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The week dragged on. By Wednesday morning, the pink cage between Daniel's legs had become his constant, frustrating companion. Every shift in his swim trunks, every movement during practice sent a subtle reminder of his confinement.

At dinner that evening, his mother pushed carrots around her plate. "Polina called today," she said, her casual tone masking nothing of the real situation. "She'll be visiting Friday. Staying in the basement guest room."

Daniel's fork paused halfway to his mouth. Heat crept up his neck. He'd known, of course. Polina had messaged him yesterday morning, her instructions as precise and dominant as ever: "Be ready Friday, my pet. We have much to discuss."

"Okay," Daniel managed, forcing himself to swallow the dry piece of chicken. He avoided his mother's eyes, focusing instead on the water glass between his hands. The condensation trickled down the sides like sweat.

His father grunted something unintelligible from behind his newspaper, unaware of the storm brewing in his son's mind.

"It'll be nice to catch up," his mother continued, oblivious. "It's been a while since we've had her over."

Daniel nodded, the metal between his legs suddenly feeling tighter. Friday. Just two more days. The thought brought equal parts dread and anticipation.

Hours later, Daniel lay in bed, phone in hand. The blue light illuminated his face as he stared at Polina's new message.

"I want to see something tonight, pet. A picture of you in a lace thong."

His pulse quickened. His fingers trembled as he typed back. "I... I don't own anything like that."

The response came instantly, sharp and commanding. "Don't be foolish. Your mother does. Go find her sexiest pair. The laciest, smallest thong she owns."

Daniel's fingers hovered over the screen, his mind racing. "I can't," he typed, heart hammering against his ribs. "That's my mother. I can't do that."

The three dots indicating Polina was typing appeared immediately, then her response flashed across his screen. "Don't pretend to be innocent, pet. Every woman has something special tucked away. Find the little number she wears when she wants to feel desirable before getting fucked properly."

Daniel's cheeks burned as he read the words. "She wouldn't... she doesn't have anything like that," he managed to type back, his thumb slipping on the screen.

Polina's reply came back with the swiftness of a predator. "Stop being naive. All women have needs, darling. Your mother has shared stories with me over wine that would make your innocent little ears burn. She's highly sexual – probably more than you could imagine. Now stop arguing and find something."

His heart hammered against his ribs, each beat a frantic drum of stress. Sweat beaded on his upper lip as his bedroom door creaked open. From downstairs, the murmur of the television reached him—his parents were settled in for the night. Daniel's bare feet padded softly across the hallway floorboards, the silence stretching like a wire about to snap. He paused, ears straining, listening to the distant dialogue from the TV, the occasional clink of ice cubes in a glass.

His bare feet made no sound on the hardwood floor, yet each step felt like thunder in his ears. Daniel's hand shook as he reached for his parents' bedroom doorknob, the metal cool against his sweating palm. The room smelled faintly of his mother's lavender perfume and his father's aftershave.

The closet loomed before him like a gateway to something forbidden. Daniel's fingers trembled as he slid open the top drawer—socks and underwear, mundane and safe. The next drawer held t-shirts and workout clothes. Nothing unusual.

His breath hitched as he reached the bottom drawer, his knuckles white as he pulled. The drawer slid open with a soft whisper, and Daniel's heart stopped.

Lace and silk spilled out like forbidden treasure. Black thongs with tiny bows, crimson panties trimmed with ruffles, and a sheer white teddy with garters attached. But that wasn't all. Nestled among the delicate fabrics was a curved glass dildo with a swirled blue pattern, its surface gleaming in the dim light. Beside it, a small collection of butt plugs—some silicone, some metal—in varying sizes. A black velvet bag, when Daniel peeked inside, revealed a set of silver nipple clamps connected by a delicate chain.

Daniel's throat went dry. He'd never imagined—could never have conceived—his mother owning these things. His fingers brushed against a particularly revealing piece of lingerie, a crotchless bodysuit with intricate cutouts, and he snatched his hand back as if burned.

Daniel stumbled backward, breath catching in his throat. The crotchless bodysuit—shockingly pink, delicate lace that seemed designed to expose rather than conceal—clenched in his trembling hand. He couldn't reconcile the image of his mother, who made pancakes on Sunday mornings and kissed his father goodbye each morning, with the woman who owned such scandalous intimates.

His feet moved automatically, carrying him down the hall to the bathroom. The click of the lock echoed like a gunshot in the silence. Daniel's reflection stared back from the mirror—pale, wide-eyed, with that scrap of lace clutched in his fist.

With shaking hands, he stripped off his clothes, the fabric whispering against his skin. Cool air kissed his exposed flesh as he stood naked before the mirror, the pink chastity cage a stark reminder of his predicament.

Daniel hesitated, then slowly pulled the bodysuit over his head. The lace stretched taut across his lean swimmer's chest, delicate straps biting into his shoulders. As he adjusted the garment, something about the way it fit—how it hugged his narrow hips and exposed his most intimate parts—sent an electric jolt through him. The pink cage, now framed by the scandalous opening of the bodysuit, protruded absurdly, a testament to both his confinement and his perverse excitement.

He turned from side to side, examining himself in the mirror. The sight sent a confusing mix of shame and arousal coursing through him. His reflection—half schoolboy athlete, half lingerie-clad submissive—felt alien, yet somehow right.

A buzzing from his discarded jeans made him jump. Daniel scrambled to retrieve his phone, his fingers fumbling with the screen.

"Have you found something suitable, pet?" Polina's message read. "Or should I come help you look?"

Daniel's breath hitched in his throat. The bathroom suddenly felt too small, the air too thick. He typed back with trembling thumbs: "Yes."

"Show me," Polina's reply came instantly, a command that vibrated through his phone and straight to his core.

His chest tightened as he stared at the screen. He'd never sent anyone pictures like this before—never even considered it. The thought alone made his skin prickle with a strange mix of fear and anticipation. But he was in too deep now, caught in Polina's web. There was no backing out.

Daniel adjusted the crotchless bodysuit, the lace scratching against his sensitive skin. He positioned himself before the mirror, leaning slightly to capture the full effect—the scandalous pink opening framing his locked cock, the delicate straps highlighting the muscles he worked so hard to perfect.

His first shot was of his front. The flash illuminated the blush spreading across his cheeks, the vulnerable way his hands hovered uncertainly at his sides.

He turned slowly, heart pounding against his ribs. His second photo captured the view from behind—the sheer fabric of the bodysuit barely covering his ass, the pink cage visible between his parted legs.

Daniel's fingers shook as he attached both images and hit send. The loading circle spun agonizingly slow before disappearing. "Sent." The confirmation appeared on his screen, sealing his submission to whatever Polina demanded next.

Daniel's phone buzzed again, his heart stuttering as Polina's message illuminated the screen. The words made his breath catch in his throat.

"You look absolutely delicious, pet. So helpless in your mother's lingerie. If I were there right now, I'd bend you over that bathroom counter and fuck that pretty little ass until you couldn't stand."

Daniel's cheeks burned as he read the text, his body responding despite his mortification. His locked cock throbbed against the pink plastic, a desperate, trapped pulse of desire.

"I'm counting the minutes until Friday," her next message continued. "Until I can have you again properly. Sleep well, my sweet submissive boy. Think of me."

Daniel set the phone down on the bathroom counter, his reflection in the mirror a stranger—pink-caged and shamefully aroused in a crotchless bodysuit. Polina's words echoed in his mind as he peeled off the lace and silk, the fabric seeming to cling to his skin like a confession. He folded the delicate garment with trembling hands, returning it to its secret hiding place in his mother's drawer. The weight of what he'd done—what he was becoming—settled heavy in his chest as he crept back to his room, the phone screen darkening with one final message from Polina: "Good night, pet."

The pink cage had become an instrument of exquisite torture. His cock strained against the plastic, pulsing with every heartbeat. A damp spot bloomed on the fabric of his borrowed thong as pre-cum leaked from the tip, each droplet a reminder of his denied release. Need coiled in his gut, sharp and relentless.

The bathroom door handle jiggled.

"Daniel?" His mother's voice, muffled through the wood. "Everything okay in there?"

His blood turned to ice. "Yeah! Just—just a minute!" The words tumbled out, higher than normal.

He fumbled with the bodysuit, fingers shaking as he peeled the lace from his skin. The scent of his mother's perfume and his own arousal clung to the fabric. He crammed it back into the bottom drawer, his movements clumsy and loud in the sudden silence.

"I'll be right out," he called, his breath coming in ragged pants as he struggled back into his own clothes.

He emerged from the bathroom clutching the bundled towel against his chest, the silk and lace pressed against his racing heart. His mother stood in the hallway, her arms crossed.

"There you are, dear." Her eyes flickered to the towel in his hands. "Let me take that to the laundry basket for you."

"No!" The word burst from Daniel's lips, too loud in the quiet house. Heat flooded his face. "I mean—no, that's okay. I've got it." He clutched the towel tighter, his knuckles turning white.

His mother tilted her head, her gaze sharp with suspicion. The seconds stretched, each one thick with unspoken questions. Daniel's pulse hammered in his ears, the weight of the lingerie in the towel suddenly feeling as heavy as concrete.

"Daniel?" Her voice held a note of concern. "Is everything alright?"

"Fine! Just tired." He forced a smile that felt more like a grimace. "Big swim meet this weekend."

Without waiting for a response, he turned and practically fled down the hallway, his bare feet thudding against the hardwood floor. The door to his bedroom clicked shut behind him, the sound sharp and final in the sudden silence. He leaned against the wood, chest heaving, the illicit bundle still clutched in his trembling hands.

Daniel lay in his bed, the sheets tangled around his legs as intrusive thoughts wormed their way into his mind. A heavy numbness settled over him, each memory playing behind his eyelids in vivid, shameful detail. He kept seeing himself—pale and exposed in that crotchless bodysuit, phone angled just so, fingers trembling as he sent the pictures to Polina.

The fact that it was his mother's lingerie made his stomach clench. His mind replayed the discovery: the shock of opening that bottom drawer, the silk and lace spilling out like secrets, the glass dildo with its swirled blue pattern gleaming in the dim light. And then the near-disaster in the hallway—his mother's voice, the jiggling doorknob, the way he'd clutched that towel to his chest like a lifeline.

He buried his face in his pillow, the cotton muffling his ragged breath. How close had he been to being discovered? To having to explain why he was parading around in his mother's most intimate garment, locked in a pink cage, sending compromising photos to his mother's friend?

The shame was a physical weight pressing down on his chest, yet beneath it, something twisted and excited stirred at the memory of the risk, of the humiliation, of how Polina would praise his obedience.

The alarm blared at 5:00 AM, its digital red glare cutting through Daniel's exhausted sleep. His eyes fluttered open, and reality crashed down with immediate force. Thursday. Swim practice.

He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, his bare feet touching the cool wood floor. Between his legs, the familiar weight of the pink cage pressed against his skin—a constant reminder of Polina's control.

Daniel moved through his morning routine in a daze, his hands mechanical as he pulled on his swim trunks. The fabric slid over the plastic device, settling uncomfortably against his skin. In the bathroom mirror, he examined himself critically. Was it visible? Could anyone see the slight bulge, the unnatural shape beneath the thin material?

He adjusted the waistband higher, then lower. No difference. The cage remained detectable to him, if not to anyone else. Yet.

At the pool, chlorine assaulted his nostrils as Daniel pushed through the locker room door. His teammates' voices echoed off the tiled walls—loud, confident, completely unaware of his secret shame. Melissa's laugh cut through the noise like glass, bright and carefree.

"Morning, sleepyhead!" She nudged his shoulder with her elbow, her smile genuine and warm. "Ready to get your ass kicked in practice?"

Daniel flinched, her accidental choice of words hitting too close to home. "Always," he managed, his voice tight. He turned away quickly, hiding the flush creeping up his neck.

The cold water provided temporary relief as Daniel slipped into the pool. For a few precious minutes, as he sliced through the water, the cage became insignificant—just another part of his body moving through the cool blue. But then came the drill sets, the explosive pushes off the wall, and each time, the plastic device pressed painfully against his groin, a sharp reminder with every powerful kick.

After practice, while his teammates crowded into the showers, Daniel lingered by the pool edge, pretending to stretch. "You coming, Daniel?" called Jake, one of the seniors, toweling his hair. "Don't want to be late for class."

"Be right there," Daniel called back, his heart pounding. He waited until the last person had stepped into the steam-filled shower area, then grabbed his towel and hurried toward the furthest corner stall.

Steam billowed from the corner shower stall as Daniel cranked the temperature down, the cold water a welcome shock against his heated skin. He turned his back to the entrance, positioning himself at an angle that would hopefully shield the pink plastic from prying eyes. The water streamed over his shoulders as he worked quickly, washing the chlorine from his hair with frantic efficiency.

"Almost done in there, Dan?" Jake's voice carried through the steam.

"Just finishing up!" Daniel called out, his heart hammering against his ribs. He risked a glance toward the entrance—just shadows and shifting silhouettes through the haze.

He shut off the water, the sudden silence amplifying every small sound. With his towel held strategically low, Daniel dried himself in hurried, uneven strokes. His fingers trembled slightly as he pulled on his boxers, the fabric catching momentarily on the cage before sliding into place. The rest of his clothes followed in a rush of motion.

As he emerged from the stall, towel slung over his shoulder, the boys were already talking about their first classes. Daniel kept his head down, grabbing his bag from the bench.

"See you at lunch," Matt said, clapping him on the shoulder as Daniel passed. "Don't forget we have that chemistry quiz."

Daniel nodded, the casual contact making him flinch. "Right. I'll be there."

The locker room door clicked shut behind him, and Daniel leaned against the cool metal, exhaling slowly. The morning sun filtered through the hallway windows as he adjusted his backpack, the weight between his legs a constant, secret pressure beneath his jeans. No one had noticed. At least, not yet.

The hallway buzzed with the morning rush between classes. Daniel adjusted his backpack, the straps digging into his shoulders as the pink cage pressed insistently against his jeans with each step. Just as he reached the doorway to his lecture hall, a familiar voice cut through the noise.

"Well hello there, handsome."

Melissa leaned against the doorframe, her blonde ponytail swaying as she tilted her head. A genuine smile played across her lips, her eyes crinkling at the corners. She stepped closer, the scent of her coconut sunscreen and chlorine lingering from morning practice.

"Saturday," she said, her voice dropping slightly as she lowered her gaze to meet his. "The date... still on?"

Daniel's throat went dry. His pulse hammered against his ribs, each beat a frantic rhythm beneath his cage. Saturday—Polina would be at his house Friday night. Saturday morning, she'd decide when to... when to...

"Yes," the word slipped out before he could stop it, high and breathless. "Absolutely. Saturday."

Melissa's smile widened. "Great." She brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek, her fingers lingering near her lips. "I was thinking we could grab lunch downtown, then maybe walk along the waterfront? If that works for you?"

Daniel nodded, the motion mechanical as he tried to process the conflict building in his chest. "That sounds... perfect."

"Perfect," Melissa echoed, her eyes lighting up. She reached out, her fingers grazing his forearm. "I'm looking forward to it."

The contact sent electricity skittering up Daniel's arm, a jarring contrast to the constant throb of the cage between his legs. Melissa leaned in before he could process her movement, her lips finding his with unexpected warmth. The kiss lasted longer than he anticipated, soft yet insistent, tasting faintly of mint from her gum. Daniel's hand hovered awkwardly at his side before his fingers curled into his palm. When she pulled back, a playful glint danced in her eyes.

"See you later, sexy," she murmured, her voice a low purr that vibrated through his chest.

As Melissa turned to walk away, Daniel's gaze instinctively dropped. Her jeans hugged her curves perfectly, the denim stretched taut across her toned swimmers' ass. With each step, the hint of a white thong peaked out above her waistband—a tiny V-shape that disappeared and reappeared with the rhythm of her walk. The way her hips swayed, confident and effortless, made something stir within him that immediately pressed against the unforgiving plastic of his cage.

Daniel stood frozen in the doorway, his lips still tingling from her kiss while his body throbbed with frustrated desire. Students streamed past him, their chatter blending into white noise as Melissa disappeared around the corner, leaving behind nothing but the memory of her touch and the painful reminder of his confinement.

He'd never been so keyed up, so painfully aroused. The cage was exquisite torture—each pulse of blood into his cock a throb against the unforgiving plastic, each thought of Polina's impending visit sending another wave of desperate need through him. Even Melissa's kiss had ignited him, the memory of her lips now just fuel for the frustration building behind the barrier. Pre-cum already slicked the inside of the plastic, and he shifted his weight, trying to find some position—any position—that didn't press the damn thing directly against the most sensitive part of him. It was useless. He was trapped, aching, and going slowly out of his mind.

Friday arrived too quickly. Daniel stepped through the front door, his backpack sliding from his shoulder to the floor with a muted thud. The moment he crossed the threshold, the atmosphere felt different—charged with an energy that made the hairs on his arms stand up. His eyes scanned the entryway, immediately spotting them: a pair of elegant black heels he'd seen before, sitting primly by the mat. Polina's shoes.

"Daniel? Is that you?" His mother's voice drifted from the living room, warm and inviting. "Polina's here! Come say hello."

When Daniel stepped into the living room, he found them settled on the sofa, a half-empty bottle of white wine resting between them on the coffee table. The air smelled of chardonnay and Polina's vanilla perfume.

Polina had positioned herself with deliberate elegance, one leg crossed over the other, drawing his eyes immediately to the short black skirt that hugged her hips. The fabric stretched taut across her thighs with the position, ending dangerously high on her legs. Her loose gray satin camisole draped gracefully over her shoulders, the neckline plunging just enough to reveal the soft curves of her breasts. Each time she shifted, the material caught the light, emphasizing the way the satin clung to her full bust.

She met his gaze directly, her lips curving into a slow smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Daniel, darling," she said, her voice smooth as silk. "Come join us."

A jolt shot through Daniel—part panic, part anticipation—at the sight of Polina perched so casually on his family's sofa. His stomach fluttered, a confusing mix of dread and delight.

"Well, don't just stand there like a statue," his mother said, breaking the moment. She rose from the couch, smoothing her slacks. "I'm going to fix some snacks for us. Daniel, would you be a dear and take Polina's bags down to the guest room? Show her around the basement a bit."

"Yes," Daniel managed, the word catching in his throat as he fought to keep his voice even. He could feel Polina's eyes on him, a knowing gaze that seemed to strip away his flimsy composure.

Polina rose in one fluid motion, gathering her leather weekend bag as she moved. As Daniel reached for the handle, his mother straightened her slacks and started toward the kitchen. "Just put her things in the basement guest room, honey," she called over her shoulder.

That's when Daniel felt it—Polina's hand slipping beneath the hem of his t-shirt, fingers splayed against his lower back before sliding down to cup his ass through his jeans. The squeeze was proprietary, possessive, her thumb pressing deliberately against the seam between his cheeks. His breath hitched, a strangled sound catching in his throat as his knees went weak.

"Don't make a sound," Polina whispered, her lips brushing his ear as she stepped impossibly close behind him. The scent of her vanilla perfume mingled with the faint aroma of wine on her breath. "Not a peep, pet."

Daniel swallowed hard, his throat working convulsively as he forced his legs to move toward the basement door. Each step felt like walking on coals, the warmth of Polina's hand still searing through his denim even after she'd withdrawn it. From the kitchen, the clinking of dishes provided just enough cover for the ragged exhale he couldn't suppress.

When they reached the bed, Polina gestured with one perfectly manicured finger. "Drop them," she murmured, the command soft but unyielding.

Daniel's fingers fumbled at his belt buckle, his movements clumsy with anticipation. His jeans pooled around his ankles, followed quickly by his boxers. He stood before her completely exposed, the pink chastity cage catching the dim light of the guest room.

Polina stepped closer, the hem of her black skirt swaying with each movement. Her fingertips traced the outline of the plastic device with torturously light touches, sending shivers up Daniel's spine. A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips as her other hand slid into his hair, fingers tangling in the strands.

She gave a gentle tug, just enough to make him tilt his head back. "Good boy," she purred, her voice a low whisper that vibrated through him.

"Stay still, pet," Polina commanded, her voice a low murmur that sent shivers down Daniel's spine. She reached up to her neck, her fingers closing around the delicate chain of her necklace. With practiced ease, she unfastened the clasp, revealing a tiny silver key nestled against her skin where it had rested all evening.

Daniel's breath hitched as Polina knelt before him, her movements deliberate and unhurried. The key slid into the lock with a soft click, the sound echoing in the quiet room. The plastic segments separated, and his cock sprang free, His cock sprang free, instantly hard and dripping with anticipation. A pearl of fluid glistened at the tip as Polina's fingers curled around him, her touch electric against his sensitive flesh. Daniel gasped, knees nearly buckling as she began to stroke with agonizing slowness, her thumb circling the leaking head.

Polina's eyes darkened as she gathered saliva in her mouth, then spat directly into her palm. The wet, glistening liquid coated her fingers as she wrapped her hand around Daniel's shaft. Her grip was firm, possessive, her thumb smearing the moisture across his sensitive head.

A deep moan escaped Daniel's lips as she began to stroke him, her movements rhythmic and sure. His hips bucked instinctively, seeking more friction, more pressure—more of her. Pre-cum beaded at his tip, spilling over her fingers with each pass of her hand.

CRACK!

The sharp slap to his balls made him yelp, the sudden pain mingling with the pleasure in a dizzying rush.

"Did I say you could come?" Polina's voice was silk over steel, her grip tightening just enough to make her point without causing real pain. "Not yet, pet. You'll come when I decide you're ready."

She pulled her hand away, her fingers glistening with his arousal. "Now clean them," she ordered, pressing the sticky digits to his lips. "Show me how grateful you are for my touch."

Daniel's tongue darted out tentatively, tasting his own salty excitement on her skin. He sucked her fingers clean one by one, his eyes locked with hers, the submission washing over him as completely as the need that still throbbed between his legs.

"Such a good boy," Polina murmured, her thumb tracing the sensitive vein on the underside of his shaft. "You've been wearing your cage so obediently." She gave his length a final squeeze that made his knees tremble. "I'm letting you out as a reward, but you're not to come. Not until I say."

"Polina? Daniel?" His mother's voice drifted down the basement stairs, distant but clear. "Snacks are ready!"

Polina's eyes gleamed. "Turn around, pet. Now."

Daniel obeyed instantly, presenting himself to her without question. He heard the wet sound of her gathering saliva, then gasped as her slick finger circled his tight entrance before pressing inside. The intrusion sent pleasure and shock through him, drawing a raw moan from his throat.

"Shhh," she whispered, working her finger deeper as he trembled against her. "I'll fuck this pretty ass soon enough, but not now." With a final twist that made his vision blur, she withdrew. "Pull up your pants. We wouldn't want your mother seeing what I do to you downstairs."

She smoothed her skirt, wiped her hand on his discarded jeans, and ascended the stairs without a backward glance, leaving Daniel breathless and aching, his jeans still undone as his mother called again from upstairs.

They found his mother arranging cheese and crackers on a plate, her brow furrowed as she glanced from Daniel to Polina.

"Everything alright down there? You were gone a while."

Polina moved toward the sofa, settling gracefully into the corner. "Daniel was just being a perfect gentleman," she said, her voice smooth as warm honey. "Showing me the space. It's lovely down there, really."

Daniel remained standing near the armchair, his hands clasped behind his back. The fabric of his jeans seemed suddenly too tight against his skin.

"Well, I'm glad you're settling in," his mother said, turning her attention to the wine glasses. "Daniel, why don't you sit? Don't just hover there like a lost puppy."

The casual nickname sent a fresh wave of heat through Daniel's cheeks as he finally lowered himself into the armchair, careful to shift his weight away from the throbbing discomfort between his legs.

Daniel's gaze kept drifting back to Polina. He couldn't seem to help himself. The way she sat on his family's sofa—leg crossed at just the right angle to draw the eye to the smooth expanse of her thigh—made his mouth dry. The soft fabric of her gray camisole draped perfectly over the curves of her breasts, and with each slight shift of her body, Daniel found himself holding his breath.

The women's conversation swirled around him—names from his childhood he barely recognized, stories about places he'd never been. Daniel caught fragments: the time they'd gotten stuck in that rainstorm after the concert, how they'd both tried that ridiculous fad diet senior year. He nodded along at what seemed like the right moments, but his focus remained fixed on Polina—the graceful way she gestured with her wine glass, the slight dimple that appeared when she smiled at one of his mother's stories.

"So, Polina," his mother said, setting her glass down with a soft click. "I've been meaning to ask... anyone special in your life these days? You always had the boys falling all over themselves for you in college."

Polina laughed, the sound rich and warm as she leaned forward slightly. The movement caused the neckline of her camisole to dip further, revealing the soft shadow between her breasts.

"Oh, Carol," Polina said, waving a dismissive hand. "That was ages ago. I'm far too busy for complications right now."

Daniel's mother raised an eyebrow. "Busy or just picky? I remember that one semester you had three different guys thinking they were your exclusive boyfriend."

Polina's eyes glittered with amusement as she took another sip of wine. "Well," she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "sometimes variety is the spice of life."

Daniel shifted uncomfortably in his armchair, the image of Polina with multiple men sending an unexpected jolt through him—a mixture of jealousy and something else he didn't want to examine too closely.

"I suppose that's true," his mother conceded, though she seemed unconvinced. "Still, you deserve someone who treats you right. You always were too good for most of the boys we knew."

"Perhaps," Polina murmured, her gaze sliding to Daniel and lingering for just a moment too long. "But I've found that what seems 'right' isn't always what's most... interesting."

The moment his mother pushed herself up from the sofa with a soft grunt, murmuring something about needing the bathroom, the atmosphere in the room shifted. Polina's posture changed subtly—she settled deeper into the cushions, her movements deliberate as she uncrossed her legs. The hem of her black skirt slid up several inches, revealing the delicate lace of her thong where it hugged her hips.

Daniel's breath hitched, his gaze dropping involuntarily to the space between her thighs. The lace was black, sheer in places, with tiny embroidered flowers that seemed to draw his eyes to the shadow of her cunt beneath.

"Come closer, pet," Polina murmured, her voice low and commanding. It wasn't a request.

Daniel's legs moved of their own accord, carrying him across the room until he knelt before her. His hands rested on his thighs, fingers clenched into fists as he waited for her next command.

Polina shifted again, her fingers hooking into the delicate fabric of her thong. She pulled upward slowly, the lace biting into her flesh, causing her pussy lips to part slightly beneath the sheer material. The scent of her arousal filled the space between them—sweet yet musky, intoxicating and intimate.

"Sniff me," she commanded, her voice a low purr that vibrated through Daniel's chest.

Daniel leaned forward, his nose just inches from her. He inhaled deeply, the musky sweetness flooding his senses, igniting a fire in his blood. His cock, which had begun to soften during the casual conversation with his mother, sprang to life instantly, pressing painfully against the fabric of his jeans. He could feel the heat of her skin, see the moisture glistening on the delicate lace, and his own arousal surged in response.

Polina's fingers tightened around the lace, pulling the fabric aside with deliberate slowness. The pink flesh of her pussy glistened in the dim light, revealing her swollen clit and the slick arousal already pooling at her entrance.

"Taste me," she commanded, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Show me what that tongue can do."

Daniel leaned in, his breath ghosting across her sensitive skin before his tongue made contact. The taste of her exploded across his senses—sweet yet musky, uniquely feminine and utterly intoxicating. He pressed deeper, exploring her folds as she shifted against his mouth, her hips rising to meet his movements.

"God, yes," Polina moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Just like that, pet."

As Daniel worked his tongue deeper inside her, Polina's hand drifted downward. Her index finger found her clit, circling the sensitive nub with practiced precision. Daniel felt her begin to tremble, her inner muscles clenching around his tongue as waves of pleasure washed over her.

"Faster," she gasped, her voice ragged with need. "Lick me faster."

Daniel obeyed, his tongue plunging deeper, more desperately as he felt her approaching climax. The room filled with the wet sounds of his mouth working against her, punctuated by Polina's increasingly desperate moans and the frantic motion of her fingers on her clit.

"Right there," she cried out, her back arching as the pleasure crested. "Don't stop... don't you dare stop..."

Daniel felt her body convulse against his face, her thighs pressing against his ears as she came with a sharp cry that she quickly muffled with her hand. He continued to lick gently as she rode out the waves of her orgasm, his face slick with her juices.

When she finally stilled, Polina pushed him back slightly, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. Her eyes gleamed with satisfaction and something else—possession.

"Look at you," she murmured, her thumb tracing his lips, gathering her own moisture. "Face all wet with my cunt. Such a good boy for me."

The bathroom door clicked open down the hall.

Daniel scrambled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand as he pushed himself to his feet. Polina smoothed her skirt down over her thighs, her expression already shifting back to one of casual relaxation just as his mother rounded the corner.

"Is that wine I smell?" his mother asked, her nose wrinkling slightly as she approached the sofa. "And something else... musky?"

Polina laughed, the sound warm and convincing as she picked up her wine glass from the coffee table. "Probably just this cheese, Carol. Some of these soft varieties can have quite a strong aroma."

Daniel stood stiffly by the armchair, his heart hammering against his ribs as his mother's eyes swept over him. He could still taste Polina on his tongue, feel the slickness on his chin despite his hasty attempt to clean himself.

"Maybe," his mother said, though she didn't seem entirely convinced. Her gaze lingered on Daniel for a moment too long before turning back to Polina. "Join me in the kitchen," she said with a warm smile. "I'm starting dinner, and Axel should be home any minute."

Then she turned to Daniel, her hands on her hips. "Go to your room, dear. Polina and I need to catch up—some things you don't need to hear."

Daniel stood frozen for a moment, the taste of Polina still lingering on his tongue. He caught Polina's eye as he turned to leave, and she gave him a subtle, knowing glance that sent heat coursing through him.

As he walked down the hallway, the sounds of women's laughter followed him from the kitchen—carefree and completely oblivious to the secrets they'd just exchanged in the living room.

Two hours crawled by while Daniel sat on his bed, the taste of Polina still ghosting across his tongue. The front door creaked open downstairs, his father's familiar footsteps echoing on hardwood. A moment later, a light rap sounded on Daniel's door.

"Daniel? Dinner's ready," his father called, his voice muffled through the wood.

Daniel descended the stairs, his socks silent on the hardwood. The dining table was set, the roast chicken already filling the room with its savory scent. He hesitated, his gaze flicking between the empty chair next to his mother and the one directly across from Polina, which offered a slightly less direct line of sight.

He slid into the seat across from Polina, the chair scraping against the floor with a grating sound that drew his father's attention from carving the chicken.

"There he is," Axel said, setting down the carving knife and fork with a clatter. "Haven't seen much of you since that swim meet last weekend." He spooned a pile of steaming green beans onto his own plate, then looked directly at Daniel. "So, what'd you two get up to?"

Daniel's fork paused halfway to his mouth. The chicken suddenly felt like cardboard. "Oh, uh," he started, his gaze fixed on the pattern in the tablecloth. "We just... you know. Talked. Watched some movies."

His father raised an eyebrow. "All weekend? A fit young man like you cooped up inside?"

Polina took a delicate sip of water before speaking, her voice smooth and placid. "Daniel was a perfect gentleman, Axel. He helped me with some things around the house." Her eyes found Daniel's across the table, a flicker of amusement in their depths. "Very helpful."

"Right," Daniel added, his voice cracking slightly. "Helpful. We, uh, organized her... her spice rack. Took forever." He could feel his cheeks heating up and shoveled a forkful of potatoes into his mouth to avoid having to say more.

"A spice rack," his father repeated, his tone flat. He turned back to the chicken, seemingly accepting the flimsy explanation. "Well. Good for you." "So how'd that meet go?" his father asked, gesturing with his fork. "Your mother mentioned something about new personal bests?"

Daniel shifted in his chair, the wooden seat suddenly feeling too hard against his thighs. "It went really well," he said, his gaze dropping to his plate. "I posted some decent times."

"Decent?" Polina murmured from across the table, her voice light but cutting. "Carol said you broke the 200 butterfly record, Daniel. That's rather more than 'decent'."

Heat flooded Daniel's cheeks as he looked up, catching the knowing smirk that tugged at Polina's lips.

His mother waved a dismissive hand. "I already told you about that, Axel. Honestly, you never listen."

His father blinked, setting down his knife with a soft click against the porcelain plate. "Did you? Must have forgotten." He turned back to Daniel, his expression clearing. "Well, congratulations, son. That's impressive."

Daniel lifted his glass for a sip of water, his hand suddenly trembling as something brushed against his calf under the table. He froze, the rim of the glass hovering just inches from his lips. Polina's foot—her toes, to be precise—was slowly tracing a path up his leg, the delicate pressure unmistakable even through his jeans.

His muscles went rigid. Water sloshed in the glass as his hand shook slightly. Daniel darted a glance toward his mother, who was busy buttering a roll, her attention fixed on her task. From her angle at the table, there was no way she could see what was happening beneath the white tablecloth.

Polina's toes pressed higher, finding the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. Daniel's breath hitched, his knuckles whitening around the water glass. He could feel the heat building between his legs, his cock beginning to respond despite his terror at being discovered.

"Daniel? Are you alright?" His mother's voice cut through his panic. "You look like you've seen a ghost."

"Fine," Daniel managed, the word catching in his throat. He took a too-quick sip of water, some of it dribbling down his chin.

Polina's toes reached their destination, pressing firmly against his groin. The direct contact with his jeans sent a jolt straight through him. His cock, already semi-aroused from his memories of their basement encounter, thickened rapidly. The friction of the fabric combined with Polina's deliberate touch was maddening.

"So, Axel," Polina said casually, as if her foot weren't currently torturing Daniel beneath the table. "Carol mentioned you were thinking of taking up golf again?"

His father nodded enthusiastically. "Yes! There's a new course opened up just outside town. Supposed to be quite challenging."

Daniel forced himself to take a bite of chicken, chewing mechanically as Polina's toes began to trace the outline of his growing erection. Each movement was calculated, deliberate. She pressed the ball of her foot against him, then stroked upward with her big toe. The stimulation was both maddening and exquisite.

"I've always thought golf was rather... tedious," Polina continued, her foot never ceasing its exploration. "All that walking, hitting a little ball..."

Daniel shifted in his chair, trying to create some distance, but Polina's foot followed, pressing more firmly now. He could feel the pre-cum already soaking through his boxers, the ache of his confined arousal becoming nearly unbearable.

"But the concentration required," his father argued, oblivious. "It's quite meditative, actually."

Daniel took a hurried gulp of water, trying to distract himself. He could feel Polina's toes curling around the ridge of his cock through his jeans, stroking the sensitive underside. His face felt flushed, and beads of sweat formed on his upper lip. He was dangerously close to losing control, to coming right there at the dinner table.

Polina must have sensed his desperation, because her foot suddenly withdrew, leaving him throbbing and frustrated. Daniel let out a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding.

"That's true," Polina conceded with a slight smile, reaching for her wine glass. "There is something to be said for... control." Her eyes met Daniel's across the table, a flicker of amusement in their depths.

Daniel's gaze flickered from Polina's face to his father's. Axel's attention had drifted mid-sentence, his eyes fixed somewhere lower on Polina than her face. His fork paused, half-raised with a green bean speared on the tines. Daniel followed his father's line of sight to the soft swell of Polina's breasts beneath the gray satin camisole.

"Axel."

His mother's voice cut through the conversation, sharp and low. She set her water glass down with a soft click, the sound unnaturally loud in the sudden silence. "What are you staring at?"

Axel blinked, his fork clattering against his plate. "Staring? I wasn't staring." He gestured vaguely with his free hand. "Just... admiring the... uh... centerpiece." His eyes darted to the bowl of fruit in the middle of the table, then back to his plate.

His mother's lips tightened into a thin line. "You were staring at Polina's chest." Her voice dropped, though not enough for Daniel not to hear. "Stop it. You already have me."

Polina chuckled, a low, throaty sound that broke the tension. She shifted slightly in her chair, the movement causing the satin of her camisole to shimmer across her chest. "It's quite alright, Carol." Her gaze drifted to Axel, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. "I'm used to men looking. It's rather flattering, actually."

"Keep looking at my friend's chest like that," his mother said, her voice dangerously low, "and you'll be sleeping on the sofa all weekend."

Axel froze, a green bean halfway to his mouth. "Carol, I wasn't—"

"Don't lie to me, Axel."

Polina laughed, the sound rich and throaty as she leaned forward slightly. The movement caused the neckline of her camisole to dip further, somehow making the situation worse.

Daniel's father cleared his throat, setting his fork down with a soft click against the porcelain plate. A weak chuckle escaped his lips. "Well, that's... that's not very welcoming to our guest, is it?"

His mother's eyes narrowed. "Maybe you should have thought of that before you undressed her with your eyes."

Polina reached for her wine glass, her painted nails clicking against the stem. "Oh, Carol, don't be too hard on him." Her gaze drifted to Axel, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. "It's only natural."

Daniel's mother forced a tight smile that didn't reach her eyes. "Natural or not, you'll be keeping your eyes to yourself for the rest of the evening." The words were punctuated by a weak laugh that died almost as quickly as it emerged.

The tense moment passed as quickly as it had arrived. His mother cleared her throat with a brittle sound, her smile forced but present. "Well," she said, pushing herself back from the table with sudden brightness. "Who wants dessert?"

Polina's eyes, dark and knowing, flickered to Daniel. "I would love some dessert," she murmured, the words barely audible above the scrape of chairs against the floor.

Daniel's breath hitched as he felt it again—Polina's foot, finding its way back to him beneath the table. This time there was no teasing exploration, no gentle tracing. Her arch pressed firmly against his jeans, the heel of her foot grinding directly over his confined length. The pressure was deliberate, intense—a reminder of exactly who was in control here. Daniel's knuckles whitened where he gripped the edge of the table, his fork clattering against his plate as his hand shook.

His mother pushed her chair back with sudden purpose, the wooden legs scraping against the floor. "Axel, give me a hand with these plates," she said, her voice too bright as she gathered dishes.

Daniel's father rose, his movements stiff as he followed her toward the kitchen. From their vantage point at the table, Daniel and Polina had a clear view through the doorway—his father pressed his mother against the counter, one hand disappearing beneath her blouse as the other gripped her ass. Their kiss was hungry, almost desperate, as if to prove something.

Polina let out a low laugh, the sound rich with amusement. "Well now," she murmured, her gaze fixed on the scene in the kitchen. "Someone's trying to make up for getting caught." She turned to Daniel, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Your father's quite the performer when he needs to be, isn't he?"

Daniel's eyes darted from Polina's face to the kitchen doorway. His father's hand, broad and weathered from yard work, came down with a sharp crack against his mother's ass. Daniel flinched as if struck himself. His mother yelped, more surprise than pain, and swatted playfully at his father's arm.

"Axel!" she laughed, though it sounded strained as she pushed herself away from the counter. She smoothed her hands down her jeans, her cheeks flushed as she caught Daniel watching. "Mind your hands in front of the boy."

When she returned to the dining room, her movements were stilted, her smile pasted on as she took her seat. "Well," she said, reaching for her water glass. "That was... unnecessary."

Polina's lips curved into a knowing smile as she watched Daniel's mother settle back into her chair. "Oh, I don't know," she murmured, her voice just loud enough for Daniel to hear. "Sometimes a little public affection is just what a marriage needs to keep things... interesting."

Daniel's mother cleared her throat, her gaze fixed on the water glass in her hands. "Anyway," she said, her voice deliberately bright, "speaking of keeping things interesting. I ran into Melissa's mother at the grocery store this afternoon."

Daniel froze, panic seizing him instantly. His knuckles whitened around his water glass as he stared at his mother, the room suddenly feeling too small, the air too thin.

"She mentioned you two have a date planned for Saturday?" his mother continued, her eyes finding Daniel's across the table. "Melissa seems quite taken with you. Is that right?"

Heat crept up Daniel's neck, spreading across his cheeks until his face felt like it was on fire. He could feel Polina's eyes on him, sharp and calculating, even as she took a delicate sip of her wine. His gaze darted between them—his mother's expectant expression, Polina's subtle smirk.

"Uh, yeah," Daniel managed, his voice cracking slightly. He cleared his throat, trying again. "Yes. Saturday. We're... we're going to lunch."

His mother beamed, her earlier tension forgotten. "That's wonderful, honey! Melissa seems like such a nice girl."

Daniel nodded. He risked a glance at Polina. Her wine glass paused halfway to her lips, her expression unreadable, but her eyes held a glint that made his stomach clench. The pressure beneath the table returned, Polina's foot finding its place against his groin with deliberate precision.

"Isn't that sweet," Polina said, her voice smooth as silk. "A little lunch date. So innocent." She set her wine glass down, her index finger tracing the rim.

Polina leaned forward, her voice dropping to a low, confidential murmur that seemed to bypass Daniel's mother entirely. "Tell me about this girl," she said, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass. "What's she like? Your first date?"

Daniel's throat went dry. He hadn't wanted her to find out like this—not during dinner, not with his mother watching. "She's... nice," he managed, the word tasting inadequate as soon as it left his tongue.

Polina's lips curved into a slow smile. "Nice," she repeated, the word dripping with innuendo. "You'll need to dress appropriately for this 'nice' girl. Something sweet and charming." Her gaze slid to Daniel's mother.

Polina's smirk widened. "I can help you with that."

His mother pushed back from the table, collecting wine glasses. "Polina, why don't you join me in the sitting room? Daniel, you can help your father in the kitchen."

Daniel lingered in the kitchen, stacking dishes beside his father as the sounds of clinking plates and running water filled the space. They worked in silence, Axel humming something tuneless under his breath while Daniel's mind raced. The weight of the cage—still off for now—felt like a phantom pressure between his legs.

When they finished, Daniel excused himself, escaping to his room where he paced the length of his bed. The house settled into nighttime quiet—the low murmur of his parents' television, the creak of floorboards as someone moved about downstairs.

At midnight, his phone buzzed against his nightstand. Daniel's fingers fumbled with the screen as Polina's message illuminated the dark room.

"Join me. Now."

No please, no please, no question mark—just command. Daniel's heart hammered against his ribs as he reached for his discarded jeans, pulling them on over his bare legs. The denim was rough against his skin, his bare feet silent on the carpet as he crept down the hallway.

The basement door creaked open, and Daniel descended the stairs, each step bringing him deeper into the dimly lit space. The guest room door was slightly ajar, warm light spilling into the hallway. He pushed it open.

Polina stood with her back to him before the full-length mirror, giving Daniel a moment to drink her in. Black leather cinched her waist in a severe corset, pushing her breasts upward until they threatened to spill over the top. Below, a crotchless thong—matching black leather—left absolutely nothing to the imagination, framing the glistening pink folds of her pussy. Stockings, sheer and black, climbed her thighs to meet the garters dangling from the corset. Her feet were arched in impossibly high heels that added inches to her height.

But it was the strap-on harness that made Daniel's breath catch—a web of black leather straps encircling her hips, with a thick purple dildo jutting obscenely from the front. The dildo moved slightly as she turned, its weight apparent in the deliberate way she carried herself.

Polina met his eyes in the mirror, her lips curving into a slow, predatory smile. "Took you long enough, pet." She turned, the dildo swaying with the movement. "Get undressed. Now."

His lips parted to form an apology—something about the date with Melissa—when Polina's smile cut him off. It wasn't a warm smile. It was predatory.

"Oh, that's perfectly fine, pet," she purred, stepping closer. The purple dildo swung with each movement. "We'll simply make the best of it." Her eyes darkened. "In fact, this little complication might make things... interesting."

The word "interesting" sent ice through his veins. Before he could process the threat, her command sliced through the silence.

"Strip. Everything."

Daniel's fingers fumbled with his jeans, the zipper seeming to catch as he fought the trembling in his hands. His shirt came next, followed quickly by his boxers until he stood before her completely bare. The cool basement air raised goosebumps across his skin, his cock already responding to her presence, hardening despite his fear.

Polina glided to the dresser, her heels clicking softly against the floor. She selected a scrap of red lace from the top drawer—a crotchless two-piece set that seemed designed for maximum exposure. The fabric was delicate, the color vibrant against her pale fingers.

"Here," she said, dangling the thong from one finger. "Try this on. I think it'll suit you."

Daniel's fingers trembled as he took the flimsy garment. The lace felt impossibly delicate in his hands. He fumbled with the thong, the thin straps catching momentarily on his toes before he pulled them up his legs. The red lace barely covered his hips, the opening at the front leaving his cock completely exposed.

The bra was next. Polina stood behind him, her breasts pressing into his back as she guided his arms through the straps. The lace was scratchy against his skin, the small cups doing nothing to flatten his lean, masculine chest.

"Perfect," Polina murmured, her hands coming around to adjust the fit. Her fingers brushed against his nipples, sending a jolt through him. "Now turn around. Let me see."

Daniel turned slowly, his cheeks burning. The thong rode low on his hips, framing his cock which now jutted through the opening—hard, flushed, and utterly at her mercy.

"So cute," Polina said, her voice rich with amusement. She reached down, her index finger tracing the outline of his exposed cock. "So helpless and trapped in pretty red lace. Almost makes me want to keep you like this forever.""You'll wear this thong on your date tomorrow."

Panic seized Daniel, his eyes widening as his breath caught in his throat. "No," he stammered, shaking his head. "I can't. Melissa will... she'll see."

CRACK!

The slap came so fast Daniel barely registered the movement before the sharp sting bloomed across his cheek. His head snapped to the side, his ears ringing.

"I don't recall asking for your opinion," Polina's voice cut through the haze, cold and sharp. She gripped his chin, forcing him to meet her eyes. Her thumb pressed into the tender flesh below his jaw. "I told you what you will do. Now answer me." Her fingers tightened. "Do you want to stay with me? Or do you want to walk out that door right now and never come back?"

He swallowed hard, the muscles in his throat working convulsively. His gaze dropped to her breasts, pushed up by the corset, then back to her eyes which held no mercy.

"Stay," he whispered, the word barely audible.

Polina's lips curved into a slow, triumphant smile. "Good choice." She released his chin, her fingers trailing down his neck. "Then you'll wear the thong on your date. And you'll think of me every second." Her fingers hooked into the red lace at his hip, tugging slightly. "Think about who really owns this cock."

Her nails scraped against his thigh, leaving pale pink trails in their wake. Daniel tensed as they moved higher, the sharp points teasing against his balls before dragging slowly along his shaft. Blood rushed to fill him instantly, his cock swelling against her touch.

Polina's finger circled his sac, then pressed deeper, tracing the sensitive ridge beneath before finding his tightly clenched opening. Daniel's entire body went rigid.

"Relax for me, pet," Polina commanded, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Let me in."

Her fingers twisted in his hair, yanking his head back until he stared at the ceiling. Daniel's breath hitched as her other hand moved lower, her index finger pressing firmly against his tight opening. The sharp point of her nail breached him just enough to make his body arch, a strangled gasp escaping his lips.

"Beg for it," Polina commanded, her voice low and sharp as her nail dug deeper into his sensitive flesh. "Beg me to fuck your ass with my strap-on."

Daniel's eyes squeezed shut. "Please," he whispered, the word ragged as his body trembled against her touch. "Please... fuck me. I need your cock inside me." The confession spilled out, each admission sending a fresh wave of shame through him that made his exposed cock thicken even more.

"Louder," she demanded, her finger twisting inside him. "Let me hear what a desperate little slut you are."

"Please, Polina," he cried out, his voice cracking as his hips bucked involuntarily. "I want you to bend me over and fuck me hard with your strap-on. Please... I'll do anything."

A satisfied smile touched Polina's lips as she watched him break. "Good boy," she murmured, her finger finally withdrawing with a wet sound. Her fingers traced a path up his chest, nails scraping lightly against his skin. "Anything?" Polina murmured, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that vibrated against his ear. "You would do anything for me?"

Daniel's throat worked convulsively, the words catching as they tried to form. "Yes," he managed, the answer feeling like both surrender and salvation.

A slow, predatory smile curved her lips. "Good boy." Her hands slid down his sides, gripping his hips with possessive strength. "Then tomorrow, on your little date with Melissa, you'll follow my instructions exactly. Every text I send, every command I give—you'll obey."

Her fingers tightened. "Understood?"

The implications crashed through Daniel like cold water, but his body betrayed him with a tremor of excitement. "Yes," he breathed, the admission sealing his fate.

Polina's eyes darkened with satisfaction. "Now bend over the bed. Face down, ass up." She gestured to the bed with a slight tilt of her head. "I think we need to remind you who's really in control here." He felt the cool, slick touch of lube against his tight entrance. Polina's finger circled the puckered flesh, teasing before pressing inside. Daniel gasped as she worked past the initial resistance, her digit sinking deeper with each deliberate movement. The burn of penetration melted into something else—something that made his hips rock back, seeking more.

"Such a needy little hole," Polina murmured, her voice thick with satisfaction as she added a second finger. "You've been craving this, haven't you, pet?"

Daniel's reply was a broken moan as Polina scissored her fingers, stretching him open. His knuckles whitened where he gripped the bedsheets, his back arching as she found that spot inside that made stars explode behind his eyelids.

"That's it," she coaxed, her other hand pressing between his shoulder blades, forcing his chest closer to the mattress. "Take it like a good boy."

She laughed then—a low, throaty sound that vibrated through her fingers still buried in his ass. "It seems you haven't forgotten your place at all."

The mattress shifted as Polina positioned herself behind him, the weight of her body pressing down as the thick purple dildo nudged against his loosened entrance. Daniel tensed, anticipation coiling tight in his gut—

The basement door creaked open, the sound cutting through the silence like a knife.

Panic seized both of them. Daniel scrambled to pull the covers over his exposed body, his heart hammering against his ribs. Polina moved with fluid grace, already shrugging out of the harness before the second footstep sounded on the stairs.

"Polina? Everything alright down there?" His mother's voice, closer now. "I heard some... noises."

Polina's voice was a perfect mimicry of sleepy relaxation. "Fine, Carol. Just settling in for the night. The bed springs are a bit squeaky, that's all."

Daniel held his breath beneath the blankets, the scent of lube still clinging to his skin.

"Oh, okay then," his mother called back. "Goodnight, honey. See you tomorrow."

Footsteps retreated up the stairs, the door clicking shut with terrifying finality.

Polina turned back to the bed, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. "Well now," she murmured, reaching for the discarded harness. "Where were we?" "Quiet now," Polina whispered, her voice low and sharp against his ear. "Don't make a sound. Not a whimper."

Daniel felt the cool press of the dildo against his tight entrance. His muscles clenched instinctively. Pressure built, sharp and insistent, as Polina pushed forward. A sharp gasp escaped his lips before he could swallow it.

For a moment, the burn was blinding. Then, with a sudden pop, the thick head breached his ring of muscle. Daniel cried out, the sound choked in his throat as his body trembled against the sudden invasion.

"Tsk," Polina clucked her tongue, one hand pressing firmly between his shoulder blades. "What did I just say about being quiet?"

"Sorry," Daniel whispered, the apology catching in his throat.

Polina didn't respond with words. Her answer came in the form of a sharp thrust that buried the purple dildo to the hilt. The sudden depth stole his breath, the burn melting into pleasure as her hips found a punishing rhythm.

Her fingers dug into his hip, nails biting into his flesh as she pulled him back to meet each stroke. The slap of skin against leather filled the room, punctuated by Daniel's ragged gasps.

"Fuck," Polina growled, her voice rough with exertion. "You take it so well." She drove deeper, her movements growing more forceful. "Such a good little slut for me."

She hawked and spat, the wet splatter hitting his skin. She smeared the moisture around his stretched entrance with her thumb, then drove back into him without mercy. The stretch of her invading length sent waves of sensation through him, each thrust pushing deeper into his body. Daniel's fingers clawed at the bedsheets, his back arching as Polina drove into him with measured, punishing strokes.

"Turn over," Polina commanded, her voice thick with exertion. "On your back. I want to see your face."

Daniel complied, his movements clumsy as he shifted beneath her. He settled onto his back, his legs falling open as Polina positioned herself at the edge of the bed. Standing on the floor, she gripped his hips, pulling him closer until his ass hung partially off the mattress.

The angle shifted as she entered him again, deeper now. Daniel gasped, his eyes rolling back as the thick purple dildo filled him completely. Polina's hips rolled in a steady rhythm, her breasts pressed against the restrictive corset as she loomed over him, a dominant silhouette in the dim light.

"Look at me," she demanded, her fingers tightening on his hips. Daniel's gaze met hers, his pupils blown wide with pleasure and submission. "That's it," she purred, increasing her pace. "Take every inch like the good little slut you are."

Polina's fingers curled around Daniel's shaft, her touch electric against his sensitive flesh. His hips bucked instinctively as she gathered saliva in her mouth, then let it drip directly onto his cock. The wetness glistened in the dim light as she wrapped her hand around him, her grip firm and possessive.

"Fuck," Daniel gasped as she began to stroke, her movements rhythmic and deliberate. Pre-cum beaded at his tip, spilling over her fingers with each pass of her hand. His body tensed, the coil of release winding tighter in his gut.

Just as his balls drew up, the telltale sign of impending orgasm, Polina's hand disappeared.

Daniel cried out, his hips pumping into empty air. "Please," he begged, his voice ragged. "I was so close."

Pain and pleasure warred within him as his cock throbbed against his belly, denied its release. Polina watched him writhe for a moment, a predatory smile playing on her lips.

She hawked and spat again, more saliva coating her fingers this time. When her hand returned to his shaft, the sudden wet contact made Daniel's entire body arch off the bed.

Her strokes were faster now, more demanding. Daniel's toes curled, his hands fisting in the sheets as she worked him toward the edge again. His breathing grew ragged, small whimpers escaping his throat as the pressure built to an almost unbearable level.

"Please," he sobbed, his hips lifting from the mattress. "Please don't stop this time."

Polina's grip tightened, her thumb circling the sensitive head with torturous precision. Just as Daniel felt the first pulse of release begin, her hand withdrew again, leaving him trembling and desperate, his cock straining toward a climax that remained agonizingly out of reach. The denial was excruciating, yet somehow exactly what his body craved.

His pleas became desperate, broken sobs as he begged for release. Polina's fingers closed around his shaft once more, her grip firm and possessive. Her thumb circled the sensitive head, smearing the bead of pre-cum that had gathered there. She gathered saliva in her mouth, letting it drip directly onto his cock, the wetness making her hand glide effortlessly against his skin.

"Please," Daniel whimpered, his hips bucking into her touch. "Please let me come."

Polina increased her pace, her strokes growing faster, more demanding. Daniel's entire body went taut, his back arching off the bed as the pressure became unbearable. Days of denial had built to this moment, and when release finally came, it was overwhelming.

Cum erupted from his cock in thick, powerful spurts, painting his chest and belly in white ropes. Polina's hand continued to work him through his orgasm, milking every last drop from his trembling body. When he finally collapsed against the mattress, boneless and panting, her fingers glistened with his release.

"Clean it," Polina commanded, pressing her sticky fingers to his lips.

Daniel obeyed without hesitation, his tongue darting out to taste himself on her skin. He sucked each finger clean, his eyes locked with hers as the salty, musky flavor filled his mouth. The submission washed over him as completely as the satisfaction still humming through his veins. Daniel's lips parted willingly, his tongue tasting his own salty essence as Polina pressed her sticky fingers against his mouth. He drew each digit inside, one by one, sucking them clean with deliberate thoroughness. His eyes remained locked on hers, dark pupils blown wide with submission.

Polina's smile widened, a slow curve of predatory satisfaction as she watched him work. She slid her fingers deeper, testing his obedience as his tongue swirled around each knuckle. A soft hum of approval rumbled in her chest.

"Good boy," she murmured, her voice low and appreciative. "Such a messy little slut, but you clean up so well."

She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent shivers down his spine. "Maybe I'll let you clean me... after someone else fucks me."

Daniel's head snapped back, panic flooding his eyes. "No," he stammered, shaking his head frantically. "I couldn't. I'm not—"

Polina's laugh cut him off, low and throaty. She raised a single eyebrow, her fingers still glistening with his release. "Not what, pet?" Her thumb traced his lower lip. "You'll do exactly what I ask of you." She pushed her finger deeper, pressing against his tongue. "Or have you forgotten where that tongue just was?"

Her free hand drifted down, her knuckles brushing against his ass. "You were licking your cum off my fingers moments ago." Her voice dropped to a near-whisper. "And I seem to recall fucking this tight little ass while you begged for more." Her nail scraped against his tender flesh, making him flinch. "So tell me again what you won't do." He forced the words out again, his throat tight. "I'm not gay."

Polina's laughter echoed in the small room, rich and dismissive. She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, "And here we are.""I already came earlier, so I need my rest for the big day." Polina smoothed the rumpled sheets with practiced grace, her movements unhurried. "Go back to your room before your mother decides to check on us again."

Daniel hesitated, his gaze fixed on the curve of her hip where the red lace still clung. He could feel the sticky residue on his chest, the soreness between his legs where she'd stretched him open.

"Now, pet." Her voice held no room for argument.

He slid off the bed, his legs unsteady beneath him. The red thong rode up his ass as he moved, a constant reminder of her control. He gathered his clothes from the floor where they'd been discarded, the denim rough against his sensitized skin.

The hallway stretched before him, dark and silent. Each step was a negotiation—the creak of floorboards, the drag of his jeans against his calves—as he crept back toward his room. The scent of her perfume lingered on his skin, mingling with the musky smell of their encounter.

His bedroom door clicked shut behind him, the sound sharp in the sudden stillness. Daniel leaned against the wood, his breath coming in ragged pants. He could feel her all over him—on his tongue, under his nails, deep inside where the ache remained. Daniel couldn't wait for tomorrow's lunch date, yet his stomach twisted in knots at the thought of it.

Thank You for Reading

Thank you for reading this story.

If you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Reviews help other readers discover stories like this and they mean a lot to independent authors.

If you’d like to read more dark, intense, and provocative stories, be sure to check out my other books under the name Odinex.

I write stories that explore desire, secrets, power, and the complicated dynamics between people who push each other beyond their limits.

More stories are coming.

Until then…
Explore the rest of the Odinex collection.

Thank you for reading.

— Odinex
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