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Chapter One: Office Hours

The office smelled like old books and bergamot, some expensive cologne Marcus Carmichael probably bought to feel younger than his forty-six years. Autumn light slanted through the half-open blinds, catching dust motes adrift in lazy gold. Outside, the quad was emptying fast — students scattering toward weekend plans, voices thinning into the October cold.

Sienna Reyes sat in the leather chair across from his desk, one leg crossed over the other, her boot tapping a patient, maddening rhythm against the chair leg. She had worn the boots on purpose — black leather that climbed to mid-thigh, paired with a skirt short enough to make the older faculty clutch their pearls. Her cropped sweater rode up whenever she shifted, flashing a stripe of tanned stomach. She shifted often.

Twenty-two years old. Media studies major. Reputation for getting exactly what she wanted. Dark hair fell in waves past her shoulders, the kind of texture that took forty minutes and three products to look effortless. Sharp cheekbones, full mouth painted burgundy, eyes so dark they looked black until the light hit them and showed warm brown underneath. Full breasts strained the thin sweater. Narrow waist flared into hips and an ass that reportedly caused a junior lecturer to walk into a glass door last semester. Sienna knew it. She used it.

Professor Carmichael sat behind his desk pretending to grade papers, but his pen kept going still. Eyes flicking up, then away, then back — the same short orbit, helpless as a compass needle. Salt-and-pepper hair cut neat. Jawline going soft at the edges. Tall frame thickening around the middle despite the gym membership he never used. Blue eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses. Button-down rolled to his elbows, charcoal slacks that still fit well enough to show he cared about that much. Wedding ring flashed every time his pen moved.

She’s doing this on purpose. He watched her uncross and recross her legs from the corner of his eye. Twenty-two years old and she knows exactly what she’s doing.

“So,” Sienna said, voice honeyed and amused, “about my thesis proposal.”

He cleared his throat, set the pen down, and finally met her eyes. “Right. Yes. Your proposal on — parasocial relationships in digital media.” The words came out too clipped, too formal, like he was trying to build distance with bare hands after the foundation had already washed out.

She leaned forward, elbows on his desk, and gave him a straight shot down her sweater to the black lace bra beneath. “I was hoping you could give me some… personal guidance. One-on-one.” Her lips curved. “I work so much better with individual attention.”

The bergamot mixed with her perfume — dark vanilla and smoke, something that made him think of late rooms and bad decisions. The radiator clicked and hissed in the corner. Beyond the door, the building had gone quiet; everyone else had already left for the weekend.

Marcus shifted in his chair. Sienna caught it immediately — the way his thighs spread a fraction, the quick adjustment that meant he was already half-hard. Pathetic. Satisfaction curled hot in her chest. He’s already gone and I haven’t touched him once.

“Sienna,” he started, voice strained around the edges. “I don’t think —”

“Don’t think,” she said, standing. The boots made her tall, nearly his height. She walked around the desk slowly, hips swaying in a rhythm that was fully deliberate. “You’ve been thinking for weeks, Professor. Every time I come to your office hours. Every time I sit in the front row and you lose your place mid-sentence.”

His breath hitched. She stood behind his chair now, close enough that he could smell her — perfume, warm skin, the faint trace of coffee on her breath.

“We shouldn’t —” he tried again.

Her hands landed on his shoulders, thumbs digging into the muscle. He went rigid, then slowly softened under her touch like something giving up a long argument. “Shouldn’t what?” she murmured, lips brushing his ear. “Shouldn’t admit you’ve been fantasizing about me? That you go home to your boring wife and think about me while you fuck her?”

A low sound tore from his throat — half protest, half groan, mostly surrender. His cock was fully hard now, obvious through the slacks. Her hands slid down his chest, feeling the quick hammer of his heart through the fabric.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” she continued, voice dropping to something almost gentle, which was worse. “Like you’re starving. Like you’d do anything if I just gave you permission.”

“Sienna —”

“Stand up.”

Not a request. Her hands left him. After a beat of sheer paralysis he pushed back from the desk and stood on unsteady legs. Turned to face her. She smiled — predatory and pleased, reading the war on his face like it was a text she’d already memorized.

“Good boy,” she said, and watched him flush dark. “You want to be good for me, don’t you, Professor?”

His jaw worked. His hands flexed at his sides, fingers spreading and closing around nothing. “This is… we can’t…”

“Can’t?” She closed the distance, walked him backward until his ass hit the desk. “Or shouldn’t?” Her hand dropped to his crotch and palmed the hard length of him through the fabric. He bucked into her touch, desperate and uncontrolled, twelve weeks of self-denial arriving all at once.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

She squeezed, felt him throb. “That’s what I thought.” Her other hand went to his belt, worked the buckle with practiced ease. Metal jingled loud in the quiet room. “Here’s what’s going to happen, Marcus.” First name. Stripping him of his title with two syllables. “You’re going to be a good boy and do exactly what I tell you. And if you’re very good, I might let you come.”

The belt hung open. She popped the button on his slacks and drew the zipper down tooth by tooth. He was panting now, hands gripping the desk edge behind him, knuckles pale as chalk.

“And if I’m not?” His voice came out rough, like gravel.

Sienna’s smile sharpened. She shoved her hand into his pants, past the waistband of his boxers, and wrapped her fingers around his cock. Hot, hard, already slick at the tip. He groaned, head falling back, hips jerking forward into her fist.

“Then I’ll edge you until you cry,” she said. “And then I’ll leave you here with your cock out and your balls aching and you can finish yourself off thinking about what you could have had if you’d just behaved.”

She stroked him once, twice, thumb swiping over the head and collecting the pre-cum. She brought her thumb to her mouth and sucked it clean, holding his gaze. His pupils were blown wide, chest heaving, every pretense of professorial dignity gone.

He’s already gone. Dark satisfaction settled in her gut. He’d let me do anything right now.

“So,” she continued, releasing him and stepping back. The loss made him whimper — actually whimper, this forty-six-year-old professor with the fancy degrees and the wedding ring. “Strip. Everything off. And then get on your knees.”

For a moment he only stared. Then his hands moved to his shirt buttons, fumbling. The shirt came off, revealing a chest softer than it used to be, scattered with greying hair, still broad across the shoulders. Slacks and boxers followed, kicked aside with his shoes and socks until he stood naked in his own office, cock jutting thick and flushed from his body.

Sienna let her gaze travel over him slowly, unhurried. Seven inches, maybe seven and a half, curved slightly upward. Thick enough that her fingers wouldn’t quite meet around it. The head was dark and swollen, a bead of pre-cum forming at the slit. His balls hung heavy, drawn up tight.

“Not bad for an old man,” she said, and watched something complicated move across his face — humiliation and arousal knotting together like they’d never been apart.

“I’m not —”

“On. Your. Knees.”

He dropped. The carpet was rough under his kneecaps. He knelt naked and hard and trembling slightly, looking up at her with something that belonged in a medieval painting — the kind of worship that also contains the word ruin.

Sienna reached into her bag — the expensive leather one propped by the chair — and pulled out a harness. Black straps, silver O-rings, clearly not from the bargain shelf. Marcus’s eyes went wide.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked, already stepping into it, adjusting it over her skirt with practiced hands.

“I… yes.” His voice barely cleared a whisper.

“And do you know what I’m going to do with it?”

He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple working. “You’re going to fuck me.”

“Good boy. You’re learning.” She reached into the bag again and produced a dildo — deep purple silicone, anatomically correct down to the ridges and veins, about the same length as his own cock but with a slight curve engineered to hit very specific angles. She threaded it through the O-ring and tightened the straps until everything sat snug against her hips.

Marcus watched, transfixed, his cock jerking despite the nerves written clearly across his face.

“Ever been pegged before, Professor?” Sienna asked, running one hand along the length of the dildo in a slow, mocking stroke.

“No. Never.”

“Virgin ass,” she purred. “Even better. I’m going to ruin you for anyone else, you know that? Your boring missionary sex with your wife is going to feel like nothing after tonight.”

He made a broken sound — arousal and guilt tangled into something he clearly had no defense for. His cock leaked steadily now, a thin strand of pre-cum connecting the tip to his thigh.

“Say you want it,” Sienna commanded. “Say you want me to fuck you.”

“I —” He struggled. His jaw worked. “I want… fuck, Sienna, I want you to fuck me.”

“Louder.”

“I want you to fuck me!”

“Good.” She grabbed his hair, tilted his head back, and looked down at him from that slight elevation like it was exactly where she belonged. “But first, you’re going to get me ready. Open that pretty mouth.”

She pushed his face toward the dildo. After a moment his lips parted and he took it into his mouth, sucking on the silicone with clumsy, desperate effort. She watched his cheeks hollow, watched his eyes flutter half-closed, watched his hand drift toward his own cock before he caught himself and pulled it back.

“No touching yourself,” she said sharply. “Not until I say.”

He groaned around the toy but obeyed, hands dropping to grip his own thighs. She let him work another minute, enjoying the sight of this respected professor on his knees servicing her strap — then pulled his head back by the hair.

“Enough. On the desk. Face down, ass up.”

He scrambled to obey, clearing papers and books with shaking hands before bending over the polished wood. The position left him completely exposed — balls hanging heavy, cock trapped between his belly and the desk, ass on display. Sienna grabbed the lube from her bag and slicked her fingers generously.

“Spread your legs wider.” She kicked his feet apart. “And relax. If you clench up, this is going to hurt a lot more than it needs to.”

She placed one hand flat on the small of his back. With the other she drew a slick finger down his crack, circling his hole in a teasing spiral that made him gasp and grip the desk edge.

“Please,” he breathed.

“Please what?”

“Please — fuck, please touch me, please fuck me, please —”

She pushed one finger inside. He clenched tight around the intrusion, the reflex immediate. “Breathe,” she commanded. “Push out like you’re trying to relax. Trust me.”

He obeyed. She felt him loosen fractionally and worked her finger deeper, twisting, searching.

“Ah!” He jerked hard, cock visibly throbbing where it pressed against the desk.

“Found it,” she said with quiet satisfaction, stroking over his prostate again and watching his whole body shudder. “That’s your p-spot, Professor. By the time I’m done with you, you’re going to know exactly what it feels like to need this.”

She added a second finger, scissoring them to stretch him open. He was panting now, a litany of broken sounds spilling from his mouth — “oh fuck, oh god, Sienna, please, more —”

The third finger made him whine high in his throat, a raw sound of overwhelm and desperate need. She felt him yielding, body adjusting, and she crooked her fingers to rake his prostate with every stroke.

“You’re taking this so well,” she praised, feeling him pulse around her. “Such a good boy, opening up for me. Almost ready.”

She withdrew her fingers, ignoring his noise of protest, and slicked the dildo generously. Positioned herself behind him, the head of the toy pressed against his stretched hole.

“Last chance to back out,” she said, though they both knew.

“Don’t stop,” he begged. “Please don’t stop, I need —”

She pushed in.

The stretch was immediate and intense — she could see it in the arch of his back, the white-knuckle grip on the desk, the way his mouth fell open on a silent O. She went slow, feeding him inch by inch, watching the purple silicone disappear into his body.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck —” he chanted, voice breaking on every syllable.

Halfway in, she paused. His whole body trembled, sweat breaking out across his shoulders. She could smell him now — not just the cologne but something underneath it, raw and animal, the scent of a man coming apart.

“Color?” she asked.

“Green,” he gasped. “So fucking green, don’t stop, I need all of it —”

She pushed the rest of the way in, hips meeting his ass, fully seated inside him. He sobbed, cock jerking and leaking a dark puddle onto his desk papers.

“Good boy,” she murmured, running her hands over the breadth of his back. “You took all of it. Feel how full you are.”

“Yes, yes, so full, oh god —”

She pulled back slowly, then thrust in again, establishing a rhythm. The harness rubbed against her clit with every movement, sending sparks through her own body, but this was about control — about watching this powerful man come undone, reducing him to something stripped of everything except need.

The sound of skin slapping skin filled the office, obscene and rhythmic, mixing with the distant hiss of the radiator and the last faraway voices from the quad. She angled her hips, nailing his prostate with every thrust, and his sounds climbed higher, more desperate, less articulate.

“Please,” he babbled, “please please please, I need to come, Sienna, please let me —”

“Not yet,” she said, cruel and pleased. “You come when I say you can.”

She fucked him harder, faster, one hand tangling in his hair and pulling his head back. The new angle made him cry out, made his legs shake with the effort of staying upright.

“Touch yourself,” she finally commanded. “Show me how desperate you are.”

His hand flew to his cock, wrapping around it and stroking frantically. The combination — her cock pounding into him, his own hand flying over his shaft, the pressure building past bearing — collapsed too fast to stop.

“Sienna, I’m going to — fuck, I can’t — I’m —”

“Come for me,” she ordered. “Come all over your desk, Professor. Make a mess.”

He came with a shout, whole body going rigid, cock pulsing and spurting hot jets of cum across the papers and books scattered on his desk. She felt him clench rhythmically around the dildo, milking it, and she ground against him through the aftershocks, drawing it out until he was whimpering and so oversensitive it nearly hurt.

Finally she pulled out, watching him collapse boneless against the desk, chest heaving, cum and sweat and lube making him messy and debauched and thoroughly owned.

Sienna stepped back, unbuckled the harness, and let it drop to the floor. She smoothed down her skirt, checked her reflection in the dark window — barely mussed, like she hadn’t just thoroughly fucked her professor in his own office at five in the afternoon.

“Clean up your mess,” she said lightly. “And Marcus? Same time next week for our next… tutoring session.”

She grabbed her bag and walked out, leaving him there — naked, used, and already half-hard again at the thought of next time.


Chapter Two: Homework Assignment

The apartment smelled like jasmine incense and the faint metallic tang of rain coming through the cracked window. Sienna’s place was exactly what you’d expect from a confident twenty-two-year-old with rich parents and good taste — exposed brick walls, vintage furniture that looked expensive because it was, shelves crammed with books she’d actually read. Soft light from Edison bulbs strung low across the ceiling. A monstera plant in the corner that somehow thrived despite weeks of neglect, broad leaves dark and indifferent.

Marcus Carmichael stood in the middle of her living room looking thoroughly out of place in his button-down and slacks, still wearing his wedding ring, still carrying the faint smell of campus on his collar. His hands kept opening and closing at his sides like they couldn’t agree on what to do with themselves.

What the fuck am I doing here, he thought. His pulse beat hard enough to feel in his teeth. This is insane. This is career suicide. This is —

“Stop thinking so loud,” Sienna called from the kitchen.

She emerged holding two glasses of wine, wearing nothing but an oversized band t-shirt that hit mid-thigh and made it clear she definitely wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Her nipples pressed against the thin grey cotton, dark shadows that drew his eyes before he could stop them. Bare legs, bare feet with burgundy-painted toenails. Hair still damp from a shower, smelling like coconut and something floral.

She handed him a glass. Their fingers brushed. He nearly dropped it.

“Drink,” she ordered, settling onto the velvet couch and tucking her legs under her. “You’re wound too tight.”

He obeyed, taking a long swallow. Red wine, something expensive that tasted like dark cherries and smoke. It burned warm down his throat and did nothing at all for his nerves.

“Sienna, I don’t know if we should —”

“Marcus.” She cut him off with just his name, voice carrying a soft edge that still made him flinch. “We already fucked last week. You came all over your desk while I had a cock buried in your ass. A little late for second thoughts, don’t you think?”

His face went hot. The memory hit him like a physical impact — the stretch, the overwhelming fullness, the way she’d played his body like she’d studied the instrument. He’d barely been able to sit at that desk since without getting hard. Had cancelled office hours twice because he couldn’t risk a student noticing.

“I know, but —”

“But nothing.” She patted the cushion beside her. “Sit. We need to talk about your training.”

“My… training?” The word came out strangled. He sat anyway, perching on the edge of the cushion, body rigid as a man waiting for bad news.

Sienna took a sip of wine, watching him over the rim with those dark, level eyes. “Did you do your homework?”

His mind went blank. “Homework?”

“I told you to buy the plugs I recommended. Small, medium, large. Did you?”

Fuck. He had. God help him, he’d driven to a sex shop two towns over where nobody knew his face, had stood in front of the anal toys section for twenty mortifying minutes, sweating in his coat, before grabbing the set and practically throwing his credit card at the bored cashier. The discreet black bag was still in his trunk.

“Yes,” he admitted quietly.

“Good boy.” She smiled, pleased, and he felt that traitorously warm glow in his gut at the praise — hated that he felt it, felt it anyway. “Go get them.”

He set down his wine with unsteady hands and went. The October air bit cold when he stepped outside, rain just beginning to mist down, making the streetlights blur into halos. His car was parked a block away — paranoid choice, like the distance would make this more deniable. He grabbed the bag from the trunk and hurried back, hyperaware of every passing car and lit window.

When he returned, Sienna had moved to the bedroom. He could see her through the open door, setting things out on the nightstand with the unhurried efficiency of someone arranging a workspace. His stomach dropped.

The bedroom continued the aesthetic — string lights, more plants, a queen bed with rumpled white sheets that smelled like her when he stepped across the threshold. Clean skin and vanilla perfume and woman. Rain had started to streak the window glass in long, slow lines.

“Show me,” she said, holding out her hand.

He pulled the plugs from the bag. Black silicone, graduated sizes — the small maybe two inches long and slender as a finger, the large as thick as his wrist and vaguely threatening. She took them one by one, examining each with the same focused attention she probably gave to academic papers, then set them on the nightstand beside the lube and —

His heart stopped.

A cock cage. Polished steel, small and precise and utterly merciless.

“What is that?” But he knew. Of course he knew.

“Your new accessory.” She picked it up, the metal catching the light. “Here’s how this works, Professor. You’re going to train that ass of yours every day with these plugs. Start with the small one for a week, then move up. By the time you can take the large one without fighting it, you’ll be ready for the real fun.”

“Sienna —”

“And while you’re training,” she continued, unhurried as a professor delivering a syllabus, “you’re going to wear this.” She held up the cage. “Except when I give you permission to take it off. No touching yourself. No coming without my say-so. You’re mine now, and I control when and how you get off.”

The words hit his cock like a hand. He was already half-hard just from being in her bedroom, and now —

This is crazy, he thought with dwindling conviction. This is — I’m married. I’m her professor. I could lose everything —

“Color?” she asked, suddenly direct. Her eyes held his, checking in with no ceremony.

He should say red. Should end this now, before it compounded. Should —

“Green,” he whispered.

Her smile was brilliant and slightly terrifying. “Strip. Everything off.”

His hands went to his buttons. The shirt came off, then his undershirt, exposing his soft middle-aged chest with its greying hair. Slacks, socks, boxers. He stood naked in her bedroom, cock hard now and leaking, aware of every imperfection — the slight gut, the love handles, the body that had stopped being effortlessly fit somewhere in his late thirties.

Sienna circled him slowly, appraising, one finger trailing down his spine as she passed behind him. He shivered.

“On the bed. Hands and knees.”

He climbed onto the mattress. The sheets were soft under his palms, smelling like fabric softener and her. He could see himself in the full-length mirror across the room — forty-six years old, naked and hard and waiting to be fucked by a twenty-two-year-old who kept his cage in a bag next to her lube.

What would Susan say if she could see this, he thought, and felt a sharp spike of guilt that arousal drowned almost immediately. His wife was at home right now, probably watching television, completely unaware —

Sienna’s lubed fingers pressed against his hole and all thought stopped.

“Relax,” she murmured, working one finger inside with practiced ease. He was looser than last week, his body already holding the memory of her. She added a second quickly, scissoring them, and he groaned into the sheets.

“There we go. Your body remembers me.” She twisted her fingers, found his prostate, and the pleasure spiked white-hot through him. “You’ve been thinking about this all week, haven’t you? In class. At home. Lying next to your wife and remembering exactly what it felt like.”

“Yes,” he gasped. “Fuck, yes —”

Three fingers. The stretch flared wide and hot, the burn riding right at the edge of too much and exactly enough. She worked him open methodically, reading every twitch and moan without commentary, speaking the language of his body more fluently than he did.

“I’m going to train you,” she said, conversational, three fingers deep in his ass, “until you can take anything I want to give you. Until your body knows it belongs to me.”

She pulled out and he heard her moving, selecting something. Then the blunt press of the medium plug — she was skipping the small entirely — and he had to focus on breathing as she worked it inside. Thicker than her fingers, the stretch riding right along that same hot edge.

Too much, it’s too much —

But she was steady and relentless, pushing until his body yielded and the plug seated fully, the base nestling against him. He felt impossibly full, the weight and pressure of it, every small movement sending a ripple through him.

“Look at you,” she praised, running her palm over his ass. “Taking it so well. Such a good boy.”

He throbbed, cock jerking and leaking onto her sheets. The plug shifted and he moaned, overwhelmed by how much sensation came from one small movement.

“Don’t come,” she warned. “You come and I’ll put that cage on for a month.”

He bit his lip hard, gripping the sheets and trying to hold himself together. Every breath moved the plug. Every movement sent sparks through him.

Sienna retrieved the cock cage, weighing it in her hand. “Flip over.”

He obeyed clumsily, the plug shifting and forcing a sharp sound from him. She stood beside the bed, looking down at him with dark, warm satisfaction — then climbed on top of him, straddling his chest, her bare pussy hovering just inches from his face.

The smell of her was immediate and overwhelming — musk and arousal, the scent of a woman who’d been turned on for a while and had decided to let him notice. His mouth watered.

“You want to taste me?” she asked, already knowing.

“Please.”

She shifted forward, settling over his mouth. “Then make me come. And if you’re good, maybe I’ll unlock you after.”

He dove in immediately, tongue finding her clit and circling it. She was wet, slick arousal coating his lips and chin as he licked and sucked and worked her with everything he had. She ground down against his face, using him, one hand fisted in his hair.

“That’s it — fuck, right there —” Her thighs trembled against his ears. He couldn’t breathe properly and didn’t care, completely focused on the taste of her and the way she rode his tongue.

The plug in his ass shifted with every movement, keeping him hard and desperate, cock throbbing against his belly, pre-cum pooling. He was dangerously close to the edge just from this.

“Don’t you dare,” she warned, reading his body from the inside. “Don’t you fucking dare.”

He moaned against her pussy, the vibration making her gasp. His tongue worked faster, chasing her orgasm. He could feel it building — the way her clit swelled under his tongue, the change in her breathing.

“Fuck, yes, don’t stop, I’m — ah!”

She came hard, grinding down on his face, thighs clamping around his head. He licked her through it, swallowing every drop she gave him, drunk on the taste and the power of making her lose control — even if that power only existed in the small space she allowed him.

When she finally pulled away, his face was slick with her. He gasped for air, cock still achingly hard, the plug a constant pressure.

Sienna looked down at him, flushed and satisfied, and smiled. “Good boy. You earned a reward.”

She shifted down his body and took his cock in her hand. He nearly sobbed at the contact, hips jerking up before he could stop them.

“Please, Sienna, please let me come, I need —”

“I know what you need.” She stroked him slowly, torturously, watching his face with calm interest. “But first, the cage.”

“What? No, I —”

She squeezed his cock hard enough to make him wince. “The cage, Marcus. You agreed to this. Or did you lie to me about being green?”

He struggled with it, shame and arousal warring. “I’m green, but —”

“No buts.” She released him, picked up the cage, turned it in the light. “This is happening. The only question is whether you come first or spend the next week desperate and aching without it.”

The threat — no, promise — made his cock jerk. He was so close already, had been holding back so hard.

“Please,” he begged. “Please let me come first.”

She considered, drawing it out, watching him tremble with the patience of someone who enjoys watching. “Alright. But you have to earn it. Tell me who owns this cock.”

“You do.”

“Who owns this ass?”

“You do.”

“Who do you belong to?”

“You, fuck, Sienna, I belong to you —”

She stroked him faster, grip tight and perfect. “That’s right. You’re mine. Your wife gets the leftovers, but this?” She squeezed. “This belongs to me.”

The guilt and arousal tangled into something unbearable and entirely his own fault. The pressure coiled tighter —

“Come,” she commanded. “Right now.”

He did, back arching, the plug grinding hard against his prostate as his cock pulsed in her fist. Cum shot across his chest and stomach in heavy spurts, painting his own skin, more than he’d come in months. She milked him through every pulse, drawing it out past comfort, until he was whimpering and raw.

Before he’d fully come back down, while he was still shaking, she fitted the cage over his softening cock. Metal rings closed around the base and behind his balls, the cage itself encasing his shaft. The lock clicked shut with a finality that landed somewhere in his chest.

He stared down at himself, steel gleaming against his skin, and felt something in him settle — or surrender, which perhaps were the same thing.

“There,” Sienna said, satisfied. She held up a small key on a chain and fastened it around her neck where it nested between her breasts, visible through the thin cotton. “Now you’re properly owned. You don’t touch this cock without my permission. You don’t come without my permission. And you wear your plug every day.”

What have I done, he thought, but his cock was already trying to swell inside the cage, the metal biting in.

She leaned down and kissed him, tasting herself on his lips. “Same time next week, Professor. And I want you wearing the large plug by then. Understand?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Good.” She pulled back, already dismissing him with the ease of someone clearing a finished task. “Get dressed and go home to your wife. And Marcus? Every time you feel that cage, remember who you belong to.”

He left her apartment twenty minutes later, cage hidden under his boxers, plug still nestled inside him, walking carefully to his car through the rain. His phone buzzed — a text from Susan asking when he’d be home.

He typed back a lie and drove through the October night, every bump in the road moving the plug, the cage a cold and constant reminder of exactly how far he’d gone.

The worst part? He couldn’t wait for next week.


Chapter Three: Midterm Evaluations

The house smelled like pot roast and cheap vanilla candles — Susan’s latest attempt at domestic warmth that never quite landed the way she hoped. Marcus sat at the dining room table, laptop open to a stack of student papers he hadn’t touched in twenty minutes. The cage gripped his cock in cold metal, and the large plug sat heavy and deep in his ass. Six hours now. Every time he shifted in the chair, the toy dragged against his prostate and he had to bite the inside of his cheek to stay neutral.

Susan moved through the kitchen, loading the dishwasher, humming something flat and off-key. Forty-four, brunette threaded with grey at the temples, body softened by years of marriage and takeout. Yoga pants and an oversized sweater, no makeup, hair in a messy bun. She looked like what she was: a woman he had once wanted and no longer did, which was his fault entirely, though he’d spent years finding other places to put that guilt.

What would she do if she knew, he thought, easing his weight to one side and feeling the plug shift. If she knew I was sitting here plugged like a whore, cock locked up, counting down the hours until I can see Sienna again —

His phone buzzed against the table.

Sienna: how’s my good boy doing? still wearing your plug like I told you?

His cock tried to swell inside the cage. The metal pinched. He typed with unsteady thumbs.

Marcus: Yes. Large one. It’s… intense.

Sienna: good. you’ve been such an obedient little slut this week. I think you’ve earned a reward. Come to my place tomorrow night. 7pm sharp. And Marcus? Wear something nice. We’re having company.

His stomach dropped.

Marcus: What do you mean company?

Sienna: you’ll see 😈 don’t be late

He stared at the screen. The plug shifted when he clenched on instinct, sending a sharp spark up his spine.

“Marcus?” Susan called from the kitchen. “Did you hear me?”

“What?” He looked up. “Sorry. Lost in grading.”

She smiled the patient, indulgent smile she’d perfected years ago. “I asked if you wanted dessert. I made apple pie.”

“No, I’m — actually, I have a late meeting tomorrow night. Department thing.” The lie slid out smoother every time he told it. “Probably won’t be home until ten or eleven.”

“On a Thursday?” A small crease between her brows.

“Budget discussions. You know how it is.” He closed the laptop and stood carefully. The plug ground deeper; he kept his face neutral through sheer will. “I’m going to take a shower.”

He passed her — dish soap and the same floral perfume she’d worn for fifteen years. She kissed his cheek without looking up from the sink.

The bathroom was small, white tile, fluorescent light that made everything look slightly green. He locked the door, stripped, and caught his reflection. The cage sat dull and silver between his legs, cock trapped and half-hard, balls drawn tight from ten days of denial. The plug’s black base showed between his cheeks, stark against pale skin.

This is what I’ve become, he thought. A middle-aged professor with a locked cock and a plugged ass, sneaking around like a teenager with a secret he doesn’t have the decency to feel bad enough about.

Shame sat low in his gut, threaded through with something darker and hotter that shame couldn’t quite extinguish.

Tomorrow night. Sienna. And company.

He reached back, gripped the base of the plug, and worked it free in slow, careful pulls, the drag against his prostate making his vision blur. When it finally slipped out, the sudden emptiness left him braced against the sink and shaking, cock straining against its cage.

I need to come, he thought. It’s been ten days, I need —

The key was around Sienna’s neck, warm between her breasts, and he wasn’t getting it back tonight.

He showered cold, dressed for bed, and lay beside his wife without touching her.



Marcus stood outside her building in the October dusk, rain misting the streetlights into soft halos. Slacks, button-down, the cologne he’d put on twice because he couldn’t remember the first time. No plug — she hadn’t instructed him to wear one — and the emptiness felt strange after ten days of constant stretch. The cage was still locked tight, his cock already trying to swell at the thought of seeing her.

He buzzed. The door clicked. Three flights of stairs on shaky legs, nerves and arousal wound so tightly together he couldn’t tell one from the other.

Sienna answered in a black silk robe that stopped mid-thigh, tied loose enough to show the inner curves of her breasts. Hair down in dark waves. Dark lipstick. Sharp eyeliner. Bare feet with black-painted toenails. She smelled like jasmine and something warmer, leather and skin.

“Right on time,” she purred, stepping aside. “I love a punctual slut.”

He stepped inside and stopped cold.

Another woman sat on the couch.

Early thirties, platinum hair in a sharp bob, ice-blue eyes, body cut from hours in the gym. Tall — five-ten at least — with broad shoulders, small high breasts, long legs in tight leather pants and a cropped tank. Pale skin, sharp cheekbones, full mouth curved in easy amusement. She sat with her legs spread, one arm draped over the back of the couch, a wine glass loose in her hand. The posture of someone who owned every room she walked into.

Oh fuck, Marcus thought. Oh fuck oh fuck —

“Marcus, this is Jade,” Sienna said, closing the door behind him. “Jade, this is my professor. The one I’ve been telling you about.”

“Well hello there, Professor.” Jade’s voice was low and slightly rough, the kind that came from cigarettes or late nights or both. Her eyes moved over him slowly, taking inventory. “Sienna’s told me all about you. The locked cock. The plugs. The way you fell apart the first time she fucked you.”

Heat flooded his face. He looked at Sienna, betrayed. “You told her —?”

“Of course I did.” Sienna moved behind him, hands sliding up his chest. “Did you really think you were my only project? Jade and I share everything.” Her hands found his belt. “Now strip. Show her what I’ve done to you.”

“Sienna, I don’t — I can’t —”

“Color?” she asked, sharp.

He stood there shaking, caught between shame and the sick pull of wanting to please her. This was too much. This was —

But the thought of her cold disappointment, of being sent home —

“Green,” he whispered.

“Good boy.” She opened his belt, popped the button on his slacks. “Jade’s going to help with your training tonight. Think of it as a practical exam.”

His slacks hit the floor. Boxers. He stood in his button-down and socks, the cage gleaming under the low light, balls heavy beneath it.

Jade let out a low whistle. “You really did lock him up. How long?”

“Week and a half,” Sienna said, circling him. “No touching. No coming. Just plugs and denial and desperate obedience.”

“Cruel.” Jade grinned, and there was nothing reluctant about it. “I like it.” She set her wine down and stood, moving with easy, practiced confidence. She stopped in front of him, close enough that he could smell mint and leather and something sharp like gin. Her eyes held his, direct. “You want to come, Professor?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Then beg for it.”

“Please. Please — I’ve been good, I’ve done everything Sienna asked, I need —”

“He has been good,” Sienna confirmed, running her hand down his back. “Obedient all week. So I think he’s earned a little reward. Don’t you, Jade?”

“Maybe.” Jade reached out and wrapped her hand around the cage, squeezing deliberately. Marcus gasped, hips jerking forward on instinct. “But I think we should make him work for it first.”

Sienna laughed, delighted. “I knew you’d have good ideas. Come on, Professor. Bedroom.”

They herded him into the bedroom, one on each side, and it wasn’t until he stepped through the door that he saw what they’d prepared. The bed stripped and remade with leather restraints at each corner. Toys lined the nightstand — the harness and dildo from last time, plus larger ones, a vibrator, nipple clamps. His stomach flipped.

“On the bed,” Sienna ordered. “On your back.”

He obeyed. Both women worked quickly, strapping his wrists and ankles to the corners until he was spread wide and completely exposed. The cage pointed at the ceiling. His balls hung heavy. His hole was empty and visible and slightly swollen from a week of plug training.

Jade ran one finger down his chest, circled a nipple, and watched him gasp. “You’ve got him well-trained already. Does he eat pussy on command too?”

“Like his life depends on it,” Sienna said. She was already stripping off the robe. The harness was underneath, a different dildo attached — bigger, flesh-colored, thick enough to make his mouth go dry. “But tonight’s not about our pleasure. Tonight’s about teaching him what it means to really be used.”

She moved between his spread legs, fingers already slick. He clenched on instinct.

“Relax,” she said, pressing one finger inside. He was looser after the week of training; his body accepted it with barely a pause. “That’s it. Let’s see how you handle something bigger.”

Two fingers. Three. She worked him open with steady, efficient pressure while Jade watched from the side, sipping wine, eyes dark and attentive.

“He opens up nice,” Jade observed. “Good control. You really have been training him.”

“Of course. I don’t half-ass anything.” Sienna withdrew her fingers and positioned the dildo. Marcus could see it clearly — eight inches at least, thick enough that his eyes widened.

“Sienna, that’s — I don’t think I can —”

“You don’t think,” she cut in. “You just take what I give you. Isn’t that right?”

“I — yes, but —”

“Color?”

He swallowed. The toy was bigger than anything he’d taken. The stretch would be brutal. But stopping meant losing this, losing her —

“Green,” he choked out.

“That’s my good boy.” She pressed the head against his hole and pushed.

The stretch hit immediately, riding the edge between pleasure and pain, wide and insistent. He whined, pulling against the restraints, nowhere to go.

“Breathe,” Sienna ordered. “Push out. Take it.”

Jade had moved to the side of the bed, watching his face. “Look at him. Loves it even while he’s panicking.”

She was right — his cock strained in the cage, pre-cum leaking steadily from the tip, his whole body flushed hot and trembling.

Sienna pushed deeper, inch by careful inch, until Marcus was sobbing, head thrashing on the pillow. “Too much, it’s too much, I can’t —”

“You can. You will.” Her voice stayed even, almost gentle. “Halfway there, Professor. Just breathe.”

She bottomed out. Marcus cried out, back arching hard off the mattress. The toy was buried deep, wider and fuller than anything he’d felt, grinding against his prostate until white spots flared behind his eyes.

“There we go,” Sienna praised, hands sliding over his thighs. “Taking all of me. Such a good slut.”

She pulled back and thrust in again, setting a brutal, steady rhythm. Every stroke nailed his prostate. His caged cock leaked in a constant drip. He was incoherent, babbling, lost.

Jade climbed onto the bed and straddled his chest, settling just far enough up that she could undo her leather pants and shove them down her thighs, baring herself — waxed smooth, already wet and flushed. She positioned herself over his mouth, cutting off his view of the ceiling.

“Open,” she commanded.

He opened. She pressed down onto his tongue, rolling her hips in a slow, grinding rhythm. “Make me come while she fucks you. Show me what a good little slut you are.”

He licked desperately, finding her clit and sucking it. She tasted different from Sienna — sharper, more bitter, something that made him dizzy — but just as immediate, just as intoxicating. She rode him hard while Sienna pounded his ass with mechanical precision.

The sensations stacked — stretch and fullness, the relentless pressure on his prostate, the taste of Jade’s cunt, the aching throb of his locked cock. He was going to come. He couldn’t come. The cage wouldn’t let him, but the pressure kept building anyway, impossible and agonizing, a pressure with nowhere to go.

“Please,” he tried to say against Jade’s pussy. “Please, I need —”

“Need what?” Sienna drove in harder. “Need to come? Need me to unlock that pathetic cock?”

“Yes!”

“Then make Jade come first. Be a good boy and earn it.”

He redoubled his efforts, tongue working frantically, lips sealed around her clit. Jade’s thighs began to tremble. She ground down harder, fucking his face, and Sienna matched her pace below.

“Fuck, yes, right there —” Jade’s voice went tight and strained. “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking — ah!”

She came with a guttural snarl, grinding her orgasm out against his tongue, her wetness running down his chin. He worked her through every pulse of it, swallowing, dimly aware that Sienna had stilled inside him to let him focus.

When Jade finally lifted off, Marcus gasped for air, face soaked, jaw glistening. His balls ached tight and painful, cock throbbing uselessly, pressure coiled unbearably low in his gut.

“Please,” he sobbed. “Please, Sienna, I did what you asked, please let me —”

She pulled the dildo out slowly. He whimpered at the drag. She climbed off the bed, and her hand went to the key on its chain at her throat. His heart kicked hard.

But she didn’t unlock him.

Instead she closed her fist around the key, the chain biting a thin line into her palm before she let it fall back against her sternum. “You’ve been genuinely good, Marcus. You really have. But I don’t think you’re quite ready for a proper release yet.”

“What? No, please, you said —”

“I said you could earn a reward. I never said which one, or when.” She smiled, cruel and beautiful. “You don’t get to pick what this is, Professor. You just get to find out. And you’re not there yet. Not even close.”

Jade was already stepping into a harness, attaching a dildo even thicker than the last, and something passed between the two women — a glance, quick and private, gone before Marcus could read it. Whatever they were planning next, they were planning it without him, and the not-knowing sat lower in his gut than any toy had yet.

“This is insane,” he managed.

“This is training,” Sienna corrected. “By the time we’re done tonight, you’re going to know your own body better than you ever did. Every part of it.” Her eyes flicked to Jade again — that same private current running between them, unreadable and infuriating. “And maybe — maybe — if you’re very, very good, I’ll consider letting you come the way you need. Just not the way you think. Not yet.”

Jade moved between his spread legs, slicking the toy. “Ready for round two, Professor?”

He wasn’t. But his cock was leaking steadily, his ass still twitching and open from the first fucking, and when Jade pressed the head of that thick toy against his hole, his body opened for her anyway — because it had been trained to, because Sienna had spent a week teaching it that this was where it belonged.

The night was just beginning.


Chapter Four: Extra Credit

The room smelled like sex and jasmine incense burned down to nothing — musk and sweat and the sharp, warm tang of arousal layered under that cloying sweetness. Rain hammered the windows. The bedroom burned with the heat of three bodies that had stopped holding anything back.

Marcus’s wrists throbbed where the leather cuffs had chewed into skin. His legs stayed spread wide, ankles lashed to the bedposts, every part of him open and on display like something arranged deliberately. The metal cage around his cock had long since warmed to his body heat, a steady thread of pre-cum working through the slit at the tip. His hole felt used — swollen and tender, rim sensitive from Jade’s earlier fucking — but Jade was already kneeling between his thighs again, a different toy strapped to her hips this time.

Nine inches, thick as a beer bottle, dark purple silicone ridged with heavy veins. She coated it generously with lube, the wet, slick sound loud in the sudden quiet. Marcus’s hole fluttered on reflex.

“Please,” he rasped, voice already shredded. “I can’t — it’s too big, I can’t take that —”

“Shh.” Sienna leaned in beside him, fingers sliding through his damp hair. She’d stripped bare, skin gleaming in the low light, nipples tight and dark, the soft curve of her belly leading down to the neat strip of hair between her legs. The key to his cage rested on its chain between her breasts, swaying slightly when she breathed. “You can take it. Your body was built for this — built to be stretched open and used until you forget who you were before tonight.”

Jade pressed the blunt head of the toy to his hole. The pressure arrived immediately — enormous, far too much — and Marcus’s breath caught on a high, broken sound as he tried instinctively to twist away. The restraints held, patient and implacable.

“Breathe,” Jade said, voice low and rough. Sweat shone along her collarbones, gin-and-leather smell of her mixing with the room’s heat. “Fight me and it’ll burn. Relax and let me in.”

She pushed forward in one steady drive. Marcus felt his body yield inch by reluctant inch, the toy thicker than anything they’d used on him yet, splitting him open on a burn that sat right at the line between pain and something hotter and deeper and harder to name. His cock jerked inside the cage. His balls drew up tight.

“Fuck,” he sobbed. “Oh god, oh fuck —”

“Halfway,” Jade said, almost conversational. She wasn’t stopping. “You’re doing so good, Professor. Every inch like the slut you are.”

Sienna’s hand closed around the cage, squeezing the metal. The pressure made him throb, desperate and helpless, cock straining against steel that wouldn’t give. “Look at that. Your body keeps begging even when your brain’s screaming for mercy. Such a greedy little whore for us.”

Jade bottomed out.

Marcus screamed, back bowing hard off the mattress. The toy sat deep, so deep it felt like it pressed against his stomach, the curved head grinding relentlessly against his prostate. Every nerve lit up at once, pleasure and pain colliding until the distinction became meaningless.

“There we go.” Jade’s fingers dug into his hips, nails leaving sharp half-moons in the flesh. “Every fucking inch, Professor.”

She drew back and drove in again, establishing a hard, punishing rhythm that hit his prostate on every stroke. The wet slap of her hips against his ass filled the room, mixing with the broken, wordless sounds he couldn’t control anymore.

Sienna climbed onto the bed and straddled his chest. Her pussy hovered inches from his face — pink and slick, inner thighs shiny with arousal. She’d been watching Jade wreck him for long enough that her cunt was soaked. She reached down and spread herself open with two fingers, a slow, deliberate display.

“You got me ready,” she said. “Watching you take her like that.” She lowered herself onto his face. “Open your mouth, Professor. Make it good.”

Marcus licked up into her immediately, tongue finding her clit and circling hard. The taste of her flooded him — sharp and sweet and thick — and he sucked and licked and worked her with everything he had left while Jade kept pounding from below.

The toy hit his prostate with every stroke. His cock strained uselessly in the cage, leaking in steady pulses onto his stomach. He couldn’t think. Couldn’t breathe properly. Could only take what they gave him and give back what he could.

“That’s it,” Sienna moaned, grinding down harder, her thighs pressing against his ears. “Right there — don’t you dare stop —”

Jade shifted her angle, driving even deeper. Marcus would have screamed if his mouth weren’t sealed to Sienna’s cunt. His balls ached, drawn up hard and painful, and something was building low in his gut — impossible, because the cage wouldn’t let him come, but the pressure kept mounting anyway, tighter and tighter with nowhere to break.

“He’s right there,” Jade said, slamming into him harder. “Can feel him clenching around me. Desperate little slut needs it so fucking bad.”

“Too bad,” Sienna panted, her voice strained. “He doesn’t come until I say. And I’m not ready to say.”

She came with a sharp cry, her cunt pulsing against his lips. Marcus drank it in, tongue still working, while Jade kept fucking him without a shred of mercy. The pressure in his gut had turned unbearable, something beyond simple arousal — a fullness so complete it had no edges, and the sounds coming out of him no longer sounded entirely human.

Sienna lifted off him, flushed and satisfied, looking down at his wet face and wild eyes and shaking body. She smiled. “Switch,” she said to Jade.

Jade pulled out.

Marcus sobbed at the sudden emptiness — at the way his hole fluttered and grasped around nothing, at the complete, terrible withdrawal of that pressure against his prostate. He felt wrecked. Hollow. Overstretched and desperate and so far past coherent thought he could barely remember his own name.

They weren’t finished.

Sienna was already strapping the harness back on, this time fitting a different toy — not as massive as Jade’s but still thick, seven inches and ridged, designed to drag against every nerve on the way in. Jade shifted him against the pillows so his upper body was slightly elevated, legs still spread and bound, ass still twitching.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Sienna said, moving between his thighs with calm authority. “Jade’s going to ride your face while I fuck you. If you make her come — properly, not just politely — then I’ll give you what you’ve been begging for all night.”

“Please,” he whispered, voice cracked. “Please, I need —”

“I know exactly what you need.” She pressed the toy to his sore hole. He was so loose now that she slid in smooth and deep without resistance, the stretch full and real but not the brutal prying-open of before. “You need to remember who you belong to. You need to feel it in every nerve until it’s all you are.”

She started moving, long deep strokes, and each one dragged across his prostate in a slow, deliberate sweep that was somehow worse than Jade’s pounding — more controlled, more patient, more precisely aimed.

Jade straddled his face from behind this time, facing Sienna, so the two of them could look at each other over his body. Her pussy settled over his mouth — sharper tasting than Sienna’s, familiar now, the smell of her mixed with gin and the heat of the room. He licked up into her immediately, working her clit in tight, desperate circles.

“That’s it,” Jade murmured to Sienna over his body. “Look at him working for it. Beautiful.”

Sienna kept fucking him with those long, grinding strokes. “He’s always beautiful when he’s trying to earn something.”

Marcus worked his tongue harder, faster, because he needed this over, he needed release, he needed —

“Tell me who you belong to,” Sienna said, pulling out completely. The sudden absence made him whine and arch.

Jade lifted just enough.

“You,” he gasped. “You, Sienna, I’m yours —”

“And what do you want?”

“I want to come — please, I’ll do anything, please let me —”

She drove back in. He choked on the sound.

Jade’s thighs started to tremble. She bore down harder, grinding his face, chasing it. Marcus sealed his lips around her clit and sucked steadily, holding pressure, feeling her get close, holding himself right at the edge of something impossible.

Jade broke first with a sharp, bitten-off cry, riding his tongue through every hard pulse of it. He swallowed what she gave him, his whole body shaking, while Sienna ground deep inside him and stilled.

When Jade finally pulled away, Marcus was openly crying — tears tracking into his hair, silent, his face soaked and his body stripped of every pretense. His ass clenched weakly around the toy still buried inside him.

“You did so good,” Sienna said, cupping his face, her thumb brushing away a tear with something that was almost tenderness. “Such a good boy for us. You made her come twice tonight. That deserves a real reward.”

His heart kicked hard. “Please —”

She pulled out slowly and caught the key where it swayed between her breasts.

His breath stopped.

But she didn’t unlock the cage.

Instead she held the key up, letting it catch the light. “Your reward is this: I’m going to let you feel what it’s like to come while you’re still locked. Prostate orgasm, Professor. No friction on your cock. Just pressure until your body gives in from the inside.”

She reached for something different — a curved toy, short and thick, designed to sit right against the prostate and stay. And a small bullet vibrator, slender and hard.

“Sienna, I don’t think I can —”

“You’re not required to think.” She worked the curved toy inside him, seated it deliberately, adjusted the angle until she found the spot and felt him jerk. Then she pressed the vibrator hard against his perineum, directly over his prostate from the outside.

Both things hit at once.

Marcus’s body came off the mattress. The sound that tore out of him was nothing so coherent as words — it was raw, animal, something he’d never made before. The vibration from outside and the deep internal pressure had his prostate caught between them, every nerve overloaded at once.

“Found it,” Sienna said, adjusting the toy in short, deliberate strokes. “Stay with me, Professor. Let it happen.”

The pressure climbed. His balls drew up so painfully tight he thought he might shake apart. His cock throbbed against the cage, metal catching his skin, and still the pressure climbed —

“Come for me,” Sienna ordered. “Right now. Let go.”

“I can’t — the cage — I need —”

“Your cock is locked. Your prostate isn’t. Come.”

The pressure broke.

It hit nothing like a regular orgasm — no single sharp peak but a wave, deep and tidal and relentless, his prostate spasming in rhythmic pulses that started in his core and radiated out through his thighs, his spine, the backs of his knees. His cock jerked uselessly inside the steel, no release from the tip, but his body shook apart anyway, coming in waves that didn’t stop. He couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t see. He could only feel it tearing through him, ten seconds, fifteen, twenty — each pulse wringing him from the inside until he had nothing left to give.

When it finally stopped, he couldn’t move. He lay there, chest heaving, tears running freely into his hair, completely spent.

Sienna turned off the vibrator and eased the toy free with careful hands. Jade watched from the side of the bed, wine forgotten.

“Holy shit,” Jade said quietly. “He came harder from that than from anything else tonight.”

“And he’s still locked,” Sienna said, running one fingertip along the cage. “Still hard. Still needs it.” She looked down at him with something that mixed cruelty and pride in equal measure. “Don’t you, Professor? That was extraordinary — and it still wasn’t enough.”

She was right. His cock was still trying to swell inside the steel, still aching with the orgasm that hadn’t reached it. The prostate release had been devastating and complete and somehow also insufficient.

“Please,” he whispered, voice destroyed. “Please unlock me. I did everything —”

“You did.” Sienna considered, the key swinging slow from her fingers. Then her smile curved slow and satisfied. “One more. Just one more, and then I’ll unlock you. Can you do that for me?”

Marcus looked at her — at Jade, at his own wrecked reflection in the dark window, at his body laid out and trembling and bound. He should say red. His ass ached, his balls ached, his head was floating three feet above his body.

But the thought of disappointing her —

“Yes,” he breathed. “I can do it.”

“Good boy.” Sienna picked up a thicker toy, ridged, with a vibrating function built along the shaft. “Then let’s find out how much you can actually take.”

She pushed it inside him. Turned it on.

Vibrations drilled straight into his prostate, deep and constant and unavoidable.

Marcus’s back arched hard off the mattress, a scream building in his throat, pleasure crashing back in like a wave that hadn’t finished with him yet.

The night had hours left.


Chapter Five: Final Grade

The bedroom smelled like three bodies pushed far past their limits — sweat and slick and the cold ghost of jasmine incense burned down to nothing hours ago. Rain slammed the windows in heavy, irregular sheets. Sometime in the last hour Marcus had stopped counting. He’d lost track of how many times the wave had crested and broken through his prostate, how many times he’d cried and shaken and begged, how many times Sienna and Jade had looked at each other over his body with those dark, measuring glances that meant not yet.

His wrists had gone from burning to numb. His thighs trembled from being held open for so long. The sheets under him were ruined — sweat and lube and the steady, constant leak from his caged cock. His ass felt used in a way that went past sore into something almost abstract: a deep, internal tenderness that reminded him with every small movement exactly what had been done to him, and how much of it he’d begged for.

Sienna knelt between his spread legs, cheeks flushed dark, dark hair sticking to her shoulders and throat. She’d stripped hours ago and hadn’t bothered putting anything back on — skin shining with sweat, nipples tight, the harness riding low on her hips, the medium vibrating dildo still seated inside him and pulsing on its lowest setting. Keeping him right at the edge. Not letting him tip over. Just holding him there, trembling, like something balanced on the point of a pin.

Jade sprawled on her back beside the bed, naked except for her leather pants shoved down around one ankle. She’d come three times — twice on his tongue, once with Sienna’s fingers working her while they both used him — and now she lay watching with the languid, satisfied attention of someone who’d had everything she came for. Occasionally she reached over to give his caged cock a slow, deliberate squeeze, not to tease but just to feel the sound he made.

“Please,” Marcus rasped. His voice was barely a voice anymore — scraped raw, hoarse on every syllable. Tears had dried salt-white in the creases beside his eyes. Fresh ones were forming. “Please, Sienna — no more. I can’t — I can’t hold another one, it’s too much —”

“Color?”

She said it without urgency. Her thumb traced a slow circle on the stretched rim around the toy, feeling his pulse there.

He fought it. Every nerve in his body screamed for the cage to come off, for friction, for the clean, direct release he’d been denied all night. But the thought of saying red — of stopping, of walking out of here without finishing, without earning what she’d been dangling —

“Green,” he forced out, and the word cost him something. “But Sienna — please. I’ve done everything. Let me come properly. Unlock me.”

She looked at Jade. Something moved between them — private, fluent, the shorthand of two people who knew each other well. Jade’s mouth curved slow and satisfied, and she nodded once.

“Alright, Professor.” Sienna reached up to the key resting warm between her breasts. Lifted it off the chain. “You’ve been good. More than good. You’ve been everything I wanted tonight.”

The key turned in the lock. The small click landed in his chest like a stone dropped in still water, sending ripples everywhere.

She worked the cage apart piece by piece, carefully, like she was unwrapping something valuable. Metal dragged over hot, hypersensitive skin. The moment his cock came free it filled out hard and immediate — seven and a half inches of dark, swollen flesh, the head nearly purple from hours of denial, pre-cum welling steadily from the slit and tracking down the shaft.

“Fuck,” he gasped. After all this time locked, the cool air on bare skin felt almost unbearably raw.

“Don’t touch,” Sienna warned, watching his hips jerk. “You don’t get to touch yourself. Only I do.”

She wrapped her hand around him — palm warm, grip firm and deliberate — and he stopped breathing. Everything in his body surged toward the hand, toward relief, ten days and a long brutal night converging on that single point of contact.

“Look at you,” Jade murmured, leaning in closer, her eyes moving over his cock with frank, appreciative attention. “Ten days locked and he’d come from just watching, if she’d let him.”

“He would,” Sienna agreed. She stroked him once. Twice. His whole body went rigid, right on the absolute edge — and then her hand vanished.

“No —” The word tore out of him before he could stop it. “Please, Sienna, please don’t stop, I’m right there, I need —”

“I know.” She reached for the nightstand, unhurried, and what she brought back was different — soft silicone, ring-shaped, with a smaller curved arm extending from the base. She slicked it and pressed it against his hole; he was so loose and open that it sank in without resistance, the ring seating against his rim while the curved inner arm settled directly against his prostate. Then she slid a matching cock ring down his shaft and seated it snug at the root.

“What is —”

“Cock ring.” She adjusted it with two fingers, checking the fit. “Keeps you hard. Makes it last. Makes what’s coming so much worse — or better, depending on how you look at it.” She picked up a small remote. “And this —” She pressed it. Both toys came alive simultaneously: the internal piece drilling steady, precise pulses directly into his prostate while the ring around his cock vibrated in tight, rhythmic bursts. “— is how I decide this ends.”

Marcus’s back left the mattress. The sound he made had no word for it. The double vibration — inside him and around his cock at once — hit harder than anything they’d done all night, every nerve in his pelvis lighting up at once, pleasure so acute it walked the line with pain.

“That’s it,” Sienna said, watching him strain and writhe. “Feel that? That’s what it sounds like when I decide you’ve earned something good.”

She wasn’t finished.

She swung a leg over him and positioned herself above his cock. Her cunt was slick and swollen, the scent of her thick in the air. She sank down in one smooth drop, taking him fully to the root.

Tight. Hot. Perfect. Real.

Marcus shouted, hips snapping up without permission, something breaking loose after all those hours of denial. After everything — the cage, the plugs, the prostate orgasms that hit deep and didn’t reach — the wet grip of her around him was almost too much to contain.

The vibrating toy inside him pressed harder against his prostate with every movement. The cock ring pulsed. Her nails dragged down his chest as she started to ride — no slow build, no patience left for one, just relentless grinding rhythm.

“Been waiting for this all night,” she moaned, rolling her hips in a hard, dirty grind that felt nothing like mercy. “Wanted to feel you inside me while Jade wrecked your ass. Wanted to make you come so hard you forget who you were when you walked in here.”

He was babbling. He was aware of it distantly, words broken and useless, completely past the ability to manage himself.

Jade moved to the head of the bed and settled over his face. “One more time, Professor. Make me come while she fucks you.”

He opened his mouth. She pressed down, the taste of her flooding his tongue, her thighs framing his face. He licked with everything he had left — which wasn’t much, but was apparently enough, because her back arched above him. He licked while Sienna rode him harder, while the wet slap of her hips against his thighs filled the room along with Jade’s low moans and the constant buzz of the toys. Rain against the glass. His wrists burning against the cuffs. His balls tight and aching and finally, finally going to get what they needed.

“Close,” Sienna panted above him. Her hand dropped between her legs, rubbing fast and hard over her clit. “Fuck — gonna come on your cock right fucking now —”

Jade seized up first, every muscle in her thighs going rigid, her release spilling hot over his tongue, his name a mess of syllables on her lips. Sienna followed seconds later, cunt clenching around him in hard, rhythmic pulses that gripped and released and gripped again.

The sensation shoved him to the absolute edge. The cock ring held him there — one more second, two — pressure building past bearing, everything that had been building all night converging on this single point.

“Please!” he sobbed, when they both pulled away, when the grip of her loosened and he was still right there and couldn’t get over. His cock buried inside her, pulsing, balls so tight they hurt. “Please, let me come, I can’t hold it, please —”

“Now,” Sienna said, and her voice was steady and warm and completely certain. “Come for me.”

She cranked both toys to full power.

Marcus came harder than he knew he had inside him. His cock jerked inside her and kept jerking, pumping thick ropes of cum in long, shaking pulses while his prostate spasmed in time with every contraction. Both at once — cock and prostate, external and internal, the dual orgasm hitting in overlapping waves that wouldn’t resolve into separate sensations. He screamed himself raw. His body arched and locked and stayed locked, every muscle burning, the orgasm continuing far past the point where he had anything left to give.

It didn’t stop. Fifteen seconds. Twenty-five. Thirty. Each pulse rolling into the next. He was crying again without knowing when he’d started, and he couldn’t see anything, and none of that mattered because it just kept going —

When it finally ended, it ended all at once, like a power cut. He collapsed, every muscle releasing simultaneously, lungs working like he’d run miles in the cold.

Sienna turned off the toys. Eased them out, one at a time, carefully. His cock slipped from her cunt, cum and her wetness mixed on his skin. She lay down beside him and reached up to work the buckle on his left wrist.

Both women moved quietly now — Jade at his ankles, Sienna at his wrists, unbuckling the restraints with careful hands, the same hands that had been merciless twenty minutes ago. His arms dropped, dead weight. Sienna rubbed the circulation back in slow, firm circles. Jade pressed her thumb along the inside of his ankle to check for pressure marks.

Marcus lay still and let them. His ass throbbed. His cock was soft and oversensitive, beginning to ache. His whole body felt like it had been taken completely apart and put back together in a slightly different order.

“Good boy,” Sienna murmured, pressing her mouth to his temple. The warmth of it settled somewhere in his chest. “Such a good boy for us tonight.”

He didn’t answer. Didn’t have words for a while.



He sat in his car for twenty minutes before his hands steadied enough to start the engine. The cage and the plugs were in a black bag on the passenger seat — she’d handed them to him at the door with the same matter-of-fact ease with which she’d applied them. The key still hung around her neck. She’d made that clear at the door.

“You’ll get it back when I decide you’ve earned it,” she’d said, kissing him goodbye like it was ordinary, like she hadn’t just spent hours taking him apart. “And Professor? I expect you in my office Monday morning. We have a lot more training to discuss.”

His phone buzzed. A text from Susan: Where are you? It’s after midnight.

He typed back something about department politics running late, the lie automatic, and pulled out of the parking spot. The drive home felt like traveling between two different worlds — October rain streaking the windshield, streetlights smearing gold across wet asphalt, his body aching in places he hadn’t known he could ache.

When he turned into his own driveway, the house was dark except for the porch light Susan always left on. He sat there with the engine off, looking at the safe, ordinary house he’d lived in for fifteen years. Two floors. The oak tree in the front yard that lost its leaves every October. The welcome mat he’d meant to replace since last spring.

Then he thought about Sienna’s apartment. The silk robe. The sharp, satisfied smile. The way she’d looked riding his cock like she was taking something that was already hers. The key resting between her breasts, warm against her skin.

He was completely, comprehensively fucked.

He got out of the car, walked up the path, and let himself in with his key. The house smelled like pot roast gone cold and Susan’s candles burning low.

He was already counting down the hours until Monday.
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