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The moment I stepped into Selene’s house, the air was electric with feminine squeals greeting me like a queen. A shy grin played on my lips as I brushed a strand of the platinum blonde wig I’d chosen for tonight out of my face. Dressing femme around Selene and her friends wasn’t new, but somehow, they always found a reason to fuss over me—especially when I showed up as Kai. Their playful energy surrounded me as they circled in, their hands grazing over my shoulders, and my waist, even daring to cup my hips. The attention was intoxicating, even if I pretended to roll my eyes. I had to admit, there was a delicious thrill in being the center of their affection.

Tonight, I had pushed my boundaries just a little further. My choice of outfit screamed daring confidence—a pair of faux leather pants that clung to my legs and ass like a second skin, every movement making me hyper-aware of how tightly they hugged every curve. They weren’t just tight; they were scandalous, the kind of pants that demanded attention. Paired with strappy heels that gave just enough lift to sway my hips naturally, I felt undeniably femme. My top was a deep red, glittery number that shimmered under the soft hallway lights, cropped just enough to tease a hint of my toned stomach.

I wasn’t just dressed up. I was a vision.

Selene caught my arm and pulled me further inside, her grin full of mischief as she introduced me to a few unfamiliar faces. I smiled, my lips painted a bold shade to match my confidence, exchanging polite greetings while every nerve in my body buzzed with the thrill of being observed. I knew my pants left little to the imagination, and though they barely concealed the small cage snugly in place, there was just enough of a hint for someone observant—or nosy enough—to notice. Selene, always a step ahead, gave me a sly wink, her knowing smirk hinting at all the secrets she held about my life as Kai. It was both infuriating and undeniably hot how she could see right through me.

The party was cozy and relaxed, filled with laughter and casual conversation. Seated on the couch, legs elegantly crossed, I sipped my beer and basked in the atmosphere. The leather pants stretched snugly against my thighs as I shifted, every move a reminder of how daring I’d been tonight. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Logan, his gaze lingering on me far too often to be subtle. He wasn’t contributing much to the conversation, his focus clearly elsewhere—on me. Or more specifically, on my legs.

Who could blame him? These pants were sinful.

Feeling bold, I stood and stretched, making a small show of arching my back just enough to draw attention. The subtle sway of my hips as I strolled to the kitchen was deliberate, my movements slow and teasing. Opening the fridge, I pretended to search for a drink, giving anyone brave enough plenty of time to approach. Sure enough, the sound of hesitant footsteps followed.

"Uh, h-hey. Kai, right?" Logan’s voice was soft and nervous, and I had to bite back a grin. Hook, line, and sinker.

Still bent over, I hummed an exaggerated “Mmmmhmm,” finally pulling out a beer and straightening up to face him. Towering over his smaller frame, I tilted my head and smiled. Even in my heels, I couldn’t help but notice how much bigger I was, the size difference making his shy demeanor all the more endearing. He was blushing, his hands stuffed awkwardly into his pockets as he spoke. “I just… wanted to say hi. And, uh, I really like your outfit.”

The poor guy was adorable, shifting on his feet under my gaze. I took my time opening the can, pouring the beer slowly into my glass, never breaking eye contact. “Oh?” I teased, letting my voice dip into something sultry. “What exactly do you like about it?”

Logan’s blush deepened, his fingers fidgeting nervously. “Um… all of it?” He smiled shyly, glancing down. “Maybe more so the pants.”

I chuckled, finishing my pour and setting the can aside. Sliding a finger under his chin, I gently tilted his face upward until his wide eyes locked with mine. “Is that so, sweetie? What do you like about them?”

He swallowed hard, his cheeks burning brighter. “It’s not nice to tease, you know,” he mumbled, his voice laced with a nervous edge.

I shrugged, feigning innocence. “Oh, I’ve never been very good at being nice.” My hand brushed against his cheek, fingers slipping into his soft hair. His hesitation melted as his hands tentatively reached out, brushing against the smooth leather covering my thighs. A low, satisfied hum escaped my lips as his touch grew bolder, his fingers tracing the tight material.

“You can feel them properly if you want,” I whispered, my voice dripping with invitation.

Logan didn’t hesitate this time, his hands exploring my legs with more confidence, his fingers pressing and squeezing as if savoring every inch. A soft moan escaped my lips, the sensation igniting a heat low in my belly. His blush gave way to something darker, a flicker of hunger in his gaze as his hands gripped my thighs.

The way he looked up at me, needy and overwhelmed, was utterly intoxicating. Logan was mine to devour. And I planned to take my time.

I moved my hand down to Logan’s shoulder, letting my fingers linger in a soft, teasing stroke. “I’ll tell you what, Logan,” I began, my voice low and honeyed. “I’m going to go sit back down on the couch. If you ask Selene if we can use her bedroom, then walk alllllll the way across the room to me, extend your hand, and ask to ‘show me’ something upstairs…” I leaned closer, brushing my lips against his ear as I whispered the rest. “I’ll let you explore my pants as much as you want.”

Leaning back, I caught the spark of surprised excitement lighting up his face. With a slow, sultry wink, I turned and sashayed back toward the party, ensuring my hips swayed provocatively with each step. The tight leather pants hugged me perfectly, amplifying every movement. The heels only added to the allure, clicking against the floor as I claimed my seat on the couch. Crossing my legs, I couldn’t ignore the ache at my core, my clit straining deliciously against the cage hidden beneath my pants.

Even as I controlled our little game, the faint thrum of submissive excitement bubbled just under the surface. There was nothing like the thrill of being locked up—especially in a cute, tiny, pink cage—to remind me just how much I wanted to be good. For now, though, I pushed that craving down, watching the room as Logan nervously approached Selene. He leaned in to whisper something, and she shot me a dramatic eye roll before mouthing BRAT.  My cheeks flushed as I pretended not to notice, taking another sip of my beer and biting back a smile.

After their brief exchange, Logan walked toward me, his nerves palpable but his determination unmistakable. His steps faltered slightly as he realized just how many people were seated around me, but he soldiered on. Standing before me, his hand trembled slightly as he extended it. “Kai, could I, uh, show you something? Upstairs?” he asked, his voice cracking with nerves.

A ripple of giggles swept through the small crowd, their knowing glances adding to Logan’s growing blush. Setting my beer down, I took his hand gently, letting him guide me as I stood. “Lead the way,” I murmured, flashing him a coy smile. His cheeks deepened to a shade of crimson as he turned, navigating us through the onlookers. Passing Selene on our way out, I caught her exaggerated eye roll and winked at her, earning a quiet scoff in return.

The sound of the party faded behind us as Logan led me into Selene’s bedroom, closing the door behind us with a soft click.  The moment we were alone, the energy shifted. Standing in the center of the room, I let my gaze drop to the prominent bulge in his jeans. His cock strained against the fabric, leaving little to the imagination, and it was clear he wasn’t shy about his excitement. My own clit pulsed in response, caged tightly but adding a layer of delicious frustration to the moment.

Clearing his throat, Logan moved closer, his hands tentative as they slid up my legs. The smooth, tight leather of my pants must have been irresistible because he quickly grew bolder, gripping my ass with enthusiasm. A soft moan escaped my lips, my body leaning into his touch. Encouraging him, I ran my hands through his hair, tugging gently to tilt his face up to mine. Our lips met, and I let out another soft moan, the sound vibrating into his mouth as we kissed deeply.

“Mmmm, I like the way you touch me, Logan,” I murmured against his lips, nipping playfully at his bottom lip. His groan sent a shiver through me, and I couldn’t resist letting my hands roam, exploring the heat and hardness beneath his jeans. “I suppose this is my doing, isn’t it?” I teased, my fingers tracing his outline as his breathing grew ragged.

Logan laughed breathlessly, nodding. “Yeah… you could say that.”

I pulled back slightly, letting my gaze trail down his body before meeting his eyes again. “Well, I suppose I should be a good girl and take responsibility, shouldn’t I?” I purred, sinking slowly to my knees.

For the first time tonight, I was looking up at Logan, and the wide-eyed awe on his face was delicious. Biting my lip, I let my hands glide up his thighs, savoring the anticipation as I unzipped his jeans and tugged them down. His cock sprang free, stiff and eager, bouncing slightly in its excitement. “Oh my,” I giggled, leaning in to kiss the tip gently. “You’ve been waiting for this, haven’t you?”

Logan stammered something incoherent, his hands instinctively moving to rest in my wig as I ran my tongue along his length. I started slow, savoring the taste of him as my tongue traced the base before circling upward. When I reached his balls, I kissed and sucked gently, earning a shuddering groan from above. “It’s… it’s been a while,” he admitted, his voice breaking with pleasure. “I’m probably a little sensitive.”

I smirked, trailing my kisses back up his shaft. “Mmm, is that so? Let’s see how sensitive, shall we?” I teased, locking eyes with him as I licked up his length once more before wrapping my lips around him.

Taking him fully into my mouth, I winked up at him, savoring the way his cock fit so perfectly. He wasn’t too large, making it easy to take him deeply without effort, but just enough to send delicious vibrations through him as I hummed around his shaft. Logan moaned, his fingers tangling in my wig as his hips twitched forward.

I smiled inwardly, thoroughly enjoying the way he squirmed and shook under my control. After all, this was just the beginning.

I kept my pace slow, savoring every second as Logan’s cock throbbed between my lips. My tongue traced intricate patterns along his length, teasing the sensitive spots I could feel him twitch against. I glanced up, catching his wide, overwhelmed eyes, and smiled wickedly around him. The gentle tug of his fingers in my wig urged me on, his hips instinctively pressing forward as I took him deeper. His moans, soft and unsteady, filled the room, mixing with my hums of satisfaction.

I pulled back slightly, letting his cock slip free with a wet pop, only to plant soft, teasing kisses along his shaft. “You taste so good, Logan,” I murmured, my voice dripping with lust. My hands rested on his thighs, steadying him as he swayed under my ministrations. His breath hitched every time my lips brushed against the delicate skin of his cock, his body trembling with the effort to stay upright.

Logan’s hands roamed through my wig, his fingers brushing against my scalp as though grounding himself. “Kai, I—oh, fuck,” he stammered, his voice cracking with the intensity of his pleasure. His blush was still vibrant, but there was a hunger in his eyes now, a growing confidence in the way he held me in place.

I giggled softly, tracing my tongue along the underside of his shaft before swirling it over the head. “Mmm, sensitive, aren’t we?” I teased, watching him squirm as I flicked my tongue over his tip. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily, and I rewarded him with another long, deliberate lick from base to tip.

Taking him into my mouth again, I set a steady rhythm, bobbing my head as I worked him over. His cock slid smoothly past my lips, filling my mouth but never quite reaching the back of my throat. I kept my movements deliberate, savoring the way he shuddered with every swirl of my tongue. My hands gripped his thighs firmly, both to steady him and to keep him exactly where I wanted him.

Logan’s breathing grew heavier, each exhale punctuated by a shaky moan. “Kai… you’re so…” He trailed off, his head tilting back as a groan ripped from his chest. His fingers tightened in my wig, holding me close as I took him deeper. My lips stretched into a smirk around him, knowing just how much control I had over him in this moment.

Every flick of my tongue, every gentle suck, sent Logan spiraling further into bliss. His legs trembled under my touch, his knees threatening to give out as I continued my worship. The strain in my own clit, still confined in its cage, only heightened my excitement. It was a delicious torment, knowing I couldn’t find release myself but reveling in the power I held over him.

For now, I was entirely focused on him—his pleasure, his trembling body, his desperate gasps. And from the way he was falling apart in my hands, I knew he wouldn’t last much longer.

Back at the tip, I wrapped my lips tightly around Logan’s cock, sliding up and down in a deliberate rhythm, my tongue lavishing attention with every motion. His groans and shaky breaths filled the room, a symphony of pleasure that only spurred me on. His legs trembled, barely able to hold him steady, as he stared down at me, utterly captivated. My eyes locked with his, wide and pleading, silently demanding the release I knew he couldn’t hold back much longer. I wanted it— all  of it.

“F-Fuck, Kai, wait, I—” he stammered, his voice breaking as he tried to warn me. But I wasn’t about to stop. His cock throbbed in my mouth, pulsing harder with every flick of my tongue. I could feel him teetering on the edge, his entire body tightening with the promise of climax. Smiling wickedly around him, I brought one hand up to gently cradle his balls, massaging them just enough to coax him into surrender. Every twitch and spasm told me he was seconds away, and I wasn’t letting go until I’d claimed him.

Logan stifled a scream, his free hand slapping over his mouth as his cock jerked violently, unleashing thick, hot streams of cum. The first jet surprised me, coating my tongue with warmth, but it only made me more eager. I giggled softly at just how much he gave me, swallowing quickly as more filled my mouth. It really had been a while,  I thought, savoring the salty sweetness as I kept my lips locked around him, his cock still pulsing against my tongue.

His moans were broken and desperate as his body quaked from the intensity of his release. Even as his orgasm subsided, I stayed on him, milking every last drop with slow, deliberate sucks. When I was sure he was spent, I pulled back slightly, opening my mouth to show him the creamy prize he’d given me. His dazed eyes widened, locked on the sight as I made a show of swallowing the rest, moaning happily as it slid down my throat.

Still kneeling, I leaned back in, licking and kissing every inch of his cock to clean him up. “Mmm, so sensitive,” I teased, flicking my tongue against his tip just to hear him groan again. His overstimulated body jerked at the touch, and I couldn’t help but giggle at how beautifully undone he was.

“F-Fuck me…” Logan muttered, running a hand through his disheveled hair. His cock, slick with my saliva, twitched faintly as I continued to explore him with my tongue and lips. Holding him firmly in one hand, I stared up at him, my eyes sparkling with mischief.

“You’ve got me all worked up now, Logan,” I purred, licking a slow stripe up his length. “Watching you cum like that… Would you mind terribly if I kept playing with your cock?” My voice was sweet, dripping with faux innocence, but the lust in my eyes told a very different story. Logan let out a shaky breath, too wrecked to form a coherent response, and simply nodded with a dazed smile.

“That’s what I thought,” I giggled, diving back into lavish more attention on his softening cock. Even though he’d just finished, I wasn’t ready to stop. My lips and tongue explored him relentlessly, teasing every sensitive spot until I felt him start to harden again under my touch.

For the next twenty minutes, I worked him over with unrelenting focus. Kisses, licks, gentle sucks—I gave him everything, reveling in the way he twitched and moaned under my care. His cock was mine to worship, and I wasn’t letting him go until I’d pulled another climax from him. Finally, with one last shuddering groan, Logan came again, his body quaking as he spilled himself for the second time.

Satisfied, I sat back on my heels, fixing my makeup with practiced ease while he pulled his jeans back up. Reaching into my clutch, I popped a mint into my mouth, letting the cool sweetness replace the taste of his cum lingering on my tongue. I perched on the edge of Selene’s bed, my hands entwined with his as he caught his breath.

“Kai… that was… wow,” Logan said, his voice still breathless. His cheeks flushed as he grinned down at me. “Thank you. It’s been a long time since anyone… did that for me. And no one’s ever come close to what you just did. I…” He trailed off, clearly overwhelmed.

I laughed softly, leaning over to plant a playful kiss on his cheek. “You’re very welcome, sweetie,” I purred, letting my lips linger just long enough for him to catch the faint trace of his taste still on me. “I had so  much fun playing with your cock.”

His blush deepened as his hands instinctively slid along my thighs, still unable to resist touching me. Smirking, I reached for my phone, an idea sparking in my mind. “Here,” I said, pulling up my contact info and handing it to him. “Add me.”

Logan fumbled with his phone, hurriedly saving my number. Once he was done, I wrapped my arms around his neck, making sure I had his full attention. “Anytime you find yourself in need of a release,” I whispered, my lips brushing against his ear, “text me.”

His eyes lit up, a mix of disbelief and excitement. “R-Really?” he stammered.

I nodded, running a hand through his hair playfully. “Mmmhmmm. You’ve got a nice cock, Logan, and you’re such a sweet guy. I’d hate to see you all pent up and frustrated.” My other hand slid down, pressing gently over his crotch, now safely tucked away in his jeans. “Anytime,” I repeated, my voice firm and inviting.

Logan blushed furiously, staring up at me with a wide, grateful smile. “I’ll… definitely take you up on that, Kai.”

I grinned, leaning in to press one last kiss against his lips before standing. Together, we made our way back downstairs, the noise of the party greeting us once more. I expertly feigned ignorance about my absence, chatting with friends as though nothing had happened, though I couldn’t entirely ignore the knowing smirk Selene was aiming in my direction.

If only all of her parties were that fun.

________________________________________________________________

Fueled by the electrifying memory of my adventure with Logan, I surprised even myself by staying caged for an entire week afterward. That kind of restraint was rare for me. Usually, after a girly night, my masculine persona surged forward, and the idea of being locked up felt completely at odds with that energy. But this time was different. I couldn’t shake the vivid image of Logan’s face—his happiness, his relief, the way the tension had melted off him as he came into my mouth. The memory clung to me, making my clit throb and ache with every passing night, trapped and denied in its cage.

Each evening, I squirmed and whimpered in bed, my body desperate for release while my mind lingered on the satisfaction of giving it instead. Chastity was such a bewildering kink. It was torment and ecstasy rolled into one, and I was hopelessly hooked.

Then, one night, my patience—or perhaps my self-discipline—was rewarded with a text.

Logan:  Hey, Kai…? 
Kai:  Why, hello there, sweet thing. ;) 
Logan:  Haha, hi. So, um, I’ve been thinking… 
Kai:  About me? Or my mouth? 
Logan:  Kai!!! 
Kai:  What? Be honest! ;) 
Logan:  Fine! Yes, about your… um, talents. 
Kai:  Mmm, you mean how much fun I had making you squirm? 
Logan:  Okay, now you’re just being mean. 
Kai:  Mean? Sweetie, you loved  it.

I giggled, thoroughly enjoying the thought of Logan blushing furiously on the other side of the phone. Teasing him was just too much fun.

Logan:  Okay, okay. I give up. Would you… help me again? 
Kai:  Help you… with what exactly? Be specific. ;) 
Logan:  Ugh, you know what I mean! 
Kai:  Say it. I want to hear you beg. 
Logan:  I hate you. 
Kai:  No, you don’t. :D

A few minutes passed before his next message, and I knew he was mustering up the courage.

Logan:  Fine. Would you please suck my cock again? 
Kai:  That’s better. ;) See? That wasn’t so hard. 
Logan:  Not yet, but it will be. 
Kai:  Oh, confident now, are we? 
Logan:  Only because I know how good you are…

That one made me blush.

Kai:  Does 9 pm work for you? 
Logan:  Perfect. Here’s my address. 
Kai:  I’ll see you soon, cutie. Make sure you’re ready for me. ;)

My clit buzzed with excitement as I read his reply, a confusing swirl of longing for both release and denial washing over me. There was something intoxicating about knowing I would soon be giving Logan exactly what he needed while leaving myself hopelessly restrained. Chastity was a mind game, and tonight, I was playing to win.

When 9 pm rolled around, I knocked on the door of his small downtown apartment. Logan greeted me with a wide grin, his eyes burning with the fire that had made me fall for him the first time. I had dressed for the occasion, of course. One of my favorite bodysuits—navy and perfectly snug—peeked out from beneath a flowing skirt of the same color. Black tights and solid-toe heels completed the look, and I’d gone all out with my makeup, my eyes shimmering under the dim light of the hallway.

“Hi, sweetie,” I cooed, placing a soft kiss on his cheek as I brushed past him into the apartment. Logan stammered, clearly overwhelmed by my appearance, and I couldn’t help but smile as I placed a reassuring hand on his shoulder.

Without wasting a moment, he took my hand and led me straight to his bedroom. Once inside, I giggled, sliding the zipper of my skirt down slowly before letting it pool at my feet. Standing before him in just my bodysuit and tights, I blushed faintly but couldn’t resist spinning around to show off. My caged clit pressed firmly against the fabric, utterly exposed now, but the look in Logan’s eyes—hungry and filled with desire—made any hint of embarrassment melt away.

I climbed onto his bed, lying back and crooking a finger to beckon him closer. Logan didn’t hesitate, climbing over me as our lips met in a heated kiss. My hands roamed down his body, finding his cock through the thin material of his sweatpants. It was hard and eager, practically begging for attention, and I couldn’t resist rubbing and fondling it as our tongues danced together. His moans vibrated against my lips, the sound driving my own need higher.

Breaking the kiss, I slid off the bed, sinking to my knees before him. My hands worked quickly to free his cock, pulling his pants down to reveal the familiar length I had been fantasizing about all week. It sprang free, hard and throbbing, and I let out a pleased hum as I took it in my hands. One hand caressed his thigh while the other cradled his balls, my lips planting soft kisses along his shaft as I reacquainted myself with him.

Logan leaned back on his hands, groaning as I worked him over. “Fuck, Kai. I wanted to call you the next day, but I didn’t want to seem desperate.”

I laughed, pausing to look up at him while my tongue traced the underside of his cock. “I did  say anytime, you know,” I teased.

“I know, but… I didn’t want to bother you or take advantage,” he admitted, his blush deepening.

Scoffing playfully, I grinned. “Sweetie, I like  sucking your cock,” I purred, letting my tongue swirl around the tip for emphasis. His groan was all the encouragement I needed to continue. “But I suppose the week-long break just means you’re more ready for me.” I kissed the head of his cock, my hand giving his full balls a gentle squeeze. “Not to mention all the cum you’ve saved up. Mmmmmm…”

Logan’s head fell back, a loud moan escaping him as I took him fully into my mouth. My lips stretched around his length, my nose pressing against his pubes as I swallowed him whole. His cock twitched violently, already teetering on the edge, but I wasn’t letting him finish just yet. My clit ached, straining desperately against the confines of my bodysuit, but I ignored it, pouring all my frustration into the pleasure I was giving him.

I slid his cock in and out of my mouth, my tongue teasing him with every motion. His body shook, his moans turning into desperate whimpers as I brought him closer and closer to release. When I felt him tense, his cock twitching hard in my mouth, I locked eyes with him, silently urging him to let go.

Logan groaned loudly, his body convulsing as hot, thick cum spilled into my mouth. I moaned around him, savoring the way he quivered under my touch, the raw pleasure of his orgasm coursing through him. Swallowing quickly, I giggled softly, showing him the remnants on my tongue before cleaning him up with long, deliberate licks.

“Fuck… how do you do that, Kai?” Logan gasped, collapsing onto the bed with a dazed smile.

Shrugging, I continued to playfully stroke his cock, grinning up at him. “Big lips, big mouth, and a desperation to please?” I teased, laughing when he groaned in response.

Logan laughed, his head falling back as he groaned softly, the aftershocks of his orgasm still making him twitch under my touch. I couldn’t resist running my fingers along his softening cock, watching as his chest rose and fell in heavy, uneven breaths. “Well, once again, thank you. Fuck,” he chuckled, sitting up just enough to rest on his elbows, his gaze fixed on me. His hand reached for my wig, his fingers gently tangling in the strands as he watched my eager eyes lock on his cock.

“Is there, uh… anything I can do for you?” he asked, his voice hesitant but full of sincerity.

I smiled sweetly, leaning down to press a soft kiss on his still-sensitive cock, my lips lingering just long enough to make him shiver. “You just keep letting me play with this,” I murmured, stroking him slowly, my hand gliding up and down his length, “and we’ll get along just fine.”

Logan laughed, the sound low and warm, his cock already stirring in my hand. “That will not be a problem,” he said with a playful smirk, leaning forward to kiss me. His lips were soft, his touch gentle, and yet it sent a pulse of heat straight to my caged clit, the tender moment igniting something deep inside me. I stared up at him, my big eyes wide with anticipation, my need far from sated.

“So,” I giggled, letting my tongue flick teasingly over the tip of his cock, “think you can go again, sweetie?”

Logan grinned down at me, a mix of exhaustion and excitement lighting up his face. “I think I can manage,” he said, his voice breathy but eager.

I laughed softly, wrapping my lips around him once more. My tongue danced along his shaft as I began again, savoring the addictive rhythm of pleasuring him, knowing this was only the start of another round of delicious fun.

________________________________________________________________

Over the next few weeks, Logan and I fell into a blissful rhythm. His texts always came laced with a hint of bashful urgency, and I made it my mission to show up dressed in outfits that would make him weak in the knees. Each visit ended the same way: Logan’s warm cum coating my throat and lips, leaving me glowing with satisfaction. I managed to stay in denial during this time, too, my cage only coming off for quick cleanings. The strain of chastity and the discipline of being a good girl added to the delicious torment, but it wasn’t easy. Being a good girl never was.

One evening, Logan’s usual confidence wavered, and he admitted, with a red-faced hesitation, that he had mentioned me to a friend of his. Apparently, this friend—Emily—was struggling with some sexual tension in her marriage and had been curious about my, ahem, talents. After playfully smacking Logan’s balls in my hand for being so loose-lipped, I agreed to meet her. Inside, though, I was buzzing with excitement. Couples had always been one of my biggest fantasies. The thought of diving into such an intimate dynamic made my clit pulse hard in its cage.

Emily turned out to be an absolute delight, thank God. Meeting new people as my feminine self always carried some risk—either they wanted me to lean into only one side of myself, or they were overwhelmingly enthusiastic. But Emily was warm, genuine, and easy to connect with. Over lunch, she candidly shared her situation: her husband, Andre, hadn’t been particularly interested in sex lately. She craved passionate lovemaking—sweaty, intense, and deeply satisfying—but she wasn’t a fan of being degraded or dealing with aggression. Most notably, she absolutely refused to suck his cock.

Coward.

But I wasn’t about to judge. In fact, I found myself intrigued by Andre before I even met him. Emily had spent a good twenty minutes describing his large, thick cock in vivid detail, and I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t eager to see it for myself. Don’t get me wrong—cocks of all sizes were wonderful, and it was always the person behind them that mattered most. But a big cock? That was a challenge I couldn’t resist.

A few days later, I found myself stepping into their quaint suburban neighborhood. Perfectly trimmed lawns, minivans lining the driveways, and an aura of early bedtime routines surrounded me. I was deliciously out of place, standing there in a black latex skirt that clung so tightly to my hips and thighs I could barely take full strides. Beneath it, my black stay-up stockings peeked out, their lacy tops outlining the faint bulge of my caged clit. My silky, semi-transparent red blouse clung to my body, showing just enough of my black bra to tantalize the imagination. Sparkly red heels completed the look, and my nails and lips matched in their bold crimson hue. I had gone all out with my makeup, my dramatic eyeliner sharp enough to cut through any lingering awkwardness.

Andre’s reaction was everything I hoped for. When he opened the door, his eyes widened, and his jaw dropped, frozen as he took in the sight of me. Emily giggled behind him, her hand gently guiding him aside as she came forward to greet me with a warm hug. Her excitement was contagious, and I couldn’t help but smile as she took my hand and led me inside. As we passed Andre, I placed a hand on his chest, offering a playful wink. He stayed rooted to the spot, still processing the vision that had just stepped through his door.

Inside, the initial tension gave way to a cozy atmosphere as we shared drinks and got to know each other better. The air was charged with anticipation, and I felt a mischievous smile tug at my lips as I slipped out of my heels. Stretching my legs across Andre’s lap, I pretended to need the space, but the truth was I wanted to feel the hardness I knew was waiting beneath his pants. Sure enough, his cock stirred under my thigh, and I shifted slightly, pressing against it as he nervously glanced at Emily.

She caught his gaze and smiled, her excitement matching his. With her subtle nod of encouragement, Andre finally took a deep breath and guided her to sit beside him, gesturing for me to kneel before them.

On my knees, I watched as Emily’s fingers, trembling slightly, reached for the waistband of Andre’s pants. Slowly, she undid them, her nervous energy only adding to the charged atmosphere. Andre kicked them off with a surprising amount of finesse, the motion unexpectedly sexy as his cock sprang free. Thick, long, and beautifully hard, it stood proudly before me. For a moment, it was my turn to be wide-eyed and slack-jawed.

“Wow…” was about all I could manage, my voice a breathless whisper as I stared, utterly transfixed, at Andre’s magnificent cock. Emily giggled softly, her tiny hand wrapping around his shaft, stroking him slowly and deliberately.

“I know, right?” she said with a playful grin, her gaze bouncing between her husband and me. The three of us shared a nervous laugh, the tension easing slightly as Andre leaned down to kiss her. My eyes remained glued to his cock, the sight of her hand gliding up and down its thick length making my clit throb in its cage.

I placed my hands gently on Andre’s strong thighs, looking up at them both as I waited for permission. Their simultaneous nods sent a shiver through me, my anticipation bubbling over as I wrapped both hands around his cock. The warm, firm weight of him in my grasp sent a thrill up my spine. My clit ached desperately, the almost month-long denial amplifying every sensation as I stroked him slowly, savoring the moment.

Leaning in, I kissed the tip of his cock, my lips lingering as his deep, guttural groan reverberated through the room. The sound lit me up, spurring me to trail soft kisses down his shaft. My tongue followed, running up and down his length, my hands moving lower to cup his full, heavy balls. As I worked him over, I glanced up, locking eyes with them both. I wanted them to see everything.

Their eyes were glued to me as I took Andre into my mouth for the first time. Emily let out a soft, breathy moan, her voice trembling. “Oh fuck…”

Andre groaned again, tilting his wife’s face toward his. “You like watching her suck my cock, hun?” His voice was thick, full of heat and control.

Emily gulped, nodding with wide, glassy eyes. “Y-Yeah…” she stammered, her voice cracking with arousal. Her moans grew louder as his hand slipped between her legs, rubbing her pussy through her leggings. The wet spot spreading across the fabric was impossible to miss, her excitement every bit as evident as his.

I drank in the sight of them, their shared desire fueling my own. Every stroke, every flick of my tongue, every inch of his cock I took into my mouth became an outlet for weeks of pent-up frustration. Slowly, I pushed myself further down, taking half of him before pulling back. My eyes widened briefly—could I even fit more? Before I could dwell on it, his strong hand found the back of my head, guiding me deeper.

I whined softly, the sound muffled by his cock as I gagged slightly. But I didn’t resist. His groans above me were worth every strained breath, his control over me only heightening the intensity of my need.

Emily’s moans filled the room as her clothes quickly disappeared, leaving her cuddled naked against her husband. Her pussy glistened, wet with arousal, as Andre’s skilled fingers explored her, circling her clit with practiced ease. Her hips bucked into his hand, her body trembling as she buried her face in his neck to stifle her cries.

Andre’s other hand pulled me off his cock, bringing his glistening fingers to my lips. “Suck,” he commanded, his voice firm.

I blushed, tasting Emily’s juices as I eagerly obeyed, wrapping my lips around his fingers. The sweetness of her arousal coated my tongue, and I moaned softly, sucking with the same enthusiasm I had for his cock. My clit pulsed violently against its cage, the ache almost unbearable as subspace began to wash over me.

Emily whimpered, biting into Andre’s neck, her voice too soft for me to catch as she whispered something to him. Andre chuckled darkly, nodding before turning his attention back to me. “Take off your skirt and blouse, Kai,” he instructed.

“Yes, sir,” I replied instantly, my voice dripping with submission. Rising to my feet, I slowly unzipped my latex skirt, peeling it off my body and folding it neatly on the coffee table. My sheer red blouse followed, leaving me in just my stockings, cage, and bra. Kneeling back down, I placed my hands on my thighs, ready for his next command.

Andre’s cock was back in my mouth moments later, his deep groans mingling with Emily’s breathy moans as I sucked him harder. The sounds of her pleasure only spurred me on, the knowledge that she loved watching me pleasure her husband making me even more determined.

Andre’s breathing grew ragged, his hips jerking forward as I felt his balls tighten under my hand. He was close—I could feel it in the way his cock twitched and pulsed against my tongue. I doubled my efforts, desperate for his cum, my lips and tongue working in tandem to push him over the edge.

But just as I thought he would spill into my mouth, he pulled back. I let out a small whimper of protest, watching as he gripped his cock, stroking it firmly. His eyes locked on mine, his groans deep and guttural as he aimed straight at my face.

The first hot jet of cum splashed across my cheek, and I moaned softly, keeping my position like a good girl as more followed. Emily’s gaze was fixed on me, her lips parted in awe as she watched her husband coat my face with his release. The sound of her breath hitching, coupled with Andre’s groans, sent waves of satisfaction through me.

I knelt there, smiling up at them, my skin glistening with his cum. Andre’s guttural moans filled the room as he emptied himself onto me, his chest heaving as he finally relaxed. She watched every second, delighting in her husband covering me with cum, listening as he groaned, kneeling and waiting like a good girl.

“OMG! She’s a mess, baby!” Emily’s giggling above me only made the heat in my cheeks burn hotter, and my entire face flushed as I knelt there, completely covered in Andre’s cum. The thick, sticky layer of his release coated my face so thoroughly that I couldn’t open my eyes. I felt a delicate finger brushing against my skin, gently wiping away the cum clinging to my lashes and lids. The slick finger soon pressed against my lips, and I eagerly opened my mouth, sucking it clean.

Emily giggled again, the sound light and playful as she repeated the process, her finger dipping into my mouth each time she wiped more cum from my face. “You’re so good at this, Kai,” she teased, her voice full of delight. Slowly, as she worked, I regained enough clarity to open my eyes and see them both again.

Andre was watching me with a satisfied smirk, his broad chest heaving as he caught his breath. “You’ll have to blame Emily for that, Kai,” he said, his tone teasing. “It was her idea.”

Emily’s cheeks flared pink, and she ducked her face into her husband’s neck to hide. “I think she likes having a little slut to play with,” Andre added, his voice deep and dripping with amusement.

I beamed up at them, the word slut  sending a thrill through my body. In my current state—kneeling, face covered in his cum, and basking in their attention—I felt every bit of that title. It was well-earned, and I was elated with how the evening had unfolded. Shifting forward, I leaned in to clean the last traces of cum from Andre’s cock, savoring the taste as I licked and sucked gently.

Emily watched me intently, her eyes dark with lust as she shifted to straddle her husband’s lap. Her glistening pussy slid along his cock, and I couldn’t help but stare as she positioned herself. “Kai,” she murmured softly, her voice trembling with both nerves and arousal. “Will you… will you stay there and watch? I want you to watch.”

My eyes widened as a whirlwind of emotions rushed through me—denial, frustration, excitement. All I could do was nod my body tingling as I watched her slowly lower herself onto Andre’s cock.

Emily whimpered, her body stretching to accommodate his thick length. Her small frame seemed impossibly tight around him, but she moaned louder with each inch, her hips pressing down until she had taken all of him inside her. Her body trembled, her legs shaking as she sat fully impaled on his cock, barely able to contain herself.

“L-L-Lick m-me, Kai,” she stammered, her voice breaking into breathless gasps. “Lick me with Andre’s c-cum on your face!”

Her words sent a shudder through me, my caged clit leaking into my panties as I dove forward eagerly. My tongue found her clit first, flicking against it before moving to where her pussy stretched around Andre’s cock. I licked her folds and his shaft in tandem, tasting them both as she slid up and down.

Emily’s moans grew louder, her head tilting back as she rode her husband with wild abandon. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, the way her body moved, the sounds of their pleasure mingling in the air. The strain in my cage was unbearable, my clit aching so hard it felt like it would break free.

Emily didn’t last long. With a final, desperate cry, she slammed her hips down, taking Andre’s cock as deep as it would go. Her body quivered violently as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around him as she screamed in release. My tongue felt every pulse, every spasm, as I pressed against her, savoring the moment.

After a few seconds, Emily pushed me away gently, her body too sensitive for me to continue. She collapsed back against Andre, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she caught her breath.

Moments later, she collected herself, sliding off Andre’s cock to kneel beside me on the floor. She placed her hands on my shoulders, gently pushing me back onto my heels until our eyes met. Leaning in, she pressed the softest, tiniest kiss to my lips.

“Thank you, Kai,” she whispered, her voice tender.

I blushed deeply, unable to form words, as she playfully brushed back a strand of my wig. Her fingers brushed against a sticky patch of cum she had missed, and she giggled, bringing it to my lips for me to suck clean.

The three of us spent the next little while cuddling and coming down from the evening’s intensity. As we talked, Andre and Emily asked me about my preferences, what I was into, and how I liked my cage. When I shyly admitted how long I’d been locked up, they both lit up with curiosity, eagerly examining the tiny pink device. I could only turn deeper shades of red as they marveled at the control it imposed over me.

Eventually, it was time to leave. I said my goodbyes and returned home, the walk back filled with a strange mix of satisfaction and longing. But as soon as I stepped into my room, the ache in my clit became unbearable. I fell onto my bed, thrusting my ass into the air as I groaned in desperation.

My body screamed for release, every nerve on edge, but I held back. The thought of breaking my streak terrified me—losing that submissive desire I had carefully cultivated over the past month. But the need was overwhelming, and I couldn’t stop myself from writhing against the sheets, groaning as my mind wavered between torment and ecstasy.

________________________________________________________________

A few days later, I found myself lounging in my apartment, clad in my favorite pair of soft, form-fitting leggings. The snug fabric outlined every curve, including the unmistakable bulge of my caged clit, which pulsed constantly with an aching need. Paired with an oversized sweater that barely reached my hips, the outfit was undeniably revealing, leaving little to the imagination. Every movement reminded me of my predicament, the tightness of the cage intensifying the unrelenting frustration that consumed my thoughts.

I sighed, shifting on the couch as my mind drifted once more to the past month—the depraved, delicious acts I had been a part of, each one adding fuel to the fire of my denied arousal. That submissive need to serve, to stay denied, battled fiercely with the primal urge to cum, to release, to explode in cathartic bliss. The war waged on within me, unresolved and maddening.

A sudden knock at the door pulled me from my internal struggle. Frowning, I padded to the peephole, curious about who could be visiting unannounced. My cheeks flushed as I caught sight of Selene standing on the other side, her arms crossed, her lips curled in that all-too-familiar smirk.

I hesitated, glancing down at my revealing outfit. My clit was perfectly outlined in these leggings, leaving no room for modesty, and the sweater did little to cover me. I briefly considered throwing on something more decent, but I knew Selene wouldn’t appreciate being left waiting in the hallway.

With a resigned sigh, I opened the door. As expected, Selene’s eyes immediately dropped to my cage, her smirk widening as she brushed past me without waiting for an invitation. Her fingers gave the cage a playful tap, sending a jolt through my already overstimulated clit.

“Still enjoying your little submissive streak, are we?” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

I glared half-heartedly, my cheeks burning. “I don’t think I can last much longer,” I admitted with a pout, feeling my clit throb in agreement. “I’m going crazy!”

Selene chuckled, setting down the bag she had brought with her. “I figured as much. Honestly, I never thought you’d last an entire month.”

I giggled softly, sinking onto the couch beside her. “Well, it’s been fun, so…”

She laughed, leaning back comfortably as I began recounting stories from the past month—stories I hadn’t yet shared with her. Selene listened intently, her smirk never fading, occasionally laughing or shaking her head at my antics.

When the conversation lulled, Selene motioned to the bag she’d brought. “I brought you something to help. Want to see?”

My eyes lit up with excitement, and I nodded eagerly. She reached into the bag, pulling out a stunning lingerie set in baby pink. The delicate lace and silk shimmered faintly in the light, every detail exuding femininity and elegance.

“Strip, hun,” Selene ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I opened my mouth to protest, but the firm look on her face silenced me. There was no arguing with Selene—there never was. She commanded every situation effortlessly, bending those around her to her will. It was unfairly hot.

Blushing furiously, I removed my leggings, my panties following soon after. The sweater came last, leaving me completely exposed, save for the pink cage snug around my clit. I squirmed under Selene’s gaze, her eyes slowly raking over my body as she stepped closer.

Her hand cupped my cage gently, her fingers brushing over the sensitive, swollen flesh beneath. I whimpered, unable to meet her piercing gaze as she squeezed and rubbed my aching balls.

“My, my. A month indeed,” she murmured, her voice soft yet teasing. “Pent up, making others cum while you just stayed caged like a good. Little. Girl.”

Each of her last three words was punctuated with a sharp smack to my cage, making me squeak and jump. Selene’s laughter filled the room as I squirmed under her control.

Kneeling down, she guided my leg into the first silky stocking. The baby pink fabric hugged my skin tightly, the lace detailing at the top sitting snugly against my thigh. The second stocking followed each movement of her hands slowly and deliberately, leaving me trembling as the cool silk sent shivers through my body.

Next, she wrapped a tiny waist corset around me, cinching it snugly to accentuate my feminine curves. The constriction was both uncomfortable and exhilarating, pulling my posture straighter and forcing me to arch slightly.

Finally, she added a pair of delicate elbow-length gloves, their satin texture brushing against my skin as she slid them on. The full outfit was mesmerizing, the soft pink contrasting beautifully with the blush of my skin and the pink of my cage. Every piece hugged me perfectly, leaving me feeling both exposed and utterly transformed.

I squirmed in place, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through me. The stockings clung tightly to my legs, the corset squeezed my waist, and the gloves made every touch feel electric. My cage throbbed painfully, the tightness nearly unbearable as Selene’s hands slid up and down my legs, tracing the seams of the stockings.

“P-Please…” I whispered, my voice trembling with desperation.

Selene smirked, rising gracefully to her feet and placing a firm hand on my shoulder. With gentle pressure, she pushed me down onto my knees.

“That’s better,” she said, her tone laced with satisfaction as she looked down at me.

Selene’s hands tangled in my hair as she looked down at me, her lips curled into a smirk that made my heart race. Her soft moans filled the room as she tilted my face up, her beautiful eyes locking with mine. “Do you want to show me what a good cocksucker you’ve been this past month?” she asked, her tone dripping with mock sweetness.

My cheeks burned bright red, and my caged clit pulsed so hard it felt like it might burst free. Unable to speak, I nodded eagerly, my lips parting as her thumb pressed gently against them. I took her thumb into my mouth, sucking softly, my gaze never leaving hers.

“Good girl,” she murmured, pulling her thumb away and leaving me kneeling on the floor as she turned back to her bag. My breath hitched as she pulled out a strap-on harness, fitting it over her jeans with practiced ease. The cock she attached was thick, long, and undeniably intimidating.

Selene stepped closer, her faux cock brushing against my cheek as I whimpered softly. She teased me with slow, deliberate strokes, rubbing it across my face and lips, listening to my desperate whines. My eyes filled with eager excitement as I turned my head to kiss along its length, my lips trailing up and down as though it were real. My tongue flicked over the tip, and I lavished attention on her cock, completely lost in the act of pleasing her.

“Good girl,” she cooed, her voice like silk as she finally slid the cock between my lips. I groaned softly, feeling its weight on my tongue as she pushed deeper, watching it disappear down my throat. My eyes began to water as I struggled to take all of her, my hands gripping my thighs to steady myself.

Selene pulled back slightly, giving me just enough room to breathe before thrusting in again, her pace slow and deliberate. “Such a beautiful cocksucker,” she purred, her words sending a shiver through me.

Every strong emotion I had felt over the past month—desperation, need, frustration—melted away under her control. At that moment, nothing else mattered but submitting to her, and giving her exactly what she wanted.

She thrust deeper, her hands gripping the sides of my head as she guided me, dominating me with effortless ease. My gag reflex protested faintly, but I didn’t care. My body was hers to use, and I relished every second of it.

When she finally pulled out, I gasped for air, my lips red and swollen, my clit throbbing in its cage. I stared up at her with wide, adoring eyes, my body trembling as I awaited her next command.

Selene bent down, her hand gripping my hair firmly as she whispered in my ear. “Good girl, Kai. This is exactly where you belong.” Her voice was low and commanding, each word sinking deep into my soul. “I’ve loved hearing about your exploits and how happy you’ve made the people around us.”

I whimpered, my body quivering as her words overwhelmed me. Her teeth grazed my ear before she planted a playful bite on the sensitive skin.

“I’m going to reward you now,” she murmured, her tone promising both pleasure and torment.

Selene stood, took my hand, and led me to my bedroom. I followed meekly, my legs shaky, my mind a haze of submissive bliss. She guided me onto the bed, and I fell back onto the mattress, my body pliant and eager under her control.

She worked quickly, placing my ankles into soft leather cuffs. My breath hitched as she lifted my legs, bending me until my knees were nearly touching my ears. The cuffs connected behind my neck, leaving me folded and completely exposed. The position left me vulnerable, my caged clit painfully obvious as Selene smirked down at me.

Her hand slid down, rubbing the cage gently, her touch sending shocks of pleasure and frustration through me. “Such a good girl,” she murmured, her fingers trailing lower.

I moaned softly as she slid on a latex glove, her hand disappearing between my cheeks to tease my eager hole. The cold slickness of lube followed, her finger pressing gently against me before slipping inside. My eyes fluttered shut as a second finger joined the first, stretching me slowly and deliberately.

Selene worked with expert precision, her fingers moving in and out of me as she coated me generously with lube. My body responded eagerly, my incoherent mumbles filling the room as she massaged my G-spot. The pressure, the stretch, the undeniable pleasure—it was all so much, and yet I craved more.

The snap of her glove pulled me back to reality. I opened my eyes to see her peeling it off, her expression one of satisfaction. She reached for her cock, spreading more lube over its length as my legs trembled in anticipation.

“Relax, hun,” she said softly, her hands gripping my thighs as she positioned herself.

I moaned loudly as she pushed the tip inside, the stretch sending a rush of pleasure through me. Selene took her time, easing in and out as my body adjusted to her cock. Her hands held me steady, her pace patient yet commanding.

Gradually, her thrusts grew deeper and harder, her grip on my thighs tightening as she fucked me. My mind spiraled, unable to focus on anything but the sensation building inside me. My caged clit throbbed violently, my nipples stiff and sensitive under my touch as my hands moved to play with them.

Selene’s cock dominated me completely, every thrust sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. My moans grew louder, my voice raw and desperate as she brought me closer to the edge. I was utterly hers, lost in the blissful haze of submission and desire.

Her hands gripped my thighs, kept nice and separated by the cuffs, soon thrusting harder in and out of me. My mind was a mess, unable to focus on anything but the sensation welling up inside of me, my clit threatening to burst at any moment. I could only moan, my hands squeezing and playing with my nipples as she fucked me, imprisoned by the effects of her cock.
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Selene growled above me, her hands gripping my thighs tightly as she thrust into me with a ferocious rhythm. “Come for me, Kai,” she demanded, her voice low and commanding. Her cock drove deeper with each thrust, pushing me past the limits of control. My body tensed, my breath caught, and my legs began to quiver as the overwhelming pressure finally broke.

One month of denial. One month of making others cum with my mouth. One month of sleepless nights. One month of tormenting dreams.

It was all released at once.

My clit throbbed violently as I came, the orgasm tearing through me like a tidal wave. My legs shook uncontrollably, my toes curled, and my voice broke free in a cry of pure relief. Tears streamed down my cheeks as my body spasmed, every inch of me lost to the blissful release Selene had coaxed from me. I heard her laugh above me, soft and satisfied, as she watched my clit dance in its cage, spurting cum over my stomach and thighs.

“Good girl,” she murmured, her voice thick with pride as she slowed her thrusts, letting me ride out the waves of my orgasm. My body trembled beneath her, my hands reaching out instinctively, searching for hers. She caught them, her grip firm and grounding as I gasped for air, the world spinning around me.

“There you go, sweetie,” Selene said, her tone softening. “See what happens when you’re a good girl?”

I giggled weakly, nodding, my body still buzzing with aftershocks. A soft whimper escaped my lips as she continued to slide her cock in and out of me, my oversensitive ass twitching with every movement. Slowly, Selene unclipped the strap holding my legs up, letting them fall around her waist as my sore muscles stretched out.

When she finally pulled her cock from my hole, I let out a quiet whine, feeling empty without her. Selene only chuckled, shaking her head. “Don’t worry, sweetie,” she said, her smirk widening. “I’m far from done watching you cum.”

Before I could respond, she flipped me onto my stomach, her strong hands gripping my hips as she guided me into position. I arched my back, pushing my ass high in the air, moaning softly as she spanked me. Her cock found its way inside me again, stretching me open as I buried my face into the mattress, groaning with pleasure.

Selene’s thrusts were relentless, each one driving me closer to the edge of madness. My legs threatened to give out beneath me, but I held firm, the sting of her spanks keeping me grounded. By the time she was done using me, my body was a wreck. My hair clung to my damp skin, my breathing was ragged, and the bed was covered in cum.

I could barely keep my eyes open as Selene carefully helped me strip out of my lingerie. Her hands were gentle as she guided me to the shower, staying close until she was convinced I could stand on my own. The warm water cascaded over my sore muscles, soothing the ache as I leaned against the tiles, a satisfied smile spreading across my face.

When I stepped out, Selene was waiting with a towel, wrapping me in its soft embrace. She pulled me close, her hands ruffling my hair affectionately as I blushed. She handed me my razor, watching intently as I cleaned and shaved my cock, now smaller and softer than I remembered.

Before it could stir with excitement, Selene reached for the familiar pink cage, securing it back in place with a soft click.  My clit was once again imprisoned, trapped in its tiny pink home. She smirked, giving it a playful smack as I squeaked in protest.

Back in my leggings and sweater, I snuggled up with her on the couch, letting my head rest in her lap. Her fingers combed through my hair gently, and I let out a soft moan, feeling a peace I hadn’t felt in weeks.

“So, I came here to make you a deal, Kai,” she said suddenly, her voice pulling me out of my dreamy stupor. I blinked up at her, my eyes widening as I noticed the cage keys dangling from her fingers.

I squealed, reaching for them, but Selene was faster. She smacked my clit firmly, making me yelp and pull back. “Listen, you fucking brat,” she said, her glare firm yet teasing.

“I’m taking these,” she continued, holding the keys out of reach. “Ah-ah, don’t argue. You’ve been so much happier this past month, and I know how much you’ve enjoyed your little nights out with Logan, Andre, and Emily.” She paused, her smirk growing as I whimpered, her words sinking into me.

“And I have no doubt that we’ll be adding to that list soon,” she added, her hand stroking my hair again. My mind spun with the thought of being used by even more people, my clit straining against its cage as the idea consumed me.

“In return,” she said, her voice softening, “anytime you feel the need for release—anytime that frustration gets too much—you can ask me for help.”

My voice trembled as I whispered, “A-anytime?”

Selene smiled, her hand grazing my cheek tenderly. “Anytime.”

When she finally left, hours later, the keys were firmly planted in her pocket. The choice to free myself was no longer mine. I was trapped, locked in this submissive mindset, bound by my desperate need to please others. And if I knew Selene, my evenings were about to get a lot busier.

And yet, as I crawled into bed that night, for the first time in over a month, I slept like a baby.

***
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Feminized by a BBC Daddy/Roommate !”
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Fresh out of high school and kicked out of the house, a petite, young, beautiful blonde named Patrick finds himself looking for a roommate to share the rent on his new apartment. 

He soon finds the perfect supportive roommate in the form of a charming, six-foot, mid-30s and built like a sculpture/man named David. Things go well with the occasional tension between the two, especially when the strong, muscular man offers to help with just carrying a bag or opening a door for the petite blonde. 

But one day the tension/heat reaches its peak when Patrick finds himself short on rent for a month. Things finally start unwinding when David offers to cover the rest of Patrick's rent, but on one condition: only if our Patrick agrees to wear women's underwear and submit himself to two surprise inspections for a day until he covers his share. Patrick agrees in a jiff without knowing that this is the first of many exciting and exhilarating steps in her feminization journey to becoming the best sissy princess for her daddy. 

Read her steamy feminization tale, told in almost 10K words now. 
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Sissy Joey is a talented and captivating author whose passion lies in the realm of feminization erotica. With a unique perspective and personal experiences, she brings a refreshing and authentic voice to the world of sissy and feminization literature. Whether you are a longtime lover of feminization erotica or a curious newcomer to the genre, Sissy Joey welcomes you into a world of tantalizing exploration, where secrets are revealed, boundaries are pushed, and authentic desires are celebrated. Step into the pages of  Sissy Joey's works and

embark on a hot and sexy journey.

Connect With Sissy Joey via Reddit .
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