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Chapter One

The bass from the speakers downstairs thumped through the walls like a heartbeat on steroids, vibrating the floorboards of Stephen's sprawling suburban house.

It was one of those epic house parties that started as a casual get-together among friends but ballooned into a chaotic swirl of bodies, red Solo cups, and laughter that bordered on hysteria.

Alex hovered near the edge of the living room, his small frame swallowed by the crowd of college-aged revelers. At 21, he was still a virgin—untouched, untested, and utterly average in every way that made him invisible. Skinny arms poked out from a faded band tee, his jeans hung loose on narrow hips, and his messy brown hair did nothing to draw attention. He clutched a bottle of water, sipping it slowly to have something to do with his hands.

The girls were everywhere, and they were looking incredible. Not literally, but close enough. A cluster of them danced in the center of the room, their bodies moving with a fluid confidence that Alex could only dream of.

One had long blonde hair cascading down her back, her tight crop top riding up to reveal a sliver of toned midriff as she swayed her hips. Another, with dark curls and full lips painted red, laughed as she tossed her head back, her short skirt flipping just enough to tease the curve of her thighs.

They were sexy in that effortless way—curves hugged by fabric, skin glowing under the dim party lights, eyes sparkling with the kind of mischief that promised adventures Alex had only ever imagined in the quiet hours of his dorm room.

He wanted to talk to them. God, did he want to. But every time he mustered the courage to step forward, his throat tightened like a noose. What would he even say? 'Hey, nice moves'?.

His palms would sweat, his mind blanking out as visions of rejection flashed before him—giggling, eye-rolls, turning away to whisper with their friends. No, better to stay on the periphery, nodding along to the music, pretending he was having a blast. The intimidation gnawed at him, a familiar ache that kept him sidelined, watching life happen to everyone else.

That's when Stephen appeared, clapping a hand on Alex's shoulder with enough force to nearly spill his drink. Stephen was the polar opposite—tall, broad-shouldered, with that easy charisma that made him the natural host.

His house, his party, his kingdom. 'Dude! There you are,' Stephen grinned, his voice cutting through the din. 'You've been standing here like a statue. Loosen up, man. Grab a shot or something.'

Alex forced a smile, relief washing over him at the familiar face. Stephen was his good friend from freshman year, the guy who'd dragged him out of his shell just enough to make these nights bearable. 'Yeah, just... taking it all in,' Alex replied, gesturing vaguely at the room. 'This place is packed. You know everyone here?'

Stephen laughed, running a hand through his tousled hair. 'Most of 'em. That group over there? Sorority sisters from campus. Hot, right? You should go say hi.' He nudged Alex playfully, but there was no malice in it—just the oblivious encouragement of a guy who never had to second-guess himself.

Alex's cheeks burned. 'Nah, I'm good. Don't want to cramp their style.' He took another sip of his water to hide his discomfort. The girls in question were now grinding against each other in time with the beat, their laughter ringing out like a siren call he couldn't answer.

They chatted for a bit longer, Stephen dominating the conversation with stories of pranks from the week before.

Alex nodded along, chuckling at the right moments, but his mind kept drifting back to the girls. One of them caught his eye again, her hand trailing down her friend's arm in a way that sent a jolt straight to his core.

He shifted uncomfortably, aware of the growing tightness in his jeans. Virgin or not, his body knew what it wanted.

After a few minutes, the pressure in his bladder made itself known—too much water, too little courage. 'Hey, man, where's the bathroom?' Alex asked, seizing the excuse. 'This one's got a line out the door.'

Stephen jerked a thumb toward the stairs. 'Upstairs, second door on the right. Don't get lost up there. He clapped Alex on the back again before diving back into the crowd, shouting something about finding more ice.

Alex weaved through the throng of partygoers, the air thick with the scent of perfume, sweat, and spilled drinks. The stairs creaked under his sneakers as he ascended, the noise from below fading into a muffled roar.

Upstairs was darker, the hallway lit only by a single bulb that flickered like it was on its last legs. Shadows danced on the walls, and the air felt cooler, quieter, a brief respite from the chaos.

He moved down the hall, heart still pounding from the party's energy—or maybe from the unresolved tension of watching those girls. Second door on the right, Stephen had said. But in the dim light, the doors blurred together. Alex pushed open what he thought was the bathroom, the hinges creaking softly.

He froze in the doorway, his breath catching in his throat.

It wasn't the bathroom.

The room was dimly lit by a bedside lamp, casting a warm, amber glow over plush furniture and shelves lined with books. In the center, dominating the space like a queen on her throne, sat a woman in an armchair. Stephen's mom, Jennifer. Alex had met her a handful of times—quick hellos at barbecues or drop-offs—but nothing prepared him for this.

She lounged back, one leg crossed over the other, her posture relaxed yet commanding. Black latex pants clung to her legs like a second skin, shiny and taut, accentuating the curve of her thighs and the flare of her hips.

Leather boots rose up to her knees, polished to a gleam, their heels sharp enough to pierce more than just the floor. Her top was leather too, a fitted vest that hugged her ample breasts, the material straining just enough to hint at the fullness beneath. In her hand, she held a thick cigar, the tip glowing as she drew on it slowly, exhaling a plume of smoke that curled lazily toward the ceiling.

Jennifer was in her mid-40s, but she carried herself with the kind of ageless allure that made years irrelevant. Her hair, a rich auburn, fell in loose waves around her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones, full lips painted a deep crimson, and eyes that smoldered with quiet intensity.

Inspired by those iconic moments in movies where the older woman exudes unapologetic sensuality, she was the epitome of forbidden fruit—confident, curvaceous, and utterly in control.

She turned her head toward the door, her gaze locking onto Alex with a slow, appraising sweep. The cigar paused midway to her lips, and a faint smile tugged at the corner of her mouth. 'Well, hello there,' she said, her voice a husky purr that cut through the silence like velvet over steel.

Smoke trailed from her nostrils as she regarded him, not with surprise, but with amusement. 'You must be one of Stephen's friends. Lost, are we?'

Alex's mouth went dry. His eyes darted involuntarily—down to the way the latex molded to her form, up to the leather encasing her chest, back to the cigar smoldering between her fingers.

Heat flooded his face, his cock growing in his pants. The nervousness that plagued him downstairs amplified tenfold; this wasn't some college girl he could fumble words with. This was Jennifer—mature, magnetic, and smoking hot in every sense.

'I—uh—sorry,' he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. He should back out, apologize, find the real bathroom. But his feet felt rooted to the spot, drawn in by the haze of smoke and the pull of her presence. The party noise hummed faintly from below, a world away, as the door clicked shut behind him—had he done that? Or had she?

Jennifer took another drag, her lips wrapping around the cigar with deliberate slowness, eyes never leaving his. 'No need to apologize, sweetheart. Come in. Close the door if you like. The party's a bit much, isn't it?' She uncrossed her legs, the latex whispering against itself, and pointed to a stool in front of her. 'Sit. Tell me your name.'

Alex's legs moved on autopilot, drawn forward by the magnetic pull of her voice. The room felt smaller now, the air thicker with the mingled scents of leather, smoke, and something faintly floral—her perfume, perhaps.

He spotted the low wooden stool positioned right in front of her armchair, like it was meant for this exact purpose: a supplicant's seat before her throne.

His heart hammered against his ribs as he lowered himself onto it, the wood cool against his jeans. Sitting there put him at eye level with her crossed legs, the black latex pants stretching taut over her thick thighs, the material gleaming under the lamp's light.

He forced his gaze upward, but it snagged on the swell of her huge breasts straining against the leather top, the zipper pulled low enough to reveal a deep valley of cleavage.

Jennifer leaned back slightly, her posture regal, and brought the cigar to her full, juicy lips. She dragged on it slowly, sensually, her mouth forming a perfect O around the thick end as she inhaled deeply.

Her eyes—dark, knowing—locked onto his without a flicker, holding him captive as the smoke filled her lungs. She held it for a beat, letting the tension build, then parted her lips to exhale a long, deliberate stream right toward him.

The warm haze brushed his face, carrying the rich, earthy aroma that made his head spin. Her lips glistened, wet from the draw, and she licked them subtly, the tip of her tongue tracing the edge where the cigar had been.

'So, what's your name, handsome?' she asked, her voice low and velvety, laced with that confident amusement. She didn't rush it; the question hung in the air like the smoke, inviting him to squirm.

Alex's face burned, a deep flush creeping from his neck to his ears. 'A-Alex,' he managed, the word tumbling out in a stutter. His hands gripped his knees to steady himself, but it did nothing to hide the way his body betrayed him.

Down below, his cock throbbed insistently, swelling to a massive erection that strained against the front of his jeans. It ached, hard and insistent, the fabric tenting obviously if he shifted even a fraction.

He crossed his legs awkwardly, trying to conceal it, but the movement only made the pressure worse, sending a jolt of heat through him. He couldn't stop his eyes from darting—down to those powerful thighs, the latex hugging every curve like it was painted on, up to her breasts that rose and fell with each breath, nipples faintly outlined against the tight leather.

And her lips... God, those lips, still pursed from the cigar, plump and inviting, making him imagine them wrapped around something else entirely.

She noticed, of course. Her smile widened all playful, as she took another drag. This time, she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled the smoke in, eyes boring into his with unblinking intensity.

The way her lips clung to the cigar was obscene, sliding off with a soft pop that echoed in the quiet room. She blew the smoke sideways this time, letting it curl around her boot before leaning forward just enough to close the distance between them. Her breasts shifted with the motion, pressing fuller against the leather, and Alex's breath hitched audibly.

'Alex,' she repeated, rolling the name on her tongue like she was tasting it. 'Cute name for a cute boy. You look like you've never been this close to a real woman before.' She uncrossed her legs slowly, the latex rasping softly, and recrossed them the other way, drawing his gaze inevitably to the juncture where her thighs met.

The pants molded to her like liquid obsidian, hinting at the heat beneath. 'Tell me, Alex, do the girls downstairs make you this nervous? Or is it just me?'

He fumbled for words, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. 'N-no, I mean... they're... yeah, but you're...' His voice cracked, blush deepening to a crimson that matched her lipstick.

His erection pulsed harder, the tip leaking pre-cum into his boxers, making the fabric sticky and uncomfortable. He wanted to adjust himself, to relieve the building pressure, but her eyes pinned him in place.

She was toying with him, her mature experience shining through in every calculated move—the tilt of her head, the way she flexed her boot against the floor, the casual dominance that came from years of knowing exactly how to unravel a man.

Jennifer chuckled, a throaty sound that vibrated through him. She set the cigar in an ashtray on the side table, but kept her hand near it, fingers tracing the smoldering end idly. Leaning in closer, she let her knee brush his thigh—accidental, but not really.

The contact was electric, her warmth seeping through the latex and denim. 'You're blushing so hard, Alex. It's adorable. Bet you've got a stiff one under there, don't you? All that innocence just begging to be corrupted.' Her words dripped with teasing confidence, her gaze dropping pointedly to his lap before flicking back up. She licked her lips again, slower this time, as if savoring his discomfort.

Alex's stutter returned full force. 'I-I don't... sorry, this is... you're Stephen's mom, I shouldn't...' But even as he protested, his body leaned toward her, drawn by the intoxicating mix of her scent and the way she commanded the space.

His cock twitched visibly now, the bulge unmistakable, and he pressed his thighs together in a futile attempt to hide it. The sexual tension coiled tight in the room, her huge breasts heaving slightly with her laughter, thighs flexing as she shifted again, lips curving into a smirk that promised she was just getting started.

She was entertaining herself thoroughly, this young virgin fumbling before her like putty in her experienced hands, and Alex was too entranced to pull away.

Jennifer's eyes sparkled with wicked delight as she watched him squirm, her hand lifting from the ashtray to gesture lazily in the air, smoke trailing from her fingers. 'You know, Alex, I have a thing for boys like you,' she purred, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that sent shivers racing down his spine. 'Young, innocent ones I can shape and mold into exactly what I want.

See, I crave control—total, unyielding control. It's intoxicating, turning a shy little virgin into my perfect plaything.'

As she spoke, she reached out, her manicured fingers landing firmly on his thigh. The touch was bold, her palm pressing through the denim with deliberate pressure, inches from the raging erection in his jeans.

She leaned forward just enough to thrust her massive breasts into full view, the leather top straining as they swelled outward, the zipper dipping lower to expose more of her creamy skin.

Her nipples hardened visibly against the material, poking insistently as if begging for attention. Alex's cock surged in response, so hard it bordered on painful, the shaft throbbing against the zipper, pre-cum soaking through his underwear and creating a damp spot he prayed she wouldn't notice.

'Tell me, sweet boy,' she continued, her thumb stroking slow circles on his thigh, inching higher with each pass, 'are you a virgin?' Her gaze pinned him, unrelenting, as her hand squeezed his muscle, feeling the tremor run through him.

Alex's face flamed hotter, his stutter fracturing into a whisper. 'Y-yes,' he admitted, the word barely audible, his eyes dropping to the floor in sheer embarrassment.

His erection pulsed wildly under her proximity, the head leaking steadily now, making his balls ache with unspent need.

She tilted her head, a soft hum escaping her lips. 'And were you hoping to lose it tonight? Down there with all those teasing little women who wouldn't give you the time of day?' Her fingers dug in a fraction deeper, possessive.

He nodded jerkily, unable to meet her eyes. 'It... it was my dream. That somehow... it would happen.' His voice cracked, the confession hanging heavy between them, his cock twitching as if echoing the vulnerability.

Jennifer leaned back into her armchair, the leather creaking under her weight, and picked up the cigar once more. She brought it to her mouth, sucking deeply, her cheeks hollowing as she drew the smoke in with a pull.

Her juicy lips sealed around it, sliding back and forth in a rhythm that mirrored something far more intimate. As she exhaled a plume toward the ceiling, her boot—polished black leather hugging her calf—lifted from the floor.

The pointed toe traced up his calf first, the firm pressure scraping along his jeans, then ascended to his thigh, rubbing insistently against the inner seam. It climbed higher, deliberate and teasing, until the toe nudged right against his crotch. She pressed gently, feeling the rigid length of his cock jump under the contact, the boot's edge grinding along the underside through the fabric.

'Mmm, how about to an older woman like me?' she murmured, her eyes locking onto his again as the boot lingered, rolling slowly over his swollen shaft. 'I could take that virginity right here, make you feel things those girls downstairs could only dream of.'

Alex's breath caught in his throat, disbelief flooding him. This stunning, beautiful woman—curves poured into latex and leather, exuding raw power—was offering to fuck him, to slide her experienced body over his and claim what no one else had.

His cock strained harder against her boot, the pressure making him gasp, a bead of sweat trickling down his temple. But before he could stammer a response, she added, her tone sharpening with authority, 'But there will be a catch, Alex. If I take your virginity, I lock you in a chastity cage. You'll become my submissive—mine to command, to deny, to own completely.'

He blinked, confusion mixing with the haze of arousal. Chastity cage? Submissive? The words meant nothing to him, just vague shadows in the storm of his pounding heart and throbbing dick.

Her boot pressed one last time, eliciting a involuntary whimper from him, before she withdrew it and set the cigar aside.

Rising from the chair with fluid grace, Jennifer stood tall, her thick ass swaying hypnotically in the tight latex pants as she sauntered toward a locked cupboard in the corner of the room.

The material clung to every curve, the cheeks flexing with each step, the seam dipping into the cleft between them. Alex's eyes glued to the motion, mesmerized, his erection refusing to soften even as questions swirled in his mind.

She paused at the cupboard, her fingers trailing over the lock before inserting a small key from her pocket. The click echoed, and she swung the door open, revealing shelves lined with shadowy items that made his pulse quicken.

From the depths, she withdrew a gleaming steel chastity cage—small, intricate, with a curved tube and a ring that looked unyielding. It dangled from her fingers as she turned, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate sway on the walk back.

Her breasts bounced slightly with the movement, drawing his gaze upward, and she settled into the armchair once more, crossing her legs with a soft rasp of latex.

'Now, pay attention, Alex,' she said, holding the device up for him to see, the metal catching the light. 'This is a chastity cage. The ring goes around your balls, snug and secure, and this tube locks over your cock, keeping it trapped and soft.

No erections without my permission. No touching, no release—unless I say so. As my submissive, you'll obey me in everything. I'll train you, edge you, make you beg for my pussy, my mouth, whatever I decide to give.

In return, I'll pop that cherry of yours tonight, fuck you senseless until you can't think straight. But once it's on, you're locked in—my property.'

Her free hand returned to his thigh, squeezing as she dangled the cage closer, the cold steel brushing his knee. His cock jerked in his jeans, terrified and thrilled, the unknown pulling him deeper into her web.

“It’s time to make your decision, Alex.."


Chapter Two

Alex's mind reeled, his cock rock-hard and pulsing insistently against the confines of his jeans, the steel cage dangling so close it brushed his knee like a promise of tease and ecstasy.

He couldn't believe his luck—this goddess of leather and smoke was handing him his wildest fantasy on a platter, even if the details terrified and thrilled him in equal measure. His balls tightened, pre-cum leaking steadily as he nodded, the motion jerky and desperate. 'Y-yes,' he whispered, voice hoarse, eyes wide with a mix of fear and hunger.

Jennifer's lips curved into a smile, her eyes gleaming with approval. 'Good boy,' she murmured, the praise wrapping around him like a velvet chain, making his cock twitch violently in response. She set the chastity cage aside on the small table next to her chair, the metal clinking softly, a reminder of the price he'd pay for her touch.

Rising once more, she extended her hand, fingers beckoning with authority. Alex took it without hesitation, her grip firm and warm as she pulled him to his feet.

His legs wobbled slightly, the erection tenting his pants obscenely, but she steadied him with a squeeze, leading him across the dimly lit room. The scent of leather and cigar smoke clung to her, intoxicating him further.

She stopped at a tall bookshelf lined with dusty books, her free hand reaching out to grasp the spine of a thick, leather-bound volume. With a subtle tug, the shelf groaned and swung inward on hidden hinges, revealing a narrow doorway to a hidden chamber beyond.

Alex's breath hitched as she guided him through, the cool air of the smaller room washing over him. Jennifer followed, pulling the bookshelf door shut behind them with a decisive click that echoed like a lock snapping into place.

The space was intimate, dimly illuminated by soft red lights that cast shadows over the walls. Implements hung neatly from pegs: coiled whips with braided tails, rubber gags with buckles, multi-tailed floggers swaying slightly, and an array of toys—dildos of varying sizes, plugs, vibrators, and restraints gleaming in the low light.

In one corner stood a sturdy wooden frame with cuffs at the top and bottom, its purpose a mystery to him, though it looked imposing and unyielding. Nearby, a padded bench with straps along its length invited thoughts of restraint, and against the far wall sat a medical bed, complete with stirrups and adjustable sections, sterile white sheets contrasting the room's darker vibe.

'Welcome to my private playroom, Alex,' Jennifer said, her voice low and commanding as she turned to face him, releasing his hand only to trail her fingers up his arm. The door sealed them in, the party's distant thump fading to nothing, leaving only the sound of their breathing and the faint creak of leather as she circled him slowly.

She stepped closer, her hands moving to the hem of his shirt, fingers hooking under the fabric. 'After all these years of being such a good, untouched boy,' she teased, her breath hot against his ear as she lifted the shirt inch by inch, exposing his skinny chest and the faint trail of hair leading down to his waistband. 'You're finally going to lose that virginity. Right here, to me. I'm going to strip you bare, lock that eager cock away.'

Alex shivered as she peeled the shirt over his head, her nails grazing his sides, sending jolts straight to his groin.

His erection strained harder, the head pushing against the denim, desperate for friction. She tossed the shirt aside, her eyes raking over his exposed skin before her hands dipped to his belt, unbuckling it with deliberate slowness.

The clink of the metal echoed, and she tugged the zipper down, the sound agonizingly loud in the confined space. 'Look at you, already leaking for me,' she whispered, palming the bulge through his boxers as she shoved his jeans down his thighs, letting them pool at his ankles. His cock sprang free, tenting the thin fabric obscenely, a wet spot blooming at the tip.

'Step out,' she ordered softly, and he obeyed, kicking off his shoes and jeans, standing there in just his socks and underwear, vulnerable under her gaze. Jennifer's fingers traced the waistband of his boxers, dipping just inside to brush the base of his shaft.

'Such a hard, virgin cock. It's mine now.' She hooked her thumbs in and yanked them down, his erection bobbing free—thick, veined, and flushed red, the head glistening with pre-cum that dripped in a slow strand to the floor. Alex gasped, hands twitching at his sides, as she stepped back to admire him fully naked, his skinny frame trembling with anticipation.

'Good boy,' she purred again, her hand wrapping around his length in a firm stroke, pumping once from base to tip, squeezing out another bead of fluid. 'Now, let's get you ready for what's next.'

Jennifer's grip on his cock lingered for a moment longer, her fingers sliding up and down the slick shaft once more before releasing him with a soft pop of skin separating from skin.

His erection bobbed in the air, veins throbbing, the head swollen and leaking steadily onto the floor. She turned, her boots clicking against the hard surface as she led him by the hand toward the medical bed against the wall.

The padded surface gleamed under the red lights, stirrups folded at the foot, and sturdy metal rings embedded along the sides for restraints.

'Lie down for me, Alex,' she commanded, her voice a sultry rumble that sent fresh shivers through his body. He obeyed, his back pressing into the cool vinyl as she guided him onto the bed, his ass settling against the slight give of the padding.

His cock pointed straight up, rigid and untouched now, twitching with every heartbeat. Jennifer loomed over him, her leather top straining against her full breasts as she adjusted his position, spreading his legs slightly toward the stirrups.

'You will never forget your first time,' she said, her eyes locking onto his with intense promise, 'not with me anyway.'

Her hands moved to his wrists first, pulling them up to the head of the bed where cold metal shackles waited. She snapped the first one closed around his left wrist, the cuff biting into his skin just tight enough to hold without bruising—yet.

As she leaned forward to secure the right, her breasts brushed across his face, the smooth leather of her top gliding over his cheeks and nose.

The scent of her skin mixed with the faint cigar smoke enveloped him, her heavy tits pressing firmly against his lips for a split second, making him inhale sharply, his mouth parting instinctively.

She straightened, a low chuckle escaping her as she saw his tongue dart out, tasting the leather. Moving to his ankles, she unfolded the stirrups with efficient clicks, positioning his feet into the supports before locking the shackles around each one.

Her body hovered close again, breasts swaying and rubbing teasingly over his chest this time, the friction of leather on his nipples hardening them instantly. Alex tugged lightly at the restraints, testing them, but they held fast, spreading him eagle on the bed, completely exposed and immobile. His cock jerked upward, pre-cum dribbling down the underside in a slow trail.

'Perfect,' Jennifer murmured, reaching for a black silk blindfold from a nearby tray. She draped it over his eyes slowly, her fingers trailing along his temples as she tied it snug behind his head.

Darkness swallowed his vision, heightening every other sense—the creak of her boots as she shifted, the distant hum of the party long forgotten, the throb of his own pulse in his ears.

Without sight, the air felt cooler on his skin, his erection even more prominent, standing tall and desperate.

She didn't make him wait long. Her hand found his thigh first, nails scraping lightly up the inner side until she cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

'Such full, heavy balls for me,' she whispered, her breath ghosting over his ear. Then her fingers wrapped around his cock again, stroking from base to tip in a firm, deliberate rhythm.

Up and down, her grip twisting slightly at the head, smearing the pre-cum along the length until it glistened. Alex moaned, hips bucking futilely against the restraints, the pleasure building fast and sharp.

Just as his breaths came quicker, his abs tightening, she stopped, releasing him entirely. His shaft pulsed in the empty air, aching for more, the edge of orgasm hovering just out of reach.

'Not yet, good boy,' she teased, her voice dripping with control. He heard the faint clink of metal from the tray, then felt her lean over him again, her breasts pressing into his shoulder as she positioned herself. Cold steel touched his left nipple first—a tight clamp snapping shut with a pinch that made him gasp and arch.

The bite was immediate, sharp pain blooming into a throbbing heat that shot straight to his groin, making his cock leak another thick drop.

She mirrored it on the right, the second clamp closing with equal precision, the chain between them dangling cool against his chest.

Alex whimpered, the dual sensations overwhelming in the darkness—his nipples captured and tugged by the slightest movement, his cock straining untouched. Jennifer's hand returned, lighter this time, tracing feather-soft circles around the base of his shaft, avoiding the sensitive head. 'Feel that? Every twitch pulls on those clamps,' she said, giving the chain a gentle yank that made him cry out, his body jerking in the shackles.

She resumed stroking, slower now, building him up again with expert twists and squeezes, her thumb pressing into the underside just below the head where he was most sensitive.

Pre-cum flowed freely, coating her fingers as she pumped him toward the brink once more. His moans filled the room, hips straining against the bonds, but she pulled away at the last second, leaving him panting and edged, the clamps amplifying every denied throb. 'Beg for it, Alex. Tell me how badly you need my touch.'

Alex's voice cracked in the darkness, his body trembling under the relentless pull of the clamps and the ache in his denied cock. 'Please, Jennifer... I need it. Touch me, make me cum,' he begged, the words spilling out raw and desperate, his hips lifting off the bed as much as the shackles allowed.

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating through the air like a promise of more teasing. 'Oh, sweet boy, you'll get what you need—but on my terms.' Her hand ghosted over his thigh again, nails dragging upward until they brushed the sensitive skin behind his balls.

He felt her shift away for a moment, the rustle of latex and the snap of something—gloves, he realized too late. A cool squirt of lube hit his ass, followed by the press of a slick, gloved finger circling his tight entrance.

'Relax for me,' she murmured, her free hand stroking his inner thigh to ease him. The finger pushed in slowly, breaching the ring of muscle with steady pressure.

Alex gasped, his body tensing at the unfamiliar intrusion, the fullness stretching him as she slid deeper, inch by inch, until her knuckle pressed against him. The lube made it smooth, but the sensation was intense—hot and invasive, sending sparks up his spine that made his cock twitch violently.

She began moving it back and forth, drawing out almost to the tip before thrusting in again, her rhythm deliberate and unhurried.

Each slide grazed his prostate, a jolt of pleasure that had him moaning loudly, his ass clenching around the invading digit. 'That's it, feel me inside you,' Jennifer teased, her voice low and commanding.

'Your virgin hole taking my finger so well. Imagine what else I could fill you with while your cock stays locked away.' Her other hand returned to his shaft, gripping it loosely and pumping in time with her finger's thrusts—slow, teasing strokes that kept him hovering on the edge without mercy.

Alex's world narrowed to the dual assault: the finger fucking his ass deeper now, curling to rub that spot relentlessly, and her fist sliding up and down his slick length, thumb circling the head to spread the leaking pre-cum.

His balls drew tight, orgasm building like a storm, breaths coming in ragged pants. 'Fuck, Jennifer... I'm so close... please don't stop,' he whimpered, blindfolded eyes squeezing shut beneath the silk, every nerve alight.

But she did stop, pulling her finger free with a wet pop that left him empty and throbbing, her hand abandoning his cock just as the peak crested.

He cried out in frustration, body arching against the restraints, the nipple clamps yanking with the movement and adding sharp stings to his desperation. 'Not yet,' she cooed, wiping her glove on a nearby cloth. 'We have more fun first.'

He heard the faint click of a bottle, then the cool tip of something blunt pressing against his loosened entrance. 'Breathe, Alex. This is going to stretch you nicely.' The inflatable butt plug eased in, the narrow neck slipping past his rim with a burn that made him hiss, the bulbous body following until it seated fully inside, the base nestling between his cheeks.

It felt huge already, filling him completely, pressing against his prostate with constant pressure that had his cock dripping steadily onto his stomach.

Jennifer's gloved hand twisted the pump a few times—once, twice, three pumps—each one expanding the plug inside him, the inflation stretching his walls wider, the fullness bordering on overwhelming.

He groaned, ass clenching around the growing intruder, the sensation pushing him higher into arousal without a single touch to his cock. 'Look at you, taking it like a good slut,' she praised, her fingers trailing over his balls, rolling them as the plug swelled to its limit for now.

Then the vibration kicked on with a low hum, starting gentle but building quickly to a steady buzz that rattled through his core. The toy throbbed against his prostate, waves of pleasure pulsing in time with the motor, making his cock jump and leak profusely.

Jennifer resumed her teasing, one hand finally wrapping around his shaft again, stroking firmly while the other tugged lightly on the clamp chain. 'Cum for me if you can, boy—but I doubt you'll last without permission.'

She edged him mercilessly, the vibrations intensifying his sensitivity, her fist pumping faster now, slick with his own fluids. Back and forth she went, bringing him to the brink with expert precision—thrusts of her hand syncing with the plug's relentless buzz—only to slow and squeeze the base, denying release each time. Alex thrashed in the bonds, moans turning to pleas, his ass milking the inflated toy as sweat slicked his skin.

The edging stretched on, each cycle leaving him more frantic, hornier, utterly at her mercy, the vibrations and her touch blurring into an endless loop of build and denial.

Alex lay there, every muscle taut against the unyielding shackles, the blindfold plunging him into endless black. The nipple clamps bit into his skin with each heaving breath, sending jolts that mingled with the deep, insistent buzz of the inflatable plug vibrating inside his ass.

It pressed against his prostate without mercy, keeping his cock rock-hard and leaking, the edging from before leaving him a quivering mess of need. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his body thrumming with frustration and desire, utterly helpless as Jennifer's presence loomed over him.

He heard the soft rasp of her zipper pulling down, the sound cutting through the hum like a tease. Fabric shifted, and then her gloved hand wrapped around his shaft again, firm and possessive. 'Time to make you a man, Alex,' she whispered, her voice husky close to his ear.

He felt the cool latex of a condom unrolling over his cockhead, the rubber thick and heavy as it slid down his length, sheathing him completely. It was unlike any he'd imagined—bulky, almost industrial, muting the warmth of her touch even through the glove. Panic and arousal twisted in his gut; this was it, but the barrier felt wrong, too substantial to let him feel her properly.

Jennifer straddled his hips, her weight settling as she positioned herself. The heat from her pussy radiated through the condom before she sank down, her tight walls enveloping his sheathed cock in one smooth motion. She was soaking wet, the slickness coating the rubber, but the thickness dulled it all—her heat faint, her grip muffled, like fucking through a barrier that robbed him of the raw sensation.

Alex groaned, thrusting up instinctively, but the shackles held him pinned, forcing him to take her pace.

She started riding him with expert rolls of her hips, lifting almost off before slamming back down, her pussy clenching around the condom-covered shaft.

Each bounce ground the plug deeper via the pressure, the vibrations spiking through his ass and up his spine, making his balls tighten. 'Feel that, boy? Your virgin cock finally buried in pussy,' she taunted, leaning forward so her breath ghosted hot against his ear, lips brushing the lobe. 'I'm taking it from you right now—your first fuck, all mine to control.' Her words dripped with dominance, each syllable syncing with her downward thrusts, her tight heat squeezing what little he could sense through the thick rubber.

Her leather-clad breasts pressed into his face as she rode harder, the smooth material rubbing against his cheeks and nose, the scent of latex and her skin filling his senses.

He turned his head blindly, mouth opening to lick at the leather, tasting the faint salt of her sweat through it, but she pulled back just enough to deny him more, keeping the tease alive.

Her hands braced on his chest, nails digging in around the clamps, tugging them lightly to heighten the sting while she ground her clit against his base.

The rhythm built fast—up and down, her ass slapping against his thighs, pussy milking his cock with vise-like contractions. But the condom blunted everything; he could notice her wetness, feel the motion, but not the velvet drag of her walls, not the full grip that should have shattered him.

It frustrated him even as it drove him wild, the vibrations in his ass and her expert riding pushing him toward the edge anyway. 'Cum inside me, Alex—fill this thick rubber with your load while I ride your virginity away,' she commanded, breath ragged in his ear now, her pace quickening to short, sharp bounces.

It took barely two minutes. The overload hit him like a wave—the plug's buzz hammering his prostate, her pussy's pressure through the barrier, the clamps' pinch, her voice commanding release.

His cock pulsed hard inside the condom, ropes of cum erupting in thick spurts, trapped against the rubber as his body convulsed. He cried out, muffled against her leather breast, hips jerking futilely against the restraints.

Jennifer slowed her ride, drawing out his orgasm with final squeezes of her inner muscles, milking every drop while he shuddered beneath her.

She stayed seated on him a moment longer, her pussy still hot and twitching around the spent, sheathed cock, before lifting off with a wet slide. 'Good boy,' she murmured, patting his thigh. 'Your first time—over just like that. But we're far from done.'

Jennifer lingered atop him for a few heart-pounding seconds, her pussy still gripping the base of his cock through the slick, cum-filled condom.

The vibrations from the butt plug hummed relentlessly inside his ass, keeping his spent shaft twitching faintly despite the orgasm that had just ripped through him.

She let out a low, satisfied chuckle, her inner walls clenching one last time around the rubber barrier before she lifted herself off with deliberate slowness. The wet suction of her pussy releasing him echoed in the room, followed by the cool rush of air against his sensitized skin as the condom stayed sheathed on his softening cock, heavy with his load.

She swung her leg over, dismounting gracefully, her leather boots clicking softly on the floor as she stood beside the medical bed. Alex's chest heaved, the nipple clamps tugging with every ragged breath, sending fresh sparks of pain-laced pleasure down his body.

Blindfolded in darkness, he strained to hear her movements—the rustle of latex as she adjusted her pants, zipping them back up with a sharp tug that made him flinch. Her gloved fingers returned to his groin, wrapping around the base of the condom where it met his skin.

'Look at you, Alex,' she purred, her voice dripping with amusement as she slowly peeled the condom off his cock. The rubber dragged along his length, the thick material unsticking with a faint, sticky sound, revealing his slick, deflating shaft to the open air.

She held the used sheath up, though he couldn't see it, and he heard the slosh of his cum inside, warm and trapped. 'Your very first load, all bottled up in this. Pathetic how quick you blew it, isn't it? Barely two minutes of my pussy owning you, and you couldn't hold back.'

She dangled the condom teasingly close to his face, the scent of latex and his own release wafting toward him, making his cheeks burn under the blindfold.

He whimpered, the restraints creaking as he tugged weakly against them, the plug's buzz still teasing his prostate and stirring unwelcome twitches in his balls. Jennifer's hand stroked his inner thigh, nails scraping lightly, before she tied off the condom with a snap and set it aside on a nearby tray—he could hear the soft plop against metal.

'That's right, boy. You lost it. Your virginity? Gone. I took it from you, fucked it right out while you lay there helpless, cock buried in my tight pussy. But did you even feel me? That thick rubber kept you from the real thing—my hot walls squeezing you raw. You're mine now, aren't you? No going back to fumbling with your hand or dreaming about those party girls.'

Her words sank into him like hooks, humiliation and thrill twisting in his gut. He nodded blindly, mumbling a soft 'Yes, Jennifer,' his voice hoarse from the cries he'd muffled against her leather-clad breasts.

She laughed again, a throaty sound that vibrated through the air, and patted his cheek almost affectionately. 'Good boy. Admitting it so easily. But a virgin no more means it's time to lock away what's left of that eager little cock. Can't have you wasting loads without my permission, can we?'

Alex's heart raced as he heard her rummage on the tray, the clink of metal objects shifting. The vibrating plug continued its merciless work, keeping him half-hard despite the recent release, his cock bobbing slightly in the cool air.

She grasped his balls first, cupping them gently but firmly in her gloved palm, rolling them to inspect. 'These are full again, aren't they? Swollen from all that edging. But soon, they'll ache for me.' Her other hand wrapped around his shaft, giving it a slow, teasing pump that made him gasp and arch against the shackles. The nipple clamps pulled taut with the movement, biting deeper.

She released him only to retrieve something cold and unyielding—a ring of smooth steel, chilled from the room's air. 'First, the base ring,' she explained in a sultry whisper, leaning close so her breath fanned his ear. 'This goes around your balls and the root of your cock.

Tight, to remind you who's in control.' With practiced ease, she lifted his sack, feeding the cool metal circle behind it. The steel was narrow, about one inche in diameter, designed to hug snugly. She worked it over his balls one by one, the chill making him hiss as it settled against his skin. Then, she positioned the open end at the base of his cock, sliding his softening length through the gap before closing the ring with a precise click.

It locked with a small padlock, the key jingling faintly as she tested it—snug, but not painfully so yet, compressing his balls just enough to make them bulge slightly against the metal.

'Mmm, perfect fit,' she murmured, her fingers tracing the ring's edge, sending shivers up his spine. The vibrations from the plug amplified everything, his cock trying to stiffen within the constraint.

Next came the cage itself—a steep, curved steel tube, narrow and unforgiving, angled downward in a steep decline to force any erection into painful submission.

It was about two inches long, with a series of small ventilation holes along the sides and a solid tip that would seal him in completely. Jennifer held it up to his thigh first, letting the cold metal rest there so he could feel its weight and shape through the blindfold's darkness.

'This is your new home, Alex. Tight steel cage for that cock—no more freedom, no more touching. It'll steep your erections into submission, make you beg for release.'

She squeezed a generous dollop of lube onto her glove, the squelch audible, and slathered it along his shaft, her strokes deliberate and slow. Starting at the base, she coated every inch, thumb circling the head to make it glisten, even as it twitched under her touch.

'Gotta make sure it slides in nice and easy,' she teased, her voice laced with mockery. 'Wouldn't want to hurt my new toy on the first lock-up.' The lube was cool at first, warming quickly from friction, and she worked it in with firm pulls, edging him back toward hardness despite his recent climax.

He moaned, hips bucking involuntarily, the base ring digging in just enough to warn him.

Positioning the cage's open end at his cockhead, she aligned it carefully with the ring's posts—two small prongs that would pin the cage in place.

'Breathe deep, slut,' she commanded, and as he inhaled shakily, she pushed forward. The steel tube engulfed his tip first, the lube allowing it to glide over the sensitive glans with a slick drag.

Inch by inch, she fed his shaft inside, the interior smooth but restrictive, curving steeply downward so his cock bent unnaturally toward his balls. He felt the compression immediately—the walls hugging tight, barely an eighth of an inch of give, forcing his length to conform to the steep angle.

As she reached the base, she twisted slightly to lock the prongs into the ring, the mechanism clicking into place with finality.

But it wasn't done. Jennifer attached a tiny padlock through the cage's base, threading it through aligned holes in the ring and tube. The key turned with a soft snick, sealing him in.

She tugged experimentally, the steel rattling against his skin, confirming the hold—immovable, the steep curve ensuring any arousal would strain painfully against the unyielding metal. 'There,' she said, satisfaction evident in her tone. 'Locked up tight. Feel that, Alex? Your cock's caged now, all mine to key or deny.' Her gloved hand cupped the device, giving it a gentle shake that made the steel clink and his balls shift uncomfortably, the vibrations from the plug traveling through the cage and heightening the teasing.

He squirmed on the bed, the blindfold trapping him in sensory overload—the pinch of clamps, the buzz in his ass, the cold bite of steel encasing his groin.

'Please,' he whispered, unsure what he was begging for, but Jennifer only leaned in, her lips brushing his ear. 'Please what, good boy? The key's on a chain around my neck now—warm against my skin while you suffer in cold steel. Your virginity's gone, and so is your freedom. Welcome to submission.'

She stepped back, the sound of her boots fading slightly as she admired her work, leaving him to adjust to the new, inescapable reality pressing against his most intimate flesh.

Jennifer's boots echoed softly as she circled the medical bed one final time, her gloved fingers trailing along the edge of the steel frame.

Alex lay there, body still humming from the ordeal, the chastity cage a constant, unyielding pressure around his cock and balls. The steep curve forced his shaft downward, any residual twitch met with a sharp pinch against the tight bars.

The vibrating butt plug thrummed inside his ass, a relentless buzz that kept his prostate stimulated, while the nipple clamps bit into his chest with every shallow breath. Blindfolded darkness amplified it all—the creak of leather as she moved, the faint scent of her cigar smoke lingering in the air.

She stopped at his side, her hand settling on his restrained wrist. 'You've been such a good boy for me, Alex,' she murmured, her voice a velvet command that sent fresh shivers through him. 'Took your first fuck like a champ, even if it was over too quick. And now, locked up tight where you belong.' Her fingers worked the buckle on his right ankle shackle first, the metal clicking open with a release that made his leg flop free.

He flexed his foot instinctively, the sudden freedom strange after the hours of immobility. She moved methodically to the left ankle, unhooking it with the same precise tug, her nails scraping his skin as she did.

Upward she went, freeing his wrists next. The left cuff popped open, and she guided his arm down gently, massaging the red marks left by the leather. 'Feel that? Your body's marked by me already—reminders of who owns you now.'

The right wrist followed, and as both arms fell to his sides, he rubbed at the soreness, the cage shifting uncomfortably between his legs with the movement. The plug's vibrations intensified the sensation, making his caged cock strain futilely against the steel, a dull ache building in his balls.

Jennifer's hands moved to his chest, her thumbs brushing the clamps before she gripped one. 'These have had you squirming enough.' She twisted the right clamp slightly, drawing a gasp from him as blood rushed back, the nipple hardening into a throbbing peak.

Then she removed it fully, the sudden absence of pressure flooding him with relief laced with sting. The left followed, her touch lingering to pinch the freed bud between her fingers, rolling it until he arched off the bed. 'Sensitive now, aren't they? Every brush of fabric downstairs will remind you of this.'

She reached behind his head, untying the blindfold with slow pulls, the fabric whispering as it slipped away. Light flooded his vision, blurry at first, and he blinked up at her—Jennifer towering over him, her leather top stretched taut over her full breasts, the chain with the cage key nestled between them like a trophy.

Her eyes locked on his, dark with satisfaction, lips curved in a knowing smirk. 'Look at you, all flushed and spent. But playtime's over for now.'

Finally, she turned her attention lower. Kneeling slightly, she grasped the base of the butt plug, her glove slick with residual lube. 'This has been working you over good, hasn't it? Keeping that caged dick of yours desperate.'

She deflated it with a few pumps of the release valve, the toy shrinking inside him before she eased it out inch by inch. The thick bulb stretched his hole as it withdrew, a wet pop echoing when it finally slipped free, leaving his ass clenching around emptiness.

Cool air kissed the sensitive ring, and he felt a trickle of lube escape, soaking into the sheet beneath him. Jennifer held the plug up, glistening, before setting it aside with a casual toss.

Alex sat up slowly, legs shaky as he swung them over the bed's edge. The cage dangled heavily between his thighs, the steel ring tugging at his balls with every shift, a constant reminder of his new submission.

His cock tried to swell inside the steep confines, bending painfully downward, the tip pressing against the solid end cap. He winced, hands hovering but not daring to touch.

Jennifer stepped back, crossing her arms under her breasts, pushing them up enticingly. 'Get dressed, boy. Your clothes are right there on the chair. Go downstairs and enjoy the rest of the party like nothing happened. Mingle with those girls who scare you so much. But remember—every step, that cage will grind against you, whispering my name. And if you're good, maybe I'll unlock you in a few weeks... or maybe not.' She winked, turning toward the door but pausing to blow him a kiss, her lips pursing around an imaginary cigar.

He nodded, voice barely above a whisper. 'Yes, Jennifer.' His hands trembled as he gathered his clothes—jeans, shirt, boxers—from the chair. First, the boxers: pulling them up was awkward, the fabric snagging on the cage's bars, forcing him to adjust carefully.

The steep angle made his confined cock poke downward, the metal outline faintly visible through the thin cotton. He winced as the waistband settled, trapping the device snugly against his body.

Pants next—zipping them over the bulge was a challenge, the steel pressing into his thigh, sending jolts of frustrated arousal through him. His shirt went on easily, but even that brushed his sore nipples, reigniting the clamps' memory.

Fully dressed, he glanced at the mirror across the room—face flushed, hair mussed, but otherwise unremarkable. The cage's weight pulled at him as he walked to the door, each step making the ring shift around his balls, the curved tube rubbing his shaft raw.

He slipped into the hallway, the party's muffled bass thumping from below, and descended the stairs, heart pounding not just from nerves but from the secret locked away in his pants.

Downstairs, the house pulsed with energy—bodies dancing, laughter cutting through the music, red solo cups everywhere.

Alex wove through the crowd, the cage a hidden tease with every stride, his balls aching from the compression. He grabbed a bottle of water from the kitchen to steady himself, sipping it while scanning the room, trying to act normal.

Then, she appeared—Natalie, his crush for years, cutting through the throng like a vision. Blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, framing a face that always made his stomach flip.

And those big breasts, straining against a tight crop top that left her toned midriff bare, the soft swell drawing his eyes before he could stop himself. She spotted him, her full lips breaking into a warm smile, blue eyes lighting up as she sauntered over, hips swaying in low-rise jeans that hugged her curves.

'Hi, Alex,' she said, her voice smooth and inviting, close enough that he caught the faint floral scent of her perfume. She tilted her head, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. 'I was hoping to bump into you tonight. It's been forever since we really talked.'

Her gaze held his playful curiosity sparkling there, oblivious to the steel prison throbbing against his cock, making his cheeks heat all over again.

His night was far from over…


Chapter Three

Natalie's smile widened as she closed the distance between them, her fingers brushing lightly against Alex's arm. The touch was electric, sending a jolt straight to his groin where the steel chastity cage clamped down mercilessly. '

You look like you've been hiding up there all night,' she teased, her voice dropping to a husky whisper that cut through the party's din. Her hand lingered, sliding up his bicep with deliberate slowness, nails grazing his skin through the thin shirt fabric.

She stepped closer, her big breasts nearly brushing his chest, the crop top straining to contain their soft, heavy swell as she tilted her head, eyes locking onto his with unmistakable intent.

Alex's heart hammered, his caged cock surging to life despite the prison. It swelled hard against the steep curve of the device, the shaft bending painfully downward, the tip jammed against the unyielding end cap.

The ring around his balls tightened with the strain, a sharp ache radiating through his sack as blood rushed in futilely. He shifted his weight, trying to ease the pressure, but every movement only ground the bars into his sensitive skin, a constant throb of denied need pulsing from his core.

The remnants of Jennifer's control made this flirtation worse—his body screaming for release he couldn't have.

'You know, I've always thought you were cute,' Natalie continued, her thumb now circling his arm in lazy patterns, her body heat radiating against him.

She bit her lower lip, full and pink, leaning in so her breath warmed his ear. 'But tonight? You seem... different. More intriguing.' Her free hand joined the first, both now resting on his shoulders, pulling him subtly toward her as the music throbbed around them.

The crowd blurred into the background, her floral scent enveloping him, her curves so close he could feel the give of her breasts against his torso.

Before he could stammer a response, she closed the gap fully, her lips pressing to his in a soft, exploratory kiss. Alex froze for a split second, then melted into it, his mouth opening as her tongue slipped past his teeth, tasting sweet from whatever drink she'd had.

She kissed him deeper, one hand sliding to the back of his neck to hold him there, her big tits squishing firmly against his chest, nipples hardening into points that poked through her top.

He kissed back hungrily, tongue tangling with hers, but inside, his mind reeled—he couldn't believe this was happening. Natalie, his sexy blonde crush with those massive, perfect breasts he'd fantasized about for years, was making out with him right here in the middle of the party.

And just hours ago, he'd lost his virginity upstairs to Stephen's mom, her tight pussy milking him through that thick condom until he exploded too soon, only to have her lock his cock away in this cruel steel cage.

The irony burned as hot as his arousal; he was rock-hard, desperate to grind against her, to feel her hand on his bulge, but the device bit back, forcing his erection into a twisted, agonizing knot.

Precum leaked from his slit, smearing inside the tube, making the confinement slick and slippery, heightening the frustration. His balls drew up tight, aching for touch, but all he could do was kiss her harder, hands tentatively settling on her waist, fingers digging into the bare skin of her midriff.

Natalie moaned softly into his mouth, her body pressing flush against his, oblivious to the metal barrier thwarting his full response.

She broke the kiss briefly, lips hovering inches from his, eyes half-lidded with desire. 'God, Alex, I've wanted to do that for so long,' she breathed, before diving back in, her tongue exploring deeper, her breasts heaving with each breath as she ground her hips subtly against his thigh.

He gripped her tighter, lost in the whirlwind—submission to Jennifer's dominance clashing with this unexpected passion from the girl of his dreams, his caged cock throbbing in silent protest, begging for freedom he knew only one woman could grant.

The party's energy began to wane as the thumping bass faded, replaced by the murmur of voices and the clink of empty cups.

Lights flickered on brighter, casting long shadows across the living room where bodies still swayed lazily. Natalie pulled back from the kiss, her lips swollen and glistening, a flush coloring her cheeks.

She held Alex's gaze, her blue eyes sparkling with promise, her heavy breasts rising and falling with quick breaths that strained her top. 'I hope to see you soon,' she murmured, her voice low and intimate, fingers trailing down his arm one last time before she turned, hips swaying as she melted into the dispersing crowd, leaving him breathless and reeling.

Alex stood frozen, the ghost of her touch burning on his skin, his caged cock still throbbing insistently against the steel confines.

The device squeezed his shaft into a rigid curve, the head mashed flat against the barrier, every pulse of arousal sending fresh spikes of discomfort through his groin. Precum oozed steadily now, coating the inner bars in a sticky film that only amplified the slick friction with each involuntary twitch.

A firm pat on his back jolted him from his daze. Stephen grinned, clapping him harder. 'Dude, I thought you went home! You vanished for like, hours. Where'd you disappear to?' His friend's eyes scanned Alex's face, oblivious to the turmoil churning inside him—the fresh memory of Jennifer's commanding presence, the way her pussy had clenched around his sheathed cock before locking him away, now clashing with Natalie's unexpected heat.

Alex's mouth opened, then closed, words tangling in his throat. Heat flooded his face as he shifted, the cage grinding against his balls, a dull ache spreading up his abdomen. 'I... uh, just needed some air,' he finally muttered, forcing a weak smile.

Stephen laughed it off, shrugging as he steered toward the door to see off the last guests. Alex lingered a moment, the weight of the night pressing down, before nodding to himself. 'I guess it's time I did go home.'

The walk back blurred in a haze of streetlights and replayed sensations—Jennifer's boot pressing his thigh, her gloved fingers probing his ass before sliding in the vibrating plug, the denied edges that built until he spilled into that latex barrier.

His hands gripped the wheel tighter, the chastity cage a constant reminder, his erection straining futilely, balls heavy and tender from the prolonged tease.

Home was quiet, the door clicking shut behind him like a seal on his secrets. He stripped hurriedly in the dim bedroom light, peeling off shirt and pants, then boxers, until only the cold steel remained.

The device hugged his semi-hard cock, the curved tube forcing it downward even now, the ring cinching his sack snugly, pubic hair trimmed short around the base as Jennifer had insisted. Naked, he caught his reflection—skinny frame marked faintly from the restraints, nipples still sensitive and pink from the clamps—and a shiver ran through him.

He slid under the cool sheets, the mattress dipping as he lay back, legs spreading instinctively.

The cage settled against his thigh, a unyielding weight that trapped his growing arousal. He reached down, fingers brushing the metal, feeling the heat radiating from his trapped flesh, the tip weeping more fluid that dribbled onto his skin.

The ache deepened, a deep throb in his shaft and a pull in his balls, every heartbeat echoing the denied need. He was so horny it bordered on pain, hips bucking slightly against nothing, chasing friction he couldn't get.

Mind racing, he couldn't believe the night: losing his virginity to Stephen's mom in that hidden room, her body dominating his, the plug inflating inside him while she edged his cock to the brink, only to sheath him and deny the full rush.

And then Natalie—his crush, all curves and confidence—kissing him like she meant it, her tits pressing into him, tongue invading his mouth, while this fucking cage turned his rock-hard desperation into agony.

What did Jennifer have in store? Her words echoed: obedience, no touching without permission, her control absolute. He groaned, hand hovering over the device, resisting the urge to tug, the strain building until sleep seemed impossible, his body wired for whatever twisted game awaited.

The days blurred into a relentless haze of frustration for Alex, each one stretching longer than the last as the steel chastity cage became an unrelenting tease.

Mornings woke him with a insistent throb, his cock attempting to harden only to slam against the curved bars, the tip grinding painfully into the unyielding metal. He shifted in bed, sheets tangling around his legs, but nothing eased the pressure building in his groin.

Precum leaked constantly now, a slick trail that soaked his underwear during the day, forcing him to change multiple times just to hide the damp spots.

By the second day, his balls ached with a deep, bruising soreness, swollen and tender from the denied releases. They hung heavy in the tight ring, skin stretched taut, turning a faint bluish hue from the constant blood rush trapped without outlet.

Every step sent jolts through them, the cage tugging with each movement, making him wince as he walked to class or grabbed takeout. Sitting at his desk, he crossed his legs instinctively, but that only pressed the device harder against his thighs, amplifying the sensitivity until even the fabric of his jeans chafed like sandpaper.

Nights were worse. Alone in his room, he'd strip down and stare at the reflection in his mirror, watching his shaft strain futilely inside the steep tube, veins bulging against the confines, the head flushed purple and weeping.

He gripped the base, fingers tracing the lock, tempted to hunt for bolt cutters, but Jennifer's voice echoed in his mind—her promise of control, the way she'd pumped that plug until he begged.

Instead, he humped the air desperately, hips thrusting into emptiness, balls slapping against the ring with pathetic slaps that offered no relief. Sleep came fitfully, dreams filled with Natalie's soft lips and Jennifer's commanding grip, waking him sweat-soaked and harder than before, the cycle repeating.

By the fourth day, he was unraveling, snapping at roommates over nothing, avoiding mirrors because the sight of his caged cock—now hypersensitive, every bar imprinting red lines on his skin—drove him to the edge of madness.

His balls throbbed with every heartbeat, so sore that a accidental brush against the sink while washing up made him gasp and double over. Horny didn't cover it; it was a feral need clawing at his insides, his mind replaying the party in vivid loops: Jennifer's pussy gripping him through that thick condom, the vibrations in his ass pushing him to spill without climax, Natalie's tongue sliding into his mouth while he leaked helplessly.

Then, his phone buzzed on the nightstand, the screen lighting up with an unknown number. Heart pounding, he snatched it, thumbing open the message: 'Stephen's crashing at a friend's tonight. House is all mine. Come over if you want—let's see how obedient you've been. -J'

Alex's breath caught, staring at the words until they blurred. She remembered. She was inviting him back, the free house a siren call to whatever waited—her touch, maybe the key to unlock this hell, or deeper into her web.

His caged cock twitched violently, balls clenching in anticipation despite the pain, a fresh spurt of precum dribbling out. He couldn't believe it; after days of agony, this was his shot. Fingers flying, he typed back: 'On my way.'

The walk to Jennifer's house felt eternal, each step including a pulse that radiated from Alex's groin. His cock strained inside the steel cage, the bars digging into the swollen flesh as it tried to swell, the tip oozing a steady stream of precum that soaked through his boxers and dampened his jeans.

His balls throbbed with a life of their own, heavy and aching, swinging with every stride like a beacon drawn inexorably toward her—toward release, or deeper aches. The soreness had built to a fever pitch over the days, the skin hypersensitive, turning every brush of fabric into electric agony that made his knees buckle.

Sweat beaded on his forehead despite the cool night air, his breath coming in shallow gasps as the house came into view, the throb intensifying, pulling him forward like a magnetic force.

He reached the door without a second thought, fist rapping sharply against the wood. Minutes ticked by—agonizing seconds where his mind raced with visions of her hands on him, unlocking the cage, or worse, tightening her grip.

Finally, the door swung open, and there she stood, Jennifer, encased in a gleaming full-body latex outfit that hugged every curve like a second skin. The black material stretched taut over her massive breasts, the deep V-neckline plunging between them to reveal the swell of her cleavage, and lower, it molded to her wide hips and enormous ass, the latex creaking faintly as she shifted.

Her thighs strained against the shiny sheath, leading down to four-inch black boots that elevated her already commanding height, the heels clicking authoritatively on the threshold.

But it was the key—dangling from a thin chain necklace, nestled right between her heaving breasts—that hit him like a punch.

The small metal glint caught the light, taunting him with the promise of freedom from his prison. Alex's caged cock jerked violently, a fresh gush of precum spurting out, trickling down his thigh inside his pants. He stared, transfixed, balls clenching in desperate need.

'Well, look at you,' Jennifer purred, her voice low and bossy, eyes raking over him with sexual hunger. She stepped aside, gesturing him in. 'Come inside, boy. Don't keep me waiting.'

He crossed the threshold on shaky legs, the door clicking shut behind him with finality. The house was dim, the party chaos long faded, leaving only the scent of her perfume and faint cigar smoke lingering in the air.

Jennifer turned to face him, arms crossing under her chest to push her breasts up, the key swaying hypnotically.

'Strip,' she commanded, her tone leaving no room for argument. 'Everything off. Now.'

Alex's hands trembled as he obeyed, peeling off his shirt to reveal his skinny frame, then kicking off his shoes and shoving down his jeans and boxers in one frantic motion. He stood there naked, vulnerable, the chastity cage jutting out obscenely from his groin—the steel tube locked tight around his straining cock, the ring biting into the base of his swollen balls. Precum dripped steadily from the slit, pooling on the floor between his feet.

Jennifer's lips curled into a smirk as she sauntered closer, her boots thudding softly. She reached out without warning, her latex-gloved hand cupping his balls, fingers squeezing the tender orbs firmly.

He whimpered, hips bucking involuntarily as pain and pleasure shot through him—the squeeze sending jolts up his spine, his balls so full and swollen they felt ready to burst after days of denial.

'Oh, these poor things,' she teased, rolling them in her palm, giving another gentle but insistent squeeze that made him gasp and double over slightly. 'Look how full and swollen you've gotten for me. All that cum trapped inside, making you ache like a desperate little slut. You've been such a good boy, haven't you? Holding it all in just for Mommy Jennifer.'

Alex whimpered again, nodding frantically, his cock twitching uselessly against the cage, more precum leaking out in response to her touch.

The soreness amplified everything, her fingers pressing into the bruised flesh, but he craved more, the throb turning to a burning need.

Satisfied with his reaction, Jennifer released him and turned to a nearby drawer, pulling out a set of leather cuffs. She worked methodically, slowly buckling the padded cuffs around his wrists, drawing his hands behind his back and securing them tight enough to restrict movement but not cut circulation.

The leather creaked as she tugged, testing the hold. Next came the ankle shackles—cold metal chains connecting heavy cuffs that hobbled his steps, forcing him to shuffle. He stood there, restrained and exposed, heart pounding as she approached with the final piece: a thick black leather collar, studded and fitted with a D-ring.

She fastened it around his neck, the buckle clicking into place, then clipped the leash to the ring with a sharp snap. The weight of it pulled slightly, a constant reminder of her control. Jennifer wrapped the leather handle around her fist, giving it a light yank that jerked his head forward.

'Come, pet,' she said, her voice dripping with bossy confidence, eyes gleaming with dark promise. 'It's time to play.'

Jennifer tugged the leash with deliberate slowness, guiding Alex's hobbled steps through the dimly lit hallway into her living room. The chain between his ankles clinked softly, forcing him to shuffle behind her like an obedient animal, his caged cock bouncing with each restricted movement, the steel bars scraping against his engorged shaft.

The room was a sanctuary of dominance: a plush armchair dominated the center, flanked by low tables holding crystal glasses and a humidor, the air thick with the promise of smoke and submission.

She released the leash just long enough to settle into the armchair, her latex-clad ass sinking into the cushions as her legs crossed, the four-inch boots gleaming under the soft lamp light.

'Kneel,' she ordered, her voice a sultry command that brooked no delay. Alex dropped to his knees instantly, the hardwood floor biting into his skin, his hands bound behind him thrusting his chest forward. His balls hung heavy and exposed, still throbbing from her earlier squeezes, the skin stretched tight over the pent-up load.

Jennifer leaned forward, her massive breasts straining the latex as she reached into a side drawer, pulling out a pair of silver nipple clamps connected by a thin chain. She pinched his left nipple first, rolling the sensitive bud between her gloved fingers until it hardened, then snapped the clamp on. Alex hissed through his teeth, the sharp bite sending a jolt straight to his groin, his cock surging against the cage in futile protest.

She repeated the process on the right, the metal teeth gripping firmly, the chain dangling like a cruel ornament. As the pain settled into a throbbing ache, she uncrossed her legs and extended her boot, the pointed toe nudging between his thighs.

With a casual flick, she kicked his balls lightly—the impact not brutal, but enough to make them swing and sting, drawing a choked whimper from his lips as fresh precum welled from his tip.

'Good boy,' she murmured, her eyes locked on his face, watching the mix of agony and arousal twist his features. She grabbed the leash again, yanking it downward to pull his head toward her boots. 'Now, worship them. Show me how grateful you are for my attention.'

Alex didn't hesitate, his mouth descending eagerly to the shiny black leather of her right boot. He pressed his lips to the toe, kissing it reverently, then extended his tongue to lick along the arch, tasting the faint polish and the warmth radiating from her foot inside.

His tongue traced the seams, lapping at the heel as he murmured soft, desperate praises between licks—'Thank you, Jennifer... so beautiful... please...'—his voice muffled against the material.

The position arched his back, pulling the nipple clamps taut, every bob of his head tugging the chain and reigniting the burn in his chest.

Satisfied with his devotion, Jennifer reached for the humidor on the side table, selecting a thick cigar with practiced ease. She clipped the end, then struck a match, the flame illuminating her face as she drew the tobacco to life, puffing slowly until a cloud of aromatic smoke curled from her lips.

She exhaled languidly, the haze drifting over Alex as he continued his worship, switching to her left boot now, sucking the tip into his mouth like a supplicant at an altar. With her free hand, she poured a glass of deep red wine from a decanter, taking a slow sip, the liquid staining her lips as she savored both the vintage and the sight of him debasing himself.

'You look so pathetic down there, pet,' she teased, her voice laced with amusement and authority, smoke punctuating her words. 'Licking my boots like a starving dog, your little cage dripping all over my floor. Bet those balls are screaming for relief, aren't they? All that cum building up, nowhere to go.'

She tugged the chain between the nipple clamps sharply, twisting the metal to send fresh spikes of pain through his torso. Alex gasped, his tongue faltering for a second before redoubling his efforts, dragging wet trails up the shaft of her boot, nuzzling the leather with frantic need.

Another light kick landed on his balls, her boot connecting with a soft thud that made them bounce and ache deeper, the soreness from days of denial amplifying the sensation into white-hot frustration.

He moaned against the boot, hips twitching as his cock leaked steadily, the puddle growing beneath him. Jennifer set the wine glass down and retrieved a riding crop from beside the chair—long, flexible, with a flat leather tip.

She let it trail along his exposed ass first, the cool leather teasing his skin, before cracking it down with a sharp snap across one cheek. The sting bloomed instantly, a red welt rising as he yelped, but he didn't stop; if anything, he worshipped harder, kissing and licking with desperate fervor, his body trembling for her approval.

'That's it, keep going,' she encouraged, taking another drag on the cigar, the ember glowing as she flicked ash onto a tray. 'Earn a little mercy tonight. Or maybe I'll just leave you like this—caged, clamped, and begging—while I finish my wine.' The crop whistled again, landing on the other cheek, the pain pushing him closer to the edge of endurance, his mind a haze of submission and unquenched desire.

Jennifer lounged deeper into the armchair, her latex suit creaking softly as she shifted, the cigar clamped between her fingers sending lazy spirals of smoke toward the ceiling.

Alex remained on his knees, tongue working tirelessly over her boots, alternating between the two as he sucked the leather clean, his lips and chin slick with saliva. The nipple clamps bit into his chest with every movement, the chain swaying like a pendulum of teasing, but he pressed on, desperate for any scrap of her praise.

She took a long drag, the cherry glowing bright before she exhaled directly into his face, the thick haze making his eyes water as he licked the heel of her left boot. 'Look at you, so eager to please,' she drawled, her voice smooth and mocking. 'Your cock's straining that cage like it's trying to escape. Bet you'd do anything right now to feel my hand on it, wouldn't you?' She reached down with the riding crop, trailing the tip along his spine before snapping it hard across his ass cheeks.

The leather cracked against his skin, leaving a fresh stripe of fire that made him jolt forward, his mouth grinding against her boot in a muffled cry.

Minutes blurred into a haze of sensation for Alex—his balls aching from the constant low throb, his tongue numb from the repetitive worship, his nipples raw under the clamps' unyielding grip.

Jennifer sipped her wine steadily, the glass tilting to her lips as she watched him debase himself, occasionally yanking the leash to force his face lower or tugging the clamp chain to elicit sharp gasps. 'Deeper, pet. Suck on that toe like it's the only thing keeping you sane.' Her boot swung up again, the toe connecting with his heavy sack in a light but precise kick, the impact rolling through his groin like a shockwave, forcing a dribble of precum to escape the cage's slit and splatter on the floor.

She laughed low, the sound vibrating through the room as she whipped the crop down once more, this time catching the underside of his ass where it met his thighs.

The sting radiated outward, his muscles clenching involuntarily, which only tugged the clamps harder. 'Those balls are turning purple, aren't they? Swollen with all that denied seed. Keep licking, or I'll make them really hurt.' Another pull on the chain, twisting it sideways to grind the teeth into his flesh, and Alex whimpered, redoubling his efforts, his tongue flattening against the boot's surface in broad, sloppy strokes.

Time stretched as she savored her indulgences—the cigar burning down to half its length, the wine glass emptying sip by sip. She alternated her game with casual cruelty: a series of quick crop lashes across his reddening ass, each one landing with a sharp pop that echoed off the walls; a boot nudge to his balls, rolling them under the sole just enough to press without crushing; sharp yanks on the nipple chain that left him panting and leaking.

Verbal barbs punctuated it all—'Pathetic little virgin, locked and leaking for a woman twice your age'—her words sinking into him like hooks, fueling his submission even as his body screamed for mercy.

By the time the cigar's ember flickered out, she stubbed it carefully in the ashtray, her eyes never leaving the sight of Alex's frantic boot worship. The wine followed, the last crimson drop sliding down her throat as she set the empty glass aside with a satisfied clink.

An hour had slipped by in this ritual of control, his knees bruised against the floor, his ass a map of welts, his balls throbbing with unmet need, yet his devotion hadn't wavered.

Jennifer rose from the armchair, the latex whispering over her curves as she towered over him. She coiled the leash around her gloved hand and yanked upward, forcing his head to lift from her boot, strings of saliva connecting his lips to the leather. 'Enough for now, pet. The real fun's just getting started.' His eyes, glazed with arousal and exhaustion, met hers briefly before she tugged him to his feet—or as close as the ankle shackles allowed, his bound wrists keeping his balance precarious.

She led him out of the living room, the leash pulling him along in short, shuffling steps, his caged cock bobbing painfully with each motion.

Up the stairs they went, the wood creaking under her boots, Alex's bare feet padding behind, the nipple clamps jingling softly. At the end of the hallway, she paused before a tall bookshelf lined with leather-bound volumes, her free hand pressing a concealed latch.

The shelf swung inward silently, revealing the hidden door to her playroom beyond—a dimly lit chamber of shadows and secrets, the air cooler and laced with the faint scent of leather and metal.

Jennifer stepped through, dragging him after her into the space where the party's chaos felt a world away. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in her domain of dominance.

Jennifer's grip on the leash tightened as she guided Alex deeper into the playroom, the cool air raising goosebumps on his exposed skin.

The space unfolded around them: walls lined with racks of whips, paddles, and cuffs; a padded bench in one corner; a medical bed with stirrups gleaming under soft red lights; and there, in the center, the imposing St. Andrew's cross—a sturdy wooden X-frame with black leather restraints dangling from its arms and base. She stopped before it, yanking the leash to make him face the structure.

'Up against it, pet,' she commanded, her voice laced with authority. Alex shuffled forward, his heart pounding as he pressed his front to the rough wood, the welts on his ass stinging from a small slao on his ass. She worked quickly, her gloved hands removing the cuffs before fastening the thick cuffs around his wrists first, stretching his arms high and wide until his skinny frame was splayed open. Ankle shackles replaced his current ones, pulling his legs apart at the base, leaving him immobile and vulnerable, his caged cock jutting forward, the metal bars slick with his constant drip of precum.

She stepped back to admire her handiwork, circling him slowly, her latex outfit hugging every curve—her full breasts straining against the tight material, hips swaying with a confident grace. 'Look at you, all tied up like a helpless fucktoy. That tiny cage can't hide how desperate you are. Bet your balls are screaming for release already.' Her words hit him like slaps, but instead of recoiling, Alex's eyes pleaded up at her, his body trembling not just from strain but from a deepening need to earn her nod of approval.

Jennifer reached for the flogger hanging nearby—a nine-tailed beast of soft black leather strips, each tail knotted at the end for extra bite. She tested it with a few practice swings in the air, the tails whistling before she positioned herself behind him.

The first strike landed across his ass cheeks, the tails spreading out to slap multiple welts at once, the impact forcing a grunt from his throat as fire bloomed across his skin. She didn't pause, swinging again, harder, the leather biting into the tender flesh where thigh met buttock.

'Pathetic little boy, thinking you could handle a real woman,' she sneered, her arm arcing for another lash that wrapped around his hip, one tail flicking dangerously close to his caged dick. 'You're nothing but a locked-up slut, leaking for Mommy's attention. Beg for more if you want me to keep going.' Alex's mouth opened, his voice hoarse: 'Please, Jennifer... more. I need it. Please approve of me.' The degradation fueled his submission, his hips twitching involuntarily as if chasing the pain to prove his worth.

She laughed, a cruel edge to it, and delivered a barrage—five quick strokes in succession, each one reddening his ass further, the tails thudding rhythmically against his flesh. Sweat beaded on his forehead, his muscles straining against the restraints, but his pleas grew louder: 'Yes, hurt me... I'm yours. Tell me I'm good.' Jennifer paused only to grab a set of small metal weights from a nearby table, each one clipped with a chain. She knelt before him first, her face inches from his throbbing balls, hanging heavy and swollen below the cage.

'These deserve some extra pull,' she murmured, attaching the first weight to his scrotum—a cold clip that pinched the skin, the weight tugging downward immediately, stretching his sack with a deep ache. Alex gasped, his legs quivering, but he bit his lip and whispered, 'Thank you... for using me.' She added a second weight, the combined pull making his balls elongate, the pressure building into a constant throb that synced with his heartbeat.

Rising, she turned to his chest, where the nipple clamps already gnawed at him. With deliberate slowness, she hooked lighter chains to each clamp, dangling a weight from the center link, the added tension yanking his nipples outward and downward.

'Now you're really decorated, like the worthless toy you are,' she taunted, stepping back behind him. The flogger sang through the air again, striking his ass with renewed force, the tails now amplified by his heightened sensitivity—every lash jolting the weights, sending ripples of pain through his balls and chest.

She whipped methodically, alternating sides, the leather strips leaving overlapping stripes that burned hotter with each pass. 'Cry for me, bitch. Show how much you crave my boot up your ass next. You're not a man; you're my denied plaything, forever caged and begging.'

Alex's body jerked with each impact, the weights swinging like pendulums, pulling screams from his clamped nipples and dragging on his balls until tears pricked his eyes.

Yet through the haze of agony, his voice cracked with desperation: 'I'm your bitch, Jennifer. Whip me harder... please say I'm doing good. I live for your approval.' The more she degraded him—calling him a 'useless cum-denied puppy,' a 'locked loser who'll never fuck without permission'—the more he leaned into it, his whimpers turning to fervent affirmations, his mind fixated on that elusive praise, his submission solidifying with every degrading word and stinging blow.

Alex's body sagged against the St. Andrew's cross, his limbs limp in the restraints, every muscle quivering from the relentless flogging. Red welts crisscrossed his ass like a map of his surrender, each stripe throbbing in time with the pull of the weights dangling from his balls and nipples.

Tears streaked his face, mixing with sweat, as Jennifer's latest barrage of insults echoed in his ears—'worthless locked slut,' 'desperate denial junkie,' 'Mommy's broken toy.' He was utterly shattered, his mind a fog of pain and craving, reduced to soft whimpers, his once-eager pleas now just ragged breaths seeking any scrap of her favor.

The cage around his cock strained painfully, his denied erection pressing uselessly against the steel, leaking steadily onto the floor below.

Jennifer set the flogger aside with a satisfied hum, her leather boots clicking as she approached. She unbuckled the wrist cuffs first, letting his arms drop heavily to his sides, then knelt to release his ankles. He collapsed forward without her support, knees buckling, but she caught him by the collar, yanking him upright with a firm tug on the leash. 'On your feet, pet. We're not done yet.' Her voice was a velvet command, brooking no resistance.

Alex staggered as she led him across the room, the weights swinging with each step, yanking his balls downward and stretching his clamped nipples until he hissed through clenched teeth. The padded bench loomed ahead—a low, angled structure with sturdy posts at each end, leather straps ready to bind.

She positioned him face-down over it, his chest pressing into the cool padding, hips elevated so his welted ass thrust upward, exposed and vulnerable. 'Spread those legs,' she ordered, and he complied weakly, his body obeying on instinct.

Jennifer secured thick cuffs around his wrists, stretching them forward and locking them to the bench's front rings, then did the same to his ankles at the rear, forcing his thighs apart.

His ass cheeks parted slightly from the position, the cool air teasing his hole, and he tensed, bracing for the flogger's return. More whipping—that's what he expected, what he feared and yearned for in equal measure, another round to prove his devotion.

But Jennifer had other plans. She circled to his side, her gloved fingers trailing over the weights on his balls—two heavy orbs already tugging his sack into a long, aching stretch. With a wicked grin, she attached additional chains to the clips, linking them to smaller, sharper weights that doubled the pull. The new load dragged his balls even lower, the skin pulling taut, sending fresh waves of deep, throbbing pain radiating up into his groin. Alex groaned, his hips twitching against the restraints. 'Oh god... it hurts,' he mumbled, the words slipping out unbidden, his broken state making him crave the escalation.

She moved to his chest next, where the nipple clamps bit relentlessly. The existing weights swayed as she hooked on extra attachments—tiny bells that jingled with every shudder, connected by fine chains that amplified the yank.

Each breath now pulled them tighter, the bells chiming mockingly, turning his situation into a symphony of submission. 'There we go, all prettied up like the pain puppy you are,' she purred, stepping back to survey him. His ass remained high, plugged hole clenching around the vibrating toy she'd inserted earlier, the low buzz keeping him on edge.

Satisfied, Jennifer strolled around to face him, her hips swaying in the tight latex pants that clung to her thick thighs and rounded ass.

She leaned down, gripping his chin to force his teary eyes to meet hers. 'You know, it's so nice adding another submissive to my collection. Locked up tight, just like you. This makes you Stephen's fifth friend under my key—though poor Stephen will never know how many of his little buddies I've turned into my personal denied fucktoys.'

Alex's eyes widened in shock, his mind reeling even through the haze of pain. Five? Including him? He couldn't believe it—four other guys, guys he probably knew from parties or hangouts, all caged and controlled by this woman? The thought twisted in his gut, a mix of jealousy, horror, and twisted arousal, making his caged cock throb harder against its prison.

Jennifer laughed at his stunned expression, releasing his chin to pace slowly in front of him, her boots echoing. 'Oh, don't look so surprised, pet. My sex drive is insatiable—wakes me up wet and aching every morning, craving fresh meat to break. And it's not just me; my neighborhood mom friends are the same. Bunch of horny MILFs in our forties, husbands off golfing or whatever, leaving us starving. We've got this little circle, you see—sharing stories over wine about snagging you young studs in your early twenties. Innocent things like you, full of cum and no clue. Taking you in, locking those cocks away, using your asses and mouths to feed our hunger. It's perfect—keeps us satisfied without the mess of real relationships.'

She gestured vaguely, as if discussing book club picks, her words painting vivid pictures in Alex's fractured mind: other women like her, corralling guys his age, strapping on toys, demanding service while their keys dangled like trophies.

He swallowed hard, the weights pulling with every shift, bells tinkling softly. 'F-five others... really? I never... I thought...' His voice trailed off, disbelief warring with the deepening submission, his body betraying him as pre-cum dripped faster from the cage.

'Believe it, slut,' she sneered, her tone sharpening with degradation. 'You're just the latest eager hole for me to claim. And speaking of claims...' Jennifer reached into a drawer beside the bench, pulling out a harness that made Alex's heart stutter—a thick, ten-inch black rubber strap-on dildo, veined and girthy, the kind that promised ruinous stretch.

She stepped into the harness with deliberate slowness, buckling it around her latex-clad hips, the massive cock jutting forward like a weapon. It bobbed heavily as she adjusted the straps, the base pressing against her own clit for her pleasure. 'Look at this beast. Ten inches of ownership, pet. I'm claiming your anal virginity right now—stretching that tight virgin ass until you're gaping and begging for my strap every day. No more untouched holes; you're mine to fuck whenever I want, caged cock leaking while I pound you senseless.'

Alex's breath hitched, panic and excitement flooding him as she degraded him further. 'Pathetic little anal slut, aren't you? Bet you've jerked off dreaming of a real woman ruining you back here. But dreams don't lock you up or whip you raw— I do. And after this, you'll crawl back for more, won't you? My broken, keyless boy.' Her words hammered home his helplessness, his ass clenching in anticipation, the plug's vibrations suddenly feeling inadequate.

She sauntered behind him, the strap-on's weight making her steps purposeful. Alex heard the click of a bottle cap, then the squelch of lube as she poured a generous stream over the rubber length, coating it from tip to base until it glistened.

Another pour directly onto his exposed hole, the cool liquid trickling down his crack, making him shiver. Jennifer's gloved hand followed, smearing the lube around his rim, one finger circling teasingly before pushing in, stretching him incrementally. 'Relax, fucktoy. This ass is about to learn what real filling feels like.' The promise hung heavy, his body tensing on the bench, weights pulling taut, as she prepared to mount him completely.

It’s time for Alex to lose his anal virginity.


Chapter Four

Jennifer's gloved finger pressed against Alex's lubed hole, the cool slickness contrasting the heat radiating from his welted skin.

She twisted it slowly, pushing past the tight ring of muscle alongside the vibrating plug, stretching him open inch by inch. The intrusion burned at first, a sharp fullness that made his body clench instinctively, but she held firm, her other hand coming down hard on his ass cheek with a resounding slap.

The impact jolted him forward against the bench's restraints, the weights on his balls swinging wildly and yanking downward, while the nipple bells chimed in protest.

'That's it, slut,' she hissed, her voice dripping with mockery as she worked her finger deeper, crooking it to rub against his inner walls. 'Feel Mommy's finger claiming this greedy ass. You're so tight back here—like you've been saving it just for me.'

Another slap landed on the opposite cheek, harder this time, leaving a fresh red handprint over the fading welts from the flogger.

Alex gasped, his caged cock twitching uselessly, pre-cum oozing in a steady drip as the dual sensations built an unbearable pressure in his groin. She pumped her finger in and out with deliberate slowness, each thrust timed to tease the sensitive spot inside him, making his hips buck involuntarily.

'What would your friends say if they could see you now, huh?' Jennifer leaned over him, her breath hot against his ear as she added a second finger, scissoring them to widen him further.

Slap—her palm cracked against his thigh, the sting radiating deep. 'Little Alex, bent over like a desperate whore, ass up and plugged with my fingers, balls weighted like a proper denied bitch. Stephen would laugh his ass off.' She laughed low, twisting her fingers to hit that prostate again, edging him mercilessly.

His body trembled, the cage confining his swelling shaft, every nerve alight with denied release. She pulled back just enough to keep him hovering on the brink, her free hand now gripping his hip to hold him steady, slapping his ass rhythmically—left, right, left—as she degraded him. 'Pathetic slut, leaking for a finger-fuck while your cock stays locked. Beg for it, tell me how much you love being my broken toy.'

Alex whimpered, words tumbling out in a haze. 'Please... more... I'm your slut, Jennifer... hurts so good...' The edging was expert, her movements precise, building him toward explosion only to withdraw, leaving him panting and frantic, his hole clenching around her invading fingers.

She slapped his ass one final time, the sound echoing in the playroom, before sliding her fingers free with a wet pop. The emptiness ached, his body craving the fill despite the fear.

She straightened, the strap-on's lubed length brushing his inner thigh as she positioned herself behind him. The thick head nudged his rim, pressing insistently. 'Time to really open you up, good slut.' Jennifer grabbed a fistful of his hair, yanking his head back to arch his spine, exposing his neck as she slapped his ass again—sharp, commanding.

Slowly, she thrust forward, the girthy rubber cock breaching him, stretching his virgin ass around its unyielding width. Inch by inch, it sank in, the burn intense as it pushed past where her fingers got, filling him completely.

'Take it like the good slut you are,' she growled, pulling his hair tighter with each shallow pump, her other hand delivering slaps to his ass cheeks that made them jiggle around the invading shaft.

Alex moaned loudly, the pressure overwhelming, his body splitting open under the slow invasion. She rode him with controlled ease at first, hips rolling to push the strap-on deeper, the base grinding against her clit as she claimed him.

'That's my bitch—feel every inch owning you.' Deeper it went, until her pelvis met his ass, the full ten inches buried, his walls gripping the veined length. She picked up the pace gradually, withdrawing halfway before slamming back in, the slaps on his ass punctuating each thrust—crack, crack—leaving his skin fiery and raw.

His moans turned to groans, deep and guttural, the weights tugging with every jolt, his caged cock throbbing in agony as she edged him through the anal pounding.

But his noises grew too loud, too uncontrolled. Jennifer released his hair with a shove, reaching for the red ball gag on a nearby table.

She forced it between his teeth mid-groan, buckling it tight behind his head. 'Shut up and take it, you noisy whore.' Drool already seeped from the corners of his mouth as she gripped his hips with both hands, riding his ass aggressively now.

The strap-on pistoned in and out, fast and brutal, her thighs slapping against his as she dominated him completely. 'My bitch—locked and fucked like the cum-dump you were born to be.'

Slap after slap rained on his ass, alternating cheeks, the impacts syncing with her thrusts, driving the rubber cock deeper, harder. She leaned forward, her latex-clad breasts pressing into his back, whispering degradations. 'Scream into that gag, slut. This ass is mine now—gonna pound it raw every time you crawl back.'

Alex's body shook, muffled cries vibrating the gag, utterly broken under her relentless assault, the edging pushing him to the edge of sanity as she used him without mercy.

But he wouldn’t have it any way; he was addicted to her dominance and only craved more.

Jennifer's hips snapped forward with ruthless precision, the strap-on plunging deep into Alex's ass, stretching his hole wide around the thick rubber shaft.

She gripped his hips hard, nails digging into his skin as she pulled him back onto each thrust, forcing him to meet her pace. The ball gag muffled his desperate groans, saliva dripping down his chin onto the bench below, but she didn't care—his submission fueled her, her latex outfit creaking with every powerful drive.

'That's right, my little fuck-toy,' she snarled, her voice thick with dominance as she slapped his ass cheek hard, the crack echoing off the playroom walls. The skin there burned red, already tender from earlier strikes, but she hit it again, harder, making his body jolt and clench around the invading cock.

She leaned over him, her breasts pressing against his sweat-slicked back through the tight latex, one hand snaking up to yank the ball gag's strap tighter, ensuring he couldn't escape the silence she demanded.

'This ass is mine now, slut. Every inch of it—gonna fuck it whenever I want, fill it up when I'm done.' Her thrusts grew more demanding, the full length burying itself balls-deep before she withdrew almost completely, only to slam back in, the base of the strap-on grinding against her own clit with each motion.

Alex's caged cock bobbed uselessly beneath him, pre-cum pooling on the floor as the prostate pounding edged him relentlessly, his balls aching from the weights that swung like pendulums with every impact.

Pulling his hair back sharply, she forced his head up, exposing his neck as she rode him like a possession. 'Look at you, taking Mommy's cock so deep—bet you've dreamed of this, haven't you? Bent over, gagged, and owned.' Another series of slaps rained down on his ass—left, right, left—each one timed to the rhythm of her hips, making his cheeks bounce and redden further.

She claimed him with every word, every thrust, her free hand reaching under to tug at the weights on his balls, yanking them downward to heighten the teasing. 'You're my bitch, Alex. Locked cock and now this hole stretched for me. No one else gets it—it's Jennifer's property.'

The pace intensified, her thighs slapping against his as she fucked him without mercy, the strap-on pistoning in and out, slick with lube and his own reluctant arousal.

She degraded him further, whispering hot against his ear between grunts of her own building pleasure. 'Pathetic virgin boy, reduced to a whimpering hole. What would Stephen think, seeing his friend turned into my personal ass-slut? He'd probably beg to watch.' She laughed darkly, twisting her hips to grind deeper, hitting that spot inside him that made his muffled cries peak, his body trembling on the edge of overload. But she controlled it all, slowing just enough to deny him release, then ramping up again, slapping his ass raw as she asserted total ownership.

Finally, as her own climax built from the friction, she straightened, both hands clamping onto his hips like vices. 'Cum for me without touching that locked dick, bitch—show me how owned you are.' Her thrusts turned frantic, aggressive, the strap-on claiming his ass completely as she rode through her orgasm, waves of pleasure making her slap his cheeks one last time—hard enough to leave lasting marks.

Alex shattered around her, his body convulsing in dry spasms, utterly dominated, his ass forever hers in that moment of total surrender.

Jennifer's rhythm faltered as her own release crashed over her, the strap-on's base rubbing her clit raw with every brutal thrust into Alex's clenching ass.

She threw her head back, a guttural scream ripping from her throat—raw, uninhibited—as waves of ecstasy tore through her body. 'Fuck, yes! Take it all, you worthless hole!' Her hips bucked wildly, slamming the thick shaft deeper, her muscles tensing as orgasm after orgasm ripped her apart, her screams echoing off the playroom walls like a conqueror's cry.

Sweat poured down her latex-clad form, her nails raking bloody trails across Alex's hips as she rode out the peaks, her pussy throbbing untouched but drenched from the dominance alone.

Finally spent, she collapsed forward, her full weight pinning him to the bench, her heaving breasts squishing against his slick back through the slick material.

Hot breaths panted into his ear, ragged and satisfied, as she nuzzled there, lips brushing his lobe. 'Mine... all mine,' she murmured, voice husky from the exertion, her strap-on still buried deep inside him, twitching with aftershocks. Alex lay there, spent and trembling, his body a map of her conquest—red welts on his ass, weights dangling heavy on his balls and nipples, the cage around his cock a cruel reminder of his denied status.

The quiet aftermath shattered with the sharp click of heels on the hardwood floor outside, approaching steadily, purposefully.

Alex's heart hammered, muffled whimpers escaping around the ball gag as the sounds grew closer. The bookshelf creaked open with a familiar groan, and footsteps entered the room—heavy, authoritative, but he couldn't twist to see, strapped face-down, ass up, utterly exposed and vulnerable.

A posh woman's voice sliced through the air, refined yet laced with wicked amusement. 'You finally got him locked up. I've been hoping to see Alex added to your collection.'

The words hung there, elegant vowels dripping with possession. Alex's mind raced—he knew that voice, intimate and teasing from somewhere buried in his memories, but the fog of submission wouldn't let him place it.

Panic mixed with his exhaustion, his body tensing around the strap-on still lodged in him.

Then, she stepped into view, circling the bench with grace. Tall, blonde, in her forties, poured into a tight black latex dominatrix suit that hugged every curve—high-heeled boots clicking, gloves sheathing her arms up to the elbows.

Her sharp features twisted into a knowing smile as she locked eyes with him, and realization slammed into Alex like a whipcrack. Marian—Natalie's mom, the elegant widow from down the street, his secret fantasies of her sophistication now twisted into this latex-wrapped nightmare of dominance.

His crushes mom was a dominatrix who was part of this groupo of women who liked to take control of the young men in the neighbourhood..

Marian sauntered closer, her latex suit creaking softly with each step, the glossy black material clinging to her toned thighs and full hips like a second skin.

She loomed over Alex's restrained form, her sharp green eyes gleaming with cruel delight as she reached down, her gloved hand cracking across his cheek in a sharp slap.

The impact stung like fire, forcing a muffled moan from deep in his throat, the ball gag distorting it into a pathetic whimper that vibrated against the rubber sphere.

His face burned, tears pricking at the corners of his eyes, but his body betrayed him—his caged cock twitching futilely in its steel prison, the weights on his balls swaying with the jolt.

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that sent shivers down his spine, and leaned in closer. Pucker formed on her red lips, and she hawked a thick glob of spit right into his flushed face, watching it slide down his cheek toward the gag.

'Look at you, all trussed up and drooling like the little bitch you are,' she purred, her posh accent turning the words into velvet-wrapped barbs.

'My Natalie has had this massive crush on you for years, you know. Thinks you're some sweet, innocent boy she'd love to fuck. But oh, darling, I knew better. I could spot a sniveling submissive like you from a mile away. You're not good enough for her—far too weak, too eager to bend over and take it.'

Alex's mind reeled, the revelation hitting harder than the slap. Natalie—his crush, the bubbly blonde who'd kissed him at the party—her mother here, exposing him like this?

Humiliation flooded him, hot and choking, as Marian's hand dipped beside the bench, fingers wrapping around the heavy weights dangling from his balls. She squeezed firmly, the pressure building to a throbbing ache that made his hips buck involuntarily against the padded surface.

'And these,' she continued, her voice dripping with mockery as she tugged lightly, eliciting another strangled groan from him, 'the smallest balls I've ever seen on a boy your age. Pathetic. No point in letting a tiny cock like yours run free—it'd just disappoint everyone. Better locked up tight, out of sight, where it belongs.'

Jennifer, still draped over his back, her strap-on buried deep and her breasts heaving against him, let out a rich, amused laugh that rumbled through her chest. She shifted slightly, nipping at his earlobe before murmuring loud enough for Marian to hear, 'I always love how well you degrade the submissives, Marian. You have a gift for breaking them down just right.'

"I am not here just to degrade him”, she teased as she lifted a strapon harness out of the drawer and began to slide it up her legs..


Chapter Five

Marian stepped into the dim light of the playroom, her lithe body poured into a sleek red latex catsuit that hugged her ample curves, the zipper pulled low enough to tease the swell of her breasts. She adjusted the harness at her hips, securing the thick ten-inch black strap-on with a firm tug, the veined silicone shaft bobbing menacingly as she tested its fit.

Her blue eyes locked onto Alex's exposed form strapped to the padded bench, his ass still glistening from Jennifer's earlier assault, his body trembling in the restraints.

A wicked smile curled her lips—her long-time crush on him twisting into something darker now that she saw him like this, broken and ready.

She sauntered over, heels clicking sharply against the floor, and reached down to yank the ball gag from his mouth with a rough pull. Saliva trailed from his lips as he gasped for air, his jaw aching from the strain. Before he could utter a word, Marian gripped the base of the strap-on and swung it forward, the heavy length slapping across his left cheek with a meaty thwack, then the right, leaving red welts on his flushed skin. 'Pathetic little worm,' she sneered, her voice laced with contempt that cut deeper than the slaps. 'All those times I saw you, knowing you were a natural submissive, and now look— you're just a hole for us to fuck. No real man here, just a sniveling ass-slut who gets hard from getting used.'

Alex's face burned with shame, his mouth opening in protest only to be silenced as she thrust the strap-on forward, shoving the bulbous head past his lips and into his throat.

He gagged instantly, eyes watering as she grabbed fistfuls of his hair and yanked his head back, riding his face with brutal pumps. The silicone plunged deep, stretching his jaw wide, her hips grinding forward to bury it to the hilt while she laughed at his choking sputters.

'Suck it like you mean it, bitch. Choke on what you'll never give me— a real fuck. Your tiny dick's worthless anyway.'

She pulled the strapon out of his mouth before asking him does he consent to this.

Alex’s eyes pleaded yes as he begged for more.

“I consent, I consent!”, he begged wishing for more as if it was a drug that kept him alive.

She smirked before sliding the strapon deep into his throat.

Behind him, Jennifer pushed herself up from where she'd collapsed, her breath steadying as she wiped sweat from her brow. She smirked at the sight, her own strap-on still slick and half-buried in Alex's ass.

With renewed vigor, she gripped his hips and slammed forward, burying the full length into his clenching hole again. Her palm cracked against his ass cheek, the slap echoing loudly, leaving a bright red handprint that made him jolt forward onto Marian's invading shaft. 'That's right, my dirty slut,' Jennifer growled, punctuating each word with a hard thrust and another stinging slap to his other cheek.

'Take it in both ends like the fucktoy you are. Your ass is mine to wreck, and that pathetic caged nub between your legs? Useless. Leaking pre-cum like a faucet but can't even shoot.' She spanked him harder, the impacts turning his skin a deep crimson, his body rocking between the two women as they synchronized their rhythms.

Marian pulled back just enough to let him gasp, strings of spit connecting his lips to the glistening strap-on, before shoving in again, her thighs flexing as she face-fucked him relentlessly.

'God, I was right about you,' she taunted, glancing at Marian who watched with approving nods from the side. 'Too weak to handle a girl like me. But perfect for this—our little secret pet.' Jennifer laughed breathlessly between thrusts, her nails digging into his reddened ass as she pounded deeper, the bench creaking under the force.

'Exactly, Marian. Keep that cage on him for months longer—no release for a shrimp-dick like his. We'll train him proper, make him beg for our straps instead.'

The women shared a conspiratorial grin over Alex's muffled cries, their agreement sealing his fate as they continued their dual assault, his body a vessel for their pleasure, every slap and thrust reinforcing his utter submission.

The relentless rhythm of their assault stretched on for a full hour, the playroom filled with the wet slaps of silicone against flesh, Alex's muffled whimpers, and the women's escalating moans.

Marian's thighs burned from the effort of grinding her strap-on down his throat, each thrust forcing his gag reflex to trigger as she chased her peak, her free hand twisting his hair to hold him steady.

'Fuck, yes—take it deeper, you worthless hole,' she hissed, her body tensing as waves of pleasure built from the harness pressing against her clit with every brutal pump. Jennifer matched her pace from behind, her hips snapping forward to bury the strap-on balls-deep in his ass, the friction against her own sensitive spots driving her wild.

She raked her nails down his back, leaving red trails, and spanked his cheeks raw, the impacts syncing with her thrusts. 'Beg for it in your mind, slut—beg to be our cum-dump,' she taunted, her breath ragged as she felt the coil tighten in her core.

Sweat slicked their bodies, the air thick with the scent of latex and arousal. Marian's first orgasm hit like a storm, her cry sharp and piercing as she shoved the strap-on flush against his face, grinding hard while her pussy clenched around nothing, juices soaking the harness. She rode out the spasms, pulling back only to slap the spit-slick shaft across his cheeks again, smearing his tears and drool.

Jennifer followed seconds later, slamming into his ass with a final, punishing thrust, her orgasmic scream echoing off the walls as ecstasy ripped through her, her inner walls pulsing against the base of the dildo.

She collapsed forward briefly, biting his shoulder hard enough to draw a yelp, before straightening to deliver one last spank that made his caged cock twitch futilely.

Panting and satisfied for the moment, the women unstrapped their harnesses and worked together to release Alex from the bench.

Jennifer patted his head as she asked him does he still consent to their BDSM session?

“Yes, please never stop. I consent to everything”, he pleaded for them to continue.

Jennifer smirked as she replied, “They always want more. True submissives beg for more every time”.

His limbs trembled as the cuffs clicked open, his body limp and marked—red welts on his ass, bruises on his thighs, and a throat raw from abuse. Marian and Jennifer hauled him up by the arms, dragging his stumbling form across the room to the four-poster bed in the corner, its dark wooden frame sturdy and inviting for their games.

Marian stepped forward then, her latex suit creaking as she helped secure him, her tall frame looming with authority. They forced him onto the mattress face-up, stretching his arms wide to the corner posts and binding his wrists with thick leather straps, then spreading his legs apart to shackle his ankles similarly. He lay exposed, chest heaving, the steel chastity cage glinting under the low lights, his balls swollen and heavy from denial.

Marian straddled his chest first, her weight pinning him as she produced a ten-inch dildo gag from a nearby drawer—a thick, black silicone monster with a harness base.

She yanked his jaw open roughly, admiring his hoarse cries of consent to use him more and more, and buckled the straps tight around his head, the short stem filling his mouth while the long dildo jutted upward like a perverse offering, veined and rigid. 'Open wide for Mommy's toy,' she mocked, her voice dripping with disdain as she adjusted it to point straight at the ceiling.

Saliva already dribbled from the corners of his stretched lips. She reached for a black silk blindfold next, tying it snug over his eyes, plunging him into darkness that amplified every sensation—the creak of the bed, the women's whispers, the ache in his jaw.

Jennifer, meanwhile, knelt between his bound legs, her fingers tracing the cage teasingly before attaching a matching ten-inch dildo to a harness clipped just above it, the base secured to his pelvis so it stood erect like an extension of his denied manhood.

'Look at that—your little prison gets a fake cock to play with,' she chuckled, lubing the shaft generously with a quick squirt from a bottle. The silicone gleamed, ready for use.

Marian shifted up, positioning her dripping pussy over the upward-thrusting dildo from his gag, her latex suit unzipped at the crotch to expose her shaved folds.

She lowered herself slowly at first, savoring the stretch as the head parted her lips, then sank down with a guttural moan, taking every inch until her ass rested on his chest.

'Fuck, that's it—feed me your fake dick, boy,' she groaned, starting to rock her hips, grinding in circles that forced the gag deeper into his mouth with each bounce. Her hands braced on the headboard, she picked up speed, riding him like a mechanical bull, her breaths turning to gasps as pleasure built.

Jennifer mounted the dildo above his cage next, swinging a leg over to straddle his hips, her own entrance hovering before she impaled herself with a sharp inhale.

The length filled her completely, the angle perfect for hitting her spots as she began to bounce, her ass slapping against his thighs. 'Ride this useless boy's stand-in,' she urged herself, syncing her movements with Marian's, the bed frame groaning under the dual assault. Blindfolded and gagged, Alex could only feel the weight of their bodies, the mattress dipping, the wet sounds of their pussies sliding up and down the shafts.

His real cock strained against its confines, leaking pre-cum that pooled uselessly beneath him, every jolt from their riding sending frustrated throbs through his core.

The women lost themselves in the rhythm, their moans escalating into screams as orgasms crashed over them one after another.

Marian came first again, her walls clamping around the dildo as she ground down hard, a high-pitched wail tearing from her throat while she flooded the shaft with her release, her nails digging into the wood above. She didn't stop, chasing a second peak almost immediately, her pace frantic, forcing Alex's head to bob with the pressure on the gag.

Jennifer's climaxes followed in waves—her first making her arch back with a guttural cry, pussy squirting slightly onto his caged groin; the second had her leaning forward to claw at his chest, leaving scratches as she shuddered through it. 'Yes—fuck yes, use him like furniture!' she yelled, her third orgasm ripping a scream that matched Marian's, their voices blending in a symphony of dominance.

They rode through four, five peaks each, the room echoing with their ecstatic shouts, bodies glistening with sweat, until exhaustion finally slowed them.

Alex lay there, overwhelmed, his world reduced to the blind darkness, the taste of rubber in his mouth, and the endless denial of his own untouched arousal, their pleasure his only purpose.

Exhaustion finally claimed them after the barrage of screaming orgasms, Marian's thighs quivering as she lifted off the dildo gag with a wet pop, her pussy lips slick and swollen from the relentless friction.

She slid down his chest, the mattress shifting under her weight, and swung her leg over to dismount, her breaths coming in heavy pants.

Jennifer followed suit, grinding out one last shuddering aftershock on the dildo above his cage before rising, her inner thighs glistening with her own cum as she stepped away from his bound hips. The bed creaked in relief from their combined assault, leaving Alex trembling in the darkness of his blindfold, the gag still stretching his jaw painfully, his body a map of their dominance—sweat-soaked skin, red marks from their nails, and the unyielding throb of his caged cock, denied any release amid their pleasure.

He heard the soft rasp of zippers first, the latex suits creaking as Marian and Jennifer sealed up their crotches, the sound intimate and mocking in the quiet aftermath.

Laughter bubbled from them then, low and cruel, Marian's rich chuckle mingling with Jennifer's sharper cackle as they circled the bed like lions savoring their kill. 'Look at him, still leaking like a faucet in that tiny cage,' Jennifer sneered, her fingers finding the nipple clamps first—sharp metal teeth biting into his sensitive buds.

She tugged hard on the chain connecting them, yanking his chest upward against the restraints, the pain shooting straight to his groin and making his balls ache deeper.

Marian joined in, her hand wrapping around his swollen sack, squeezing the full, heavy orbs with just enough pressure to make him buck and whimper around the gag.

'Pathetic little thing, isn't he? All locked up and useless, just a toy for us to ride whenever we want.' She rolled his balls in her palm, nails digging in lightly, forcing a muffled groan from his stuffed mouth as pre-cum dribbled uselessly from his imprisoned cock.

Jennifer pulled the clamps again, twisting them for extra bite, her laugh echoing. 'These neighborhood moms are gonna love breaking you in, Alex. We'll pass you around like the community slut you are—strap-ons up your ass, throats, whatever holes we fancy. But that key? Forget it. You're staying caged for good, your worthless dick shriveling away while we fuck everything else.'

“Please do! I want this! I want more”, he consented to their plans to use him.

Their degradation washed over him in waves, Marian's squeeze tightening until stars burst behind his blindfold, Jennifer's tugs leaving his nipples throbbing raw.

They stepped back, zipping the last of their suits with finality, their laughter fading into satisfied murmurs as they left him there—spread, gagged, blind, and utterly owned, his body humming with frustrated need, the promise of endless use by the women sealing his fate.

All Alex knew was he was obsessed with older dominant women now. He consented to every kinky plan and session they had planned for him.

He wondered which of his friends' moms he would be used by next..
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