, desperate for approval.

They whispered to one another while using me.

“She looks lovely like this,” Alexis commented, smacking my ass.

“Desperate toy,” Bianca moaned, riding my tongue, “so eager for any attention.”

Alexis’s hand cupped my balls, squeezing. “Should we let her cum?”

Bianca grinned. “Not now. Maybe never.”

They both laughed, and I broke down, sobbing from the flood of humiliation and need, my locked cock aching, dribbling, left unfulfilled.

Bianca climaxed first, shaking above my lips, thighs trembling as I lapped up everything she gave. She rolled off, flushed, smiling. Alexis wasn’t far behind; her strap drove in deep, her body pressed hard to mine as she finished. I was left quivering, overwhelmed.

They undid the straps with care. Bianca dabbed my mouth, Alexis kissed my nape.

Still bent over, ass full, cock untouched, I stayed perfectly still.

“You did well,” Alexis said quietly.

Bianca reached for the cage and locked it back in place. The moment it clicked, I let out a shaky breath. Alexis knelt and clipped something to the ring at the base.

A tag.

I glanced down.

Property of A & B

Tears prickled my eyes.

They helped me to my feet, guiding me to face the mirror. My image: marked, used, locked and owned. A chastity cuckold bitch to my girlfriend and her new girlfriend.

“You’re ours now,” Bianca whispered.

Alexis nodded. “Every inch, every breath. Every sad little stiffy inside the bars.”

“And if you stay locked,” Bianca continued, “If you stay locked up tight with no pouting, no begging, until the year’s end, ”

Alexis’s mouth touched my ear, voice low: “We’ll let you cum. While you ride Bianca. While I use you from behind.”

“But that’s six months away,” I whimpered. “A year without cumming?”

Bianca squeezed the cage. “We’ll allow you to plead for a ruined orgasm once a month. If you’re good.”

I moaned, body shuddering.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Yes what?”

“Yes, please. I’ll stay locked. I want to be yours. I want to be your chaste little plaything.”

They both smiled.

Alexis kissed my shoulder.

Bianca stroked my face.

“You already are,” they said.

And they were right.

I was theirs.

And I had never been happier.
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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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What happens when the hottest woman in your office offers to lock you in chastity and take complete control?
After my ninth breakup with Melissa, I was trapped in the same cycle—lonely, frustrated, and dangerously close to crawling back to my toxic ex. Enter Anya, my confident, gorgeous, no-nonsense office work-wife. Her unexpected solution? Locking me in a chastity cage so only she can control me.
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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.
And the worst part?
I love it.
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