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What To Expect




Hi!




Inside this short story you'll find an adult man choosing to remain in chastity and enjoy his time loop, each and every act is consensual and very much enjoyed. You'll find some light crossdressing and feminization for fun, a goth domme, some group play, some CEI, whorship, and all the other parts so common in the femdom genre. I hope you enjoy the story!







If is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke






Chapter 1: A Hard Situation

Colt stirred in his sleep, buoyed with the anticipation of all the possibilities ahead of him now that he knew he was in a timeloop.

The year was 1993, and though Colt Greene woke up with a stiff neck, he smiled as he heard the Joan Baez tune singing softly through the crackling bus radio, felt the sun on his face through the window, and imagined the endless beautiful days which stretched out in front of him.

Because an infinite number of days meant an infinite number of women.

And Colt liked the sound of an infinite number of women.

But before he could get any further, a cold mechanical voice sounded inside his head.

TEMPORAL LOOP DETECTED.

CONTINUING THE LOOP REQUIRES ACCEPTANCE OF THE SECURITY RESTRAINT.

DECLINE TO RETURN TO THE NORMAL TIMELINE.

ACCEPT TO REMAIN IN THE LOOP.

Colt blinked, suddenly wide awake.

He did not know exactly what a security restraint involved, and some distant, sensible part of him suggested that agreeing to mysterious conditions inside an experimental time loop was probably a terrible idea.

Then he imagined endless summer afternoons, unlimited chances, and an entire town full of women who would never remember what happened when the day began again.

A slow grin spread across his face.

“Accept,” he whispered.

The voice answered immediately.

ACCEPTANCE CONFIRMED.

Though now, as he shifted in his seat, he realized one thing was different.

There was no warm, insistent morning boner this time. No embarrassing pressure against the seam of his jeans. Instead there was a hard, unyielding shell encasing him from base to tip. It squeezed tightly but that only got him more excited. Every tiny shift of his hips made the thing shift with him, a constant, intimate reminder that something had changed.

He blinked blearily, duffel bag still looped over one arm, the old woman across the aisle still snoring with her handbag clutched like a shield. The bus hissed as it pulled into the station.

Everything else was the same. Same cracked pavement. Same faded vending machine. Same lazy gold streaks of sunlight through the trees.

At the front, the driver sneezed so violently his baseball cap nearly flew off.

“Crap-nuggets!”

Colt’s eyes snapped wide.

He couldn’t check. Not here. Not with the old woman three feet away and the driver already glancing in the mirror.

“End of the line, kid.”

Colt stood too fast, nearly tripping over his own bag again. He grabbed the duffel and stumbled off the bus into the heavy afternoon heat, the same humid haze, the same people on bikes with Super Soakers, the same smell of cut grass and warm pavement.

Only this time every step made the plastic press and rub in the most maddening way.

By the time he reached the Greene house his forehead was damp and his pulse was hammering in his throat. The note from his mother was still on the counter—WATER THE PLANTS. DON’T LIVE LIKE A RACCOON—but he barely glanced at it. He went straight to the fridge, poured himself a tall glass of orange juice with hands that shook just a little, and leaned against the counter while the radio crackled to life.

“…thunderstorms expected later this evening across the county area…”

Same weatherman. Same calm, irritating confidence.

Colt took a long swallow of juice, the cold sliding down his throat while the new thing kept its relentless, intimate grip below. He could feel himself trying to get hard again—useless little twitches against unyielding plastic.

The sensation was equal parts terrifying and… something else.

It reminded him of the same shameful thrill he’d felt when Cheyenne had him over her lap, when Lola had giggled at his “cute little white dick,” when Blossom had held that…pizza slice under him like it was the most natural thing in the world.

He set the glass down harder than he meant to.

Okay, relax Colt. It’s a timeloop. You know all about those!

WEll…sorta. He’d seen the movie in February— the one with the weatherman who was stuck reliving the same day until he got it right. How had the old guy broken out of it again? Colt’s brain supplied the answer with embarrassing speed: He banged his crush. Learned to be a better man or whatever, sure, but mostly he’d won the girl. Slept with her.

Colt dragged a hand down his face and laughed once, short and shaky.

All his actual crushes were back at college. But this town had options. Plenty of them. The three volleyball girls from yesterday—Cheyenne with her long braids and those massive tits that bounced every time she spiked the ball, Lola with her bubblegum-pink hair and that perfect little ass, Blossom with her pigtails and wicked grin—were still here for a few more days before their road trip. He could still taste the humiliation of being spanked over Cheyenne’s thighs, still feel the stretch of the cucumber she’d fucked him with while Lola stroked him slow and teasing. They’d called him pathetic. They’d fed him his own cum on pizza and laughed the whole time.

And he’d loved every second.

The cage gave another tight, helpless pulse at the memory.

He could go back to them. See what they’d do to him now that he was locked. See how far they’d push a guy who couldn’t even get hard without permission. The thought sent another shameful rush of heat through him, his trapped cock leaking steadily now, the plastic growing slick inside.

Or he could go to the café. Find Cindy. Give the cassette back, end this whole insane thing before it got any worse.

His hand drifted to his jacket pocket on instinct. The cassette was still there—TIME LOOP TEST BUILD—cool and heavy against his fingers. He hadn’t even realized he’d kept it through the reset.

Later, he told himself. Just… later.

Right now he needed to see what the hell was actually locked on him.

He took a deep breath, set the juice glass aside, and walked into the living room. The answering machine blinked red on the side table. He pressed play, then that warm, bright, nervous laugh that still did things to his chest even after everything.

“Hey, Colt, it’s me. Cindy. I got in a few days early so if you hear this… um… call me. Or come visit me at the new business, it’s pretty sweet. Well, I think it’s sweet. You’ll probably make fun of it. Anyway. Bye.”

The message clicked off.

Colt stood there in the quiet house, the cage squeezing him with every heartbeat, and felt the old crush twist into something new and complicated. Cindy Smarts. The girl who’d always been smarter than everyone. The girl who’d been half-naked in her basement yesterday, fingers moving under those tiny panties while she moaned his name. The girl whose invention had apparently decided his cock was now its property.

He swallowed hard.

One look, he told himself. Just to know what I’m dealing with. Then I’ll figure out the rest.

He unbuttoned his jeans with fingers that felt clumsy, shoved denim and boxers down in one rough motion, and looked.

The gasp tore out of him before he could stop it.

“Fuuuuuck.”


Chapter 2: A Chastity Cage!?

Colt stood frozen in the middle of the living room, jeans and boxers shoved down around his thighs, staring at the thing that now owned his cock.

It was exactly as it had felt: hard white plastic, seamless and glossy, molded to cover every inch of his length from the tight base ring behind his balls all the way to the tip. Only a small, circular slit remained at the very front, just big enough for him to release through… or, as he was discovering now, to leak steadily through.

A single thick bead of precum had already welled up and was slowly, obscenely, sliding down the smooth white curve.

He reached down with both hands and tugged.

Nothing.

The plastic didn’t flex. The base ring didn’t budge.

His cock, already trying to swell from the sheer shock and humiliation of the situation, pressed helplessly against the unyielding walls and was pushed right back down. The pressure built, tight and insistent, until his balls ached with it.

He tugged harder, twisting, pulling, even trying to slide a finger between the ring and his skin. Nothing. It was locked on.

Fused on, for all he could tell.

Like it had been made for him.

A low, frustrated sound escaped his throat.

“Fuck… come on…”

Every tug made his trapped cock throb harder inside its prison, sending little sparks of denied pleasure up his spine. Precum kept welling at the slit, dripping now in a slow, steady string that landed on the carpet between his feet.

The cage didn’t care. It just held him, snug and merciless, turning every attempt to free himself into another reminder that he was stuck.

Owned, or perhaps more aptly…impounded.

His face burned.

He was about to give it one last, desperate yank when he noticed the small screen set flush into the plastic just above the slit. Tiny. Dark. Almost invisible until the light caught it. And right in the center: a single, raised button.

Colt hesitated.

Then, because he was already in this deep and his brain had apparently decided to make terrible decisions today, he pressed it.

The screen lit up with a soft green glow. Text scrolled across it in crisp, clinical letters.

SECURITY ALERT 1845

YOU HAVE STOLEN PROPERTY OF DOCTOR SMARTS

YOUR PROPERTY HAS BEEN IMPOUNDED AS A RESULT

IN ORDER TO HAVE THE CHASTITY CAGE REMOVED PLEASE RETURN THE STOLEN PROPERTY

Colt stared.

“Stolen property,” he muttered, voice hoarse. “What the hell does that mean?”

His hand drifted automatically to his jacket pocket—the same pocket he’d slipped the cassette into yesterday without thinking. His fingers closed around cool plastic and thin metal. He pulled it out.

TIME LOOP TEST BUILD

The label stared back at him in Cindy’s neat handwriting.

Colt’s stomach dropped even as a hot, complicated rush of something else flooded through him.

“Christ,” he breathed. “Cindy really was smarter than everyone gave her credit for.”

Of course it was her. The game. The lightning. The loop. And now this—some kind of security protocol she’d built into the thing that had decided his cock was the most valuable thing he owned and had simply… taken it. Locked it away until he returned what he’d stolen.

But it would be his decision.

All he had to do was walk to the café, hand her the cassette, and this would be over. The loop would probably break. The cage would come off. He could go back to normal life—whatever that even meant anymore.

But the thought didn’t bring the relief he expected.

Instead his mind flashed back to yesterday. To Cheyenne’s thick thighs squeezing around his cock while she spanked him red. To Lola giggling as she stroked him slow and teasing, refusing to give him enough pressure. To Blossom holding that pizza slice under him while they counted down and made him cum all over it. To the way they’d fed it to him, laughing, calling him a good little cum-eater.

His caged cock gave another helpless throb at the memory, precum leaking faster now.

He could have more of that.

Not just the girls. Whatever else this town—and this loop—had to offer. He could explore. Push boundaries. Let himself be used, denied, humiliated in ways he’d never dared admit he wanted. All while the cage kept him aching and desperate and completely at the mercy of whoever decided to play with him.

And at the end of it, when he was finally ready, he could still give the cassette back to Cindy.

End the loop. Get his cock back.

But did he want it to end?

Not yet.

Colt looked down at the white plastic prison hugging his cock, at the steady drip of precum from the slit, at the way his balls already felt full and heavy from just a few minutes of futile struggling. The cage was tight. Unforgiving. A constant, intimate reminder that he had chosen this for himself, could end it at any point, but that he wouldn’t. Not yet at least.

A slow, crooked smile tugged at the corner of his mouth.

Maybe coming home early really was the best thing he’d ever done.

He tucked the cassette back into his pocket, pulled his jeans up over the cage with careful, awkward movements, and adjusted himself as best he could. The plastic still pressed against him with every step, a secret, shameful weight that made his face flush hot all over again.

He had time.

And he was going to use it.


Chapter 3: The Woman of the Hour

Cindy Smarts was the only one in town with even the vaguest awareness of the time-loop, and even then it had taken her two careful tests before she was sure.

“Crap!” she snarled, leaning over the glowing monitor in her cool, humming basement office.

The temporal equations on the screen refused to lie. The storm signature. The lightning fold. The same day resetting with surgical precision. She ran the numbers one last time, fingers flying across the keyboard, and the result came back identical.

Definitely in a time-loop.

She slumped back in her chair with a heavy sigh, the old office chair creaking under her.

For comfort while she worked she’d only bothered with a small cotton bra that hugged her full breasts and a pair of soft pink panties that were at least a size too small.

No matter how many times she tugged the waistband down, the thin fabric kept riding up between her thick, soft ass cheeks, wedging itself right against her pussy in a way that was becoming increasingly distracting.

Her gaze drifted down to her bare feet propped on the edge of the desk.

Pretty blue-painted toenails wiggled thoughtfully in the low light.

She frowned at them.

If this loop really did stretch on forever, did she actually want to stare at blue toenails for all eternity?

The color was cute today. It matched the tiny flecks of polish she’d accidentally gotten on her thumb.

But forever?

No.

She decided she didn’t, and began to form a plan in the back of her mind—find the moron who’d stolen her test build, make them regret it, and use the loop to finally get what she’d always wanted.

But first…

She reached for the battered photo album on the shelf beside her workstation. The one with the peeling stickers.

She flipped it open to a dog-eared page near the middle and let her eyes linger on the photograph there: a house party from a few years ago, Colt’s nineteenth birthday.

There they were—both of them grinning at the camera like the world was still simple. Her in an oversized band tee and cutoff shorts, messy blonde hair in her face; him with those broad shoulders already filling out, that lazy, cocky smile, one arm slung around her like it meant nothing.

Cindy’s breath caught.

Her free hand slid down without conscious thought, slipping beneath the waistband of her pink panties.

She was already warm and wet, the fabric damp where it had been riding against her. Her fingers found her clit and circled slowly, lazily, while she stared at the photo.

The old crush she’d carried for years twisted into something hotter, filthier, now that she knew the loop was real and she had all the time in the world to play with it.

The fantasy bloomed fast and vivid.

Colt on his back beneath her.

Her thick thighs straddling his face, knees planted on either side of his head, pink panties pulled aside or torn off completely.

She’d ride him hard—grinding her wet pussy against his mouth, using his tongue exactly how she wanted it.

“Lick,” she’d tell him, voice low and commanding, fingers tangled in his dark hair to hold him still. “Be a good boy and make me cum.”

His hands would be obedient—maybe tied above his head with her belt, or simply gripping her ass cheeks to pull her down harder while she smothered him in soft, warm flesh.

She’d rock her hips in slow, deliberate circles, letting him taste every inch of her, feeling his muffled groans vibrate straight through her clit.

Her fingers moved faster now, two of them sliding easily into her slick pussy while her thumb kept working her clit.

The panties stayed wedged between her ass cheeks, adding a delicious, constant friction every time she shifted in the chair. Her blue-painted toes curled against the desk edge as the pleasure built. She could almost feel it—the wet, obscene sounds of Colt’s mouth working under her, the way he’d lap and suck like he was starving for her, the way she’d keep grinding through her orgasm, not letting him up until she’d taken everything she wanted.

Cindy’s breathing turned ragged.

Her hips rocked in the chair, chasing it.

The fantasy sharpened—her cumming hard on his face, thighs shaking, a hot, messy gush of squirt pulsing out of her in powerful waves, soaking his chin, his cheeks, his hair, dripping down onto the photo album she still held in her lap in real life.

The orgasm hit like a lightning strike.

She cried out, back arching hard against the chair, thighs clamping together around her own hand as she came.

A big, uncontrollable squirting orgasm tore through her—hot, wet pulses that soaked her fingers, flooded her pink panties, and splattered in glistening streaks across the open photograph of young Colt and herself.

She kept rubbing through it, riding every aftershock, smearing her own mess over the picture until the paper was damp and shiny.

When the last tremor faded she slumped bonelessly, chest heaving, the basement air cool against her flushed skin.

She looked down at the ruined photo album in her lap, at the way her cum had coated the old picture of them, and let out a long, satisfied sigh.

“Time to get to work!”


Chapter 4: A Quick Visit To the Sorority Girls

Colt stepped out of his house into the thick, honeyed heat of late afternoon, the screen door slapping shut behind him like it was mocking his choices.

The chastity cage sat heavy between his legs, the hard white plastic a constant, intimate prison that turned every movement into a reminder of how completely he’d already surrendered to this loop.

His cock had been trying to get hard since the moment he decided to have some fun before returning the cassette to Cindy, and every time it swelled even a little, the cage clamped down with merciless precision.

The ache in his balls was already a low, constant throb.

He told himself it was just one afternoon.

One little detour.

Then he’d do the responsible thing.

The rhythmic thwack of a volleyball and bright laughter reached him as he turned down Brumhilda Street.

He already knew what he’d find, but the sight still hit him like a punch to the gut.

All three of them were there this time—because of course they were. It was a timeloop.

Cheyenne stood tall and powerful in the grass, long braids swinging, her dark skin gleaming with sweat. The sports bra barely contained her massive tits, the fabric dark where it clung to her nipples. Every jump made them bounce in a way that sent fresh blood rushing straight to Colt’s locked cock.

Lola, the petite pink-haired troublemaker, was bent over laughing at something, her tiny shorts riding so high that the lower curves of her perfect bubble butt were on full display.

And Blossom—the blonde with the pigtails and that sunshine-and-mischief energy—adjusted her grip on the ball, perky C-cups straining against her white sports bra as she grinned.

They looked like every wet dream he’d never admitted to having, and the cage made sure he couldn’t even enjoy the view properly.

His cock surged again, pressing hard against unyielding plastic.

The pain-pleasure mix made his steps falter.

Cheyenne spotted him first. Her full lips curved into that slow, predatory smile he remembered from the last loop.

Colt swallowed and kept walking closer, hands shoved in his pockets like that could hide the growing problem in his jeans.

“Hey,” he called, trying for casual and failing. “Any of you wanna…”

The word fuck was right there, reckless and burning on his tongue. His cock swelled hard at the thought of saying it, of maybe bending one of them over the net right here. The cage punished him instantly—tight, squeezing pressure that turned the beginning of an erection into a sharp, throbbing ache that shot up his spine. He actually winced.

He pivoted hard.

“…wanna cum?”

The silence that followed was thick with heat and possibility.

Cheyenne caught the ball against one hip and looked him up and down like she was already deciding exactly how she wanted to use him.

Blossom giggled, pigtails swinging.

Lola’s eyes raked over him and landed right where his jeans were starting to tent awkwardly around the hidden cage.

“You couldn’t make me cum in a million years, pretty boy,” Cheyenne said, voice low and velvet-rough.

Colt’s face burned, but the humiliation only made his trapped cock leak harder into the tiny slit at the tip. He could feel the warm bead of precum already soaking into his boxers.

“Wanna prove it?” he asked.

The challenge hung in the air for half a second.

Then Cheyenne dropped the ball, turned, and started walking toward the side of the rental house without another word.

Lola followed immediately, pink hair bouncing, already grinning like she knew exactly what was about to happen.

Blossom tossed the volleyball onto the grass and skipped after them, shooting Colt a wicked little smile over her shoulder.

He followed without hesitation, heart hammering, the cage rubbing and squeezing with every step.

The moment they were around the back of the house, out of sight of the street, Cheyenne spun and shoved him back against the warm wooden siding.

Her mouth crashed into his—hot, demanding, tasting like cherry lip balm and the faint salt of her sweat. She kissed like she was already claiming him.

Colt groaned into it and let his hands slide up her damp sports bra, cupping those incredible heavy tits. They felt even better than he remembered. He squeezed, thumbs brushing over her hard nipples through the fabric, and she moaned approvingly against his lips.

Her thigh pressed between his legs, deliberately grinding against the front of his jeans right over the cage. The pressure made him whimper into her mouth. She felt the hard plastic outline and pulled back just enough to smirk.

“Locked up already?” she murmured, voice dripping with delight. “Who did that to you, pretty boy? Some girl who got tired of that cute little white cock?”

Before he could answer, she attacked his neck with hot, open-mouthed kisses, sucking hard enough to leave marks.

Her hands shoved his shirt up so she could drag her nails down his chest while she ground her thigh against the cage again. Every roll of her hips sent fresh waves of denied, painful arousal through him. His cock was trying so hard to get hard that the ache in his balls was becoming unbearable, but the plastic didn’t care.

It just held him, squeezed him, reminded him that he was here to serve, not to take.

Blossom leaned against the siding beside them, watching with sparkling eyes. “Aww, look at him. He’s already leaking. I can see the wet spot.”

Lola dropped to a crouch a few feet away, one hand already slipping into her tiny shorts. “He got hard just from making out. Pathetic. I love it.”

Cheyenne grabbed his jaw and forced him to look at her. Her dark eyes were burning.

“Kneel like a good boy.”

Colt’s knees hit the grass, desperate to do as they said. The position made the cage hang heavier, the base ring tugging at his full balls.

From down here the three girls looked like goddesses—powerful, amused, and completely in control.

Cheyenne hooked her thumbs into her volleyball shorts and shimmied them down her long, powerful legs. The white thong underneath was already soaked, the thin fabric clinging to her plump pussy lips. She hooked one finger under the crotch and pulled it aside, revealing smooth, glistening folds and a swollen clit that made Colt’s mouth water.

“Get to work.”

He leaned in without hesitation and dragged his tongue slowly up the length of her pussy.

The taste of her—salt and sweet and pure summer heat—exploded across his tongue. Cheyenne’s hand immediately fisted in his hair, holding him exactly where she wanted. He licked again, firmer, circling her clit before sucking it gently between his lips the way she liked.

“That’s it,” she praised, already breathless. “Use that mouth. Show me how badly you want to make me cum since that useless caged cock can’t do anything.”

The humiliation made his trapped dick throb so hard it hurt. He moaned against her and kept licking, broad strokes from her entrance up to her clit, then focusing there with quick, fluttering flicks. Her juices were already coating his chin. One of her thick thighs hooked over his shoulder, opening her wider for him.

Blossom moved closer, crouching beside Lola so she could watch every movement of his tongue. “God, he’s really going for it. Look how desperate he is. That cage must be killing him right now.”

“Trust me, my ex was locked up all the time, and it definitely is,” Lola giggled, two fingers now visibly working inside her own shorts. “Every time he gets excited it squeezes him. He’s leaking so much. Poor thing.”

Cheyenne rolled her hips against his face, using him exactly how she wanted. “Hear that, pretty boy? They’re watching you suffer while you eat my pussy. And you’re still doing such a good job. Such a good little toy.”

Colt’s cock was in agony inside the cage—swelling as much as it could, pressing against every unforgiving inch of plastic, leaking steadily into the slit. The front of his boxers was soaked. His balls ached with denied need.

But none of that mattered compared to the way Cheyenne’s clit pulsed against his tongue, the way her pussy clenched when he pushed his tongue inside her and fucked her with it.

He sealed his mouth over her clit and sucked rhythmically while two fingers slid into her slick heat, curling against that spot that made her thighs shake. Her grip in his hair tightened.

“Fuck—right there—don’t stop—”

He didn’t. He couldn’t. His entire world narrowed to the taste of her, the wet sounds of his mouth, the way her powerful body trembled above him.

Blossom and Lola’s commentary only made it hotter.

“Look at his face,” Blossom said, voice bright and cruel. “He’s covered in her. And that cage is still so tight. I bet he’d do anything right now if we let him cum.”

“He’s not cumming,” Cheyenne panted, grinding harder. “He’s just a mouth. A tongue. A set of knees. Isn’t that right, pretty boy?”

Colt moaned his agreement into her pussy and shook his head side to side, sucking her clit harder. The motion made her cry out. Her thighs clamped around his head as she came—hard, sudden, a hot gush of her cum flooding his mouth and splashing across his cheeks, his nose, his chin. She held him there through every pulse, riding his face while she shook and gasped, her juices dripping down his neck and soaking the collar of his shirt.

When she finally let go of his hair he was drenched. Thick strands of her cum clung to his jaw. His caged cock was throbbing so violently he thought he might actually pass out from the denial.

Lola didn’t wait.

She crawled forward on her knees, grabbed his face with both hands, and kissed him deep and filthy. Her tongue pushed into his mouth, licking up every drop of Cheyenne’s orgasm from his lips, his tongue, even his chin and neck.

She moaned at the taste, kissing him like she was starving for it, one hand still frantically rubbing her own clit inside her shorts.

Blossom watched with a delighted little smile, one hand idly playing with her own nipple through her sports bra. “That’s so hot. Clean him up good, Lola. Make sure he doesn’t waste a single drop.”

When Lola finally pulled back she was grinning, lips shiny and swollen. She licked a stray streak of cum from the corner of his mouth.

“Mmm. You taste like her. Good boy.”

Cheyenne tucked herself back into her thong and shorts with lazy satisfaction, looking down at him like he was exactly what she’d expected—a useful, eager, caged little toy that had done its job.

Lola stood up and adjusted her shorts. Blossom ruffled his hair like he was a pet that had performed well.

“Thanks,” Cheyenne said, already turning toward the front of the house. “But you can go now.”

Lola blew him a kiss. “Come back if you want to be useful again. We might even let you watch us play with each other next time.”

Blossom giggled and gave his cheek a light, condescending pat. “Or we might just make you watch while we edge that poor locked cock until you cry. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

They left him there on his knees in the grass behind the rental house, face still glistening with Cheyenne’s cum, cock locked and aching so badly he could barely think, the afternoon sun beating down on him.

Colt stayed kneeling for a long moment, breathing hard, the taste of her still thick on his tongue and the cage still squeezing every desperate throb.

He was smiling when he finally stood up, wiped his face on the hem of his shirt, and started walking again—deeper into the loop, deeper into trouble, and already wondering what other delicious, humiliating ways this town could use a guy who couldn’t even get hard without permission.


Chapter 5: A Very Pretty Goth Girl

Colt walked away from the rental house on shaky legs, the taste of Cheyenne still thick on his tongue and the front of his jeans uncomfortably damp. His face felt tight where her cum had dried in the summer heat, and every step sent the chastity cage swinging and tugging between his thighs. The hard white plastic had been merciless during the entire scene—squeezing every time his cock tried to swell from the humiliation of kneeling in the grass, from the way Cheyenne had used his face, from Lola’s filthy kiss while she licked up the mess. Now, walking, the ache had settled into a deep, constant throb that made his balls feel heavy and full. Precum kept leaking steadily into the tiny slit at the tip of the cage, soaking his boxers in a way that made every shift of fabric feel obscene.

He was breathless. Not from the walking, but from the sheer overwhelming mix of denial, submission, and the dangerous knowledge that he still had the TIME LOOP TEST BUILD cassette in his pocket and absolutely no intention of returning it to Cindy yet.

Not yet, he told himself again, wiping his mouth on the back of his hand. One more stop. Just… something else first.

The internet café was only a few blocks away. He could already smell the coffee and warm electronics before he even turned the corner onto the main street. The sign SMARTS INTERNET CAFÉ glowed softly in the late afternoon light. He wasn’t going in to talk to Cindy. Not yet. He wasn’t ready to face the girl whose invention had locked his cock away and turned his entire day into a repeating loop of increasingly filthy possibilities. Instead, his mind kept circling back to the goth barista from the first loop—the one with the pale skin and the bored dark eyes and the way she’d looked at him like he was gum on her shoe. He hoped she was still working. Something about her had stuck in his head, especially now that he was caged and freshly used and aching for more of that same sharp, controlling energy.

The bell above the door chimed as he stepped inside. The air was cooler, scented with coffee, cinnamon, and the faint ozone of old computers. A few customers sat at the mismatched couches and terminals, but the place was quiet. Colt’s eyes went straight to the counter.

She was still there.

Melissa.

She looked exactly like he remembered, only somehow more vivid now that he was standing in front of her with a locked cock and another woman’s cum still faintly scenting his skin. Early-twenties, with pale skin that almost glowed under the soft lamplight. Heavy black eyeliner winged out dramatically, making her dark eyes look even more intense. Black lipstick that made her mouth look wicked and soft at the same time. A tiny silver hoop pierced through one eyebrow, catching the light when she tilted her head. Her dark velvet top was low-cut enough to be dangerous, hugging a pair of truly impressive tits that strained against the soft fabric with every breath. A black choker circled her throat, the delicate silver ring at the front drawing the eye like an invitation. Her nails were painted black, long and sharp-looking as she tapped them idly on the counter.

She looked up as he approached, and a slow, curved smile spread across her face—nothing like the bored, deadpan expression she’d given him the first time. This smile was warmer. Hungrier. Like she already knew something interesting was about to happen.

“What can I do for you?” she asked, voice low and smooth with just a hint of that earlier meanness.

Colt stopped in front of the counter. His heart was beating too fast. The cage gave another tight, aching squeeze as he looked at her—those huge tits, the choker, the way she was already watching him like she could see straight through to the secret locked between his legs. He was still breathing hard from the walk and from everything that had just happened behind the rental house. His face felt flushed. He probably still looked wrecked.

He smiled anyway, trying for charm even though his voice came out rougher than he meant.

“Well,” he said, leaning one elbow on the counter in a way he hoped looked casual, “I was wondering what I could do for you.”

For a second Melissa just stared at him. Then she clapped her hands together once, delighted, and the motion made her huge tits bounce heavily in that velvet top. The movement was hypnotic. Colt’s caged cock throbbed hard in response, another warm spurt of precum leaking uselessly into the slit. The ache deepened.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, eyes lighting up. “You’re so so so so so so nice!”

She said it like it was the best thing she’d heard all week. Like she’d been waiting for someone to say exactly that. Her black-painted nails tapped excitedly against the counter as she leaned forward, giving him an even better view down the front of her top. The choker shifted with the movement, the little silver ring glinting.

“I think I can think of a few things,” she continued, voice dropping into something sultrier, more playful but with an unmistakable edge of command underneath. “Wanna go to my apartment?”

Colt didn’t even hesitate. The words left his mouth before his brain could catch up, before he could remind himself that he was supposed to be heading toward Cindy eventually, before he could think about how dangerous it was to keep chasing these loops instead of ending them.

He just grinned, the ache in his cage and the lingering taste of Cheyenne’s cum still fresh in his mind, and said the only thing that felt right in that moment.

“Definitely.”

Melissa’s smile widened into something bright and a little unhinged with excitement. She was already reaching under the counter for her bag, moving with quick, eager energy that made her tits bounce again. The black velvet shifted, the choker tight around her throat, and Colt couldn’t look away. His cock was suffering beautifully inside its prison—trying so hard to get hard from the sight of her, from the way she was already taking charge of the moment, from the knowledge that he was about to follow this goth girl with the huge tits and the commanding energy to her apartment while his cock stayed locked and useless.

She glanced toward the back where the staff area was, then back at him, lowering her voice conspiratorially.

“Give me two minutes to tell the other girl I’m taking my break. Or… you know. The rest of the day.” She winked, one heavily-lined eye closing dramatically. “Stay right here. Don’t go anywhere, pretty boy.”

She disappeared through the door marked STAFF ONLY before he could answer, leaving him standing at the counter with his heart hammering and the cage squeezing every desperate pulse of his denied cock. He shifted his weight, trying to ease the pressure, but it only made the base ring tug at his balls again. The front of his jeans was definitely showing a damp spot now if anyone looked closely. He hoped no one did.

His mind was spinning. The walk over here had been torture in the best and worst way—every step reminding him of how Cheyenne had ground against his face, how Lola had kissed the taste of her out of his mouth while Blossom watched and commented on how pathetic he looked with the cage. His balls still felt tight and full. His cock was a constant, aching prisoner inside the white plastic. And instead of going downstairs to find Cindy and ending this whole insane situation, he was standing here waiting for a goth barista with massive tits and a choker to take him to her apartment.

He should feel guilty. He should feel like he was wasting time in the loop.

Instead, all he felt was a hot, shameful thrill that made the cage feel even tighter.

Melissa reappeared a minute later with her bag slung over one shoulder and a wicked little smile on her black lips. She’d touched up her lipstick. The choker looked even more striking against her pale throat.

“Come on,” she said, already heading for the door without waiting to see if he followed. “It’s just across the street. Third floor. Very cool and witchy. You’ll like it.”

Colt followed her out into the late afternoon heat, the bell chiming behind them. The walk across the street was short but felt endless. Every step made the cage rub and squeeze. Melissa walked with a confident sway in her hips, the velvet top clinging to her curves, and he couldn’t stop staring at the way her ass moved under her long black skirt or how the choker sat so perfectly around her neck. She glanced back once and caught him looking. Instead of calling him out, she just smiled wider, like she liked that he was already staring.

Her building was old but charming, the kind of place with creaky wooden stairs and the faint smell of incense in the hallways. They climbed to the third floor in silence, though Colt could feel the tension building between them with every step. His breathing was still a little uneven. The cage was starting to feel almost unbearable after everything that had already happened today—the volleyball girls, the kneeling, the face-sitting, and now this. His cock had been denied for what felt like hours at this point, and every new spark of arousal just made the ache worse.

Melissa unlocked the door to her apartment and pushed it open, stepping inside and holding it for him with a little flourish.

“After you, nice boy.”

The apartment was exactly as she’d promised—cool and witchy. Dark curtains, string lights, shelves full of books and crystals and half-melted candles. It smelled like vanilla and something smoky. She dropped her bag by the door and turned to face him, that curved smile back on her face as she looked him up and down like she was already imagining what she wanted to do with him.

Colt stood there in the middle of her living room, still breathing hard, still aching, still tasting Cheyenne faintly on his lips, and felt the weight of the decision settle over him like warm honey.

He wasn’t going to Cindy yet.

He was here.

And from the way Melissa was looking at him—hungry, excited, already a little possessive—he had the feeling she was about to make very good use of the fact that he’d shown up locked, desperate, and willing to do whatever she wanted.

She stepped closer, one black-nailed finger reaching out to trace lightly along the collar of his shirt where it was still faintly damp from earlier.

“So,” she said softly, voice full of promise. “What can you do for me, pretty boy?”

Colt met her eyes, the cage throbbing hard between his legs, and knew he was already in trouble again.

But he was smiling when he answered.


Chapter 6: For Fun

Dark curtains blocked most of the late afternoon light, leaving the room bathed in the soft glow of string lights and a few flickering candles. Shelves lined one wall, crowded with books, crystals, half-burned candles, and little glass bottles. A big velvet couch dominated the living room, deep purple and piled with pillows. The air smelled like vanilla, smoke, and something sweet and dark. It felt intimate. Private. Like the kind of place where normal rules didn’t apply.

Melissa dropped her bag by the door and kicked off her heavy black boots with a sigh of relief. She wasn’t wearing socks. Her bare feet were pale against the dark wood floor—smooth, with high arches and toes painted a glossy black that matched her lipstick and nails. She flexed them once, stretching, and Colt’s eyes dropped automatically. He couldn’t help it. Something about the sight of her bare feet after everything else today hit him low in the stomach. The cage gave a sharp, helpless throb.

She noticed.

Melissa tilted her head, one eyebrow raised, that silver hoop catching the light. A slow smile spread across her black lips.

“You like feet, pretty boy?” she asked, voice soft but teasing. There was no judgment in it—just curiosity and something warmer. “That’s cute.”

Colt’s face burned. He opened his mouth to deny it, but the words died when she stepped closer and lifted one foot slightly, toes pointing toward him like an offering.

“Come on,” she said, already moving toward the big purple couch. “Sit with me. Give me a footrub. My feet are killing me after that shift. Would you like that?”

Colt nodded genuinely. “Very much.”

She just sank down onto the couch, swinging her legs up so her feet rested on the cushion beside her. The position made her skirt ride up a little, showing more of her pale thighs, and the velvet top stretched tight across her huge tits. She patted the space next to her.

Colt followed like he was under a spell. He sat down, the couch soft and deep, and carefully took one of her feet into his hands. Her skin was warm and smooth. He started rubbing slowly, thumbs pressing into the arch, working the tension out the way he hoped she wanted. Melissa let out a low, pleased hum and leaned back against the pillows, watching him through half-lidded eyes.

“That’s nice,” she murmured. “You’re good with your hands. Keep going.”

He did. He massaged both feet, one after the other, digging his thumbs into the balls of her feet and along the arches. Every time he pressed, she made a soft sound of approval that went straight to his locked cock.

The cage was already aching from the walk over and from the memory of kneeling for Cheyenne, but having her bare feet in his hands while she watched him so intently made it worse. His cock tried to swell inside the plastic. The denial was sharp and immediate. He shifted on the couch, trying to hide how hard he was leaking.

Melissa’s smile grew.

After a few minutes she spoke again, voice lower now.

“Kiss them with your pretty mouth for me?”

Colt’s heart kicked hard against his ribs.

He looked up at her. She was watching him with that same hungry, delighted expression she’d had at the café—like she already knew he was going to obey and was excited to see it happen. His face felt hot. His cock throbbed painfully inside the cage, straining against the unyielding walls, another bead of precum pushing through the slit.

He leaned down anyway.

He pressed his lips to the top of her foot first, soft and reverent. Her skin tasted clean and faintly sweet from whatever lotion she used.

He kissed along the arch, then higher, brushing his mouth over her ankle. Melissa made a pleased little sound and flexed her toes against his lips. He kissed each one slowly, then took her big toe gently between his lips and sucked.

The sound she made was filthy.

“Oh fuck, that’s good,” she breathed. “Keep going. Use your tongue.”

Colt obeyed. He licked along the sole of her foot, slow and wet, tasting her skin while the cage squeezed him mercilessly. Every swipe of his tongue made his denied cock ache harder. He was rock hard inside the plastic now—or as hard as the cage would allow—and it hurt in that deep, frustrating way that somehow only made him want to please her more. He moved to her other foot, kissing and licking with the same careful attention, sucking her toes into his mouth one by one while she watched him with dark, glittering eyes.

When he finally lifted his head, his lips were shiny and his breathing was ragged. The front of his jeans was definitely damp. Melissa looked at him like he was the best thing she’d seen all week.

“Come here,” she said.

She pulled him up by the front of his shirt and kissed him.

The kiss was hot and passionate. Her black lips tasted like cherry.

She kissed like she wanted to devour him—tongue pushing past his, one hand fisting in his hair while the other slid down his chest.

Delighted, Colt kissed her back desperately, tasting her, still tasting the faint echo of Cheyenne on his own tongue. The mix was dizzying. His caged cock throbbed between them, pressed against her thigh as she shifted closer on the couch.

Melissa broke the kiss just enough to speak against his mouth.

“Take off your clothes.”

The command was soft but firm.

Colt smiled pulled back and stripped fast—shirt first, then shoes and socks, then his jeans and boxers in one rushed movement. He was so eager to obey that he forgot, for one stupid second, what was underneath.

Until he was standing naked in front of her, the hard white chastity cage on full display.

The plastic hugged his cock completely, curving it downward, only the small circular slit at the tip visible. A thick bead of precum glistened there, threatening to drip. The base ring sat snug behind his balls, which looked full and heavy. The whole thing was glossy and inescapable, a stark white contrast against his skin.

Melissa stared.

Then she clapped both hands over her mouth and burst out laughing—bright, delighted, slightly unhinged giggles that made her huge tits bounce in the velvet top. She covered her face completely, peeking at him between her fingers like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing.

“Oh my gosh,” she giggled, voice muffled behind her hands. “Who locked up your little cock!?”

She was still laughing, but there was heat in her eyes now—pure, gleeful interest. The kind of look that said she had just discovered her new favorite toy.

Colt stood there naked, face burning, cage on full display and still leaking, while Melissa giggled behind her hands and stared at the proof of exactly how far gone he already was.


Chapter 7: The Goth Girl’s Toy

Melissa’s giggles finally slowed, though her black-painted nails still covered most of her face.

She peeked at him through her fingers like she couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. Colt stood completely naked in the middle of her witchy living room, the hard white chastity cage on full display, his cock trapped and leaking a steady bead of precum through the small slit at the tip. His balls looked swollen and heavy behind the tight base ring. The contrast of the glossy plastic against his skin made everything feel more obscene.

“You’re so cute,” Melissa said at last, lowering her hands. Her voice was bright with delight, but there was a darker, hungrier edge underneath. “I was going to get you to rail me, but this is so much better. Wanna be my bitch?”

Colt’s face burned.

He could still taste the faint salt of Cheyenne’s cum on his tongue from earlier. His whole body ached from the cage — the constant squeeze, the denied swelling, the way every spark of arousal turned into sharp, frustrating pressure.

He wondered, not for the first time, what kind of energy he gave off that made every woman he met want to take control of him, to slap him around, to lock him up or use him. Cheyenne and her friends had done it.

Now Melissa was looking at him like she’d just unwrapped the perfect toy.

He had to admit he was enjoying it. The humiliation. The helplessness. The way the cage made every decision for him. And he had time. So much time. The loop meant he could experiment, push boundaries, see how far this could go before he finally went back to Cindy and ended it.

May as well lean into it.

“Sure,” he said, voice rough. “Why not.”

Melissa’s smile turned wicked and pleased. She stood up from the couch and stepped close, one hand coming up to cup his jaw. Her black nails were cool against his flushed skin.

“Good answer, pretty boy.”

From there she shifted — still in control, but suddenly gentle and almost sweet.

She pulled him down onto the big purple couch with her and kissed him slow and deep. Her tongue teased his. One hand slid down his bare chest, fingers finding his nipples and pinching them lightly, rolling them until he gasped into her mouth. Her other hand moved lower, cupping his swollen balls gently at first, then squeezing just enough to make him whimper. The cage throbbed in response, another spurt of precum pushing through the slit.

“You’re so sensitive like this,” she murmured against his lips, giving his balls another careful squeeze. “All locked up and desperate. I love it.”

They made out like that for a long time — her hands roaming, teasing his nipples and the sensitive skin around the cage, never quite touching his trapped cock directly. Every brush of her fingers made the plastic feel tighter.

Colt’s hips twitched helplessly. He was leaking steadily now, a small wet spot forming on the couch beneath him. Melissa noticed and giggled softly into the kiss.

Eventually she pulled back, eyes sparkling.

“Makeover time!” she announced, clapping her hands once. The motion made her huge tits bounce in the velvet top. “I want to see how pretty you can be for me.”

Colt blinked, still hazy from the kissing and teasing. “Makeover?”

She nodded enthusiastically, already standing and pulling him to his feet by the hand.

“Shower first. Then shave. Everything below the eyebrows except for a thin strip right over that cute little caged cocklet of yours. I want you smooth and soft everywhere else.”

The instructions hit him like a wave of heat and humiliation. His face burned hotter, but his caged cock gave another painful throb of interest. He nodded, figuring, fuck it, this is what time loops are for!

Melissa led him to the bathroom — small but cozy, with black tiles and more string lights. She turned on the shower for him, tested the temperature, then stepped back with a little smile.

“Be thorough,” she said. “I’ll be waiting.”

Colt stepped under the hot spray alone. The water felt good on his skin, but the cage made everything complicated. He had to be careful washing around it — the plastic didn’t come off, so he cleaned as best he could, the soap making everything slick and sensitive.

His cock kept trying to harden inside its prison. Every time it swelled even slightly, the ache intensified. He shaved carefully, starting with his legs, then his chest, his armpits, his arms. The razor glided over skin that was already flushed from arousal and embarrassment. When he reached his groin, he left exactly what she’d asked for — a thin, neat strip of hair right above the base ring of the cage, framing the white plastic like a deliberate little decoration.

Everything else below his eyebrows went smooth.

By the time he stepped out and dried off, his skin felt hypersensitive everywhere. The cool air on his freshly shaved body made him shiver. He looked at himself in the mirror — smooth legs, smooth chest, the white cage standing out starkly against his skin, that thin strip of hair looking almost ridiculous and slutty at the same time. His face was still flushed. He looked… different. Softer. More vulnerable.

When he walked back into the living room, Melissa was waiting on the couch. The moment she saw him she let out a delighted squeal and clapped again, her huge tits bouncing hard in the velvet top.

“Oh my god, you’re perfect!” she said, standing up and circling him like she was inspecting a work of art. “Look at you — all smooth and pretty. That little strip is so fucking cute. And the cage just… sits there like it belongs. I’m so wet right now, but we’re not done yet!”

She disappeared into her bedroom for a moment and came back with an armful of clothes. Pink. Very pink.

“Arms up,” she ordered, and Colt obeyed without thinking.

She pulled a soft pink crop top over his head. It was short — it barely covered his ribs, leaving his smooth stomach and the top of the cage exposed. Next came a pair of tiny pink panties. She had him step into them, then slowly pulled them up his shaved legs. The fabric stretched tight over the cage, hugging the white plastic obscenely, outlining every curve of it. The thin strip of hair peeked out the top. The panties were clearly meant for someone smaller; on him they looked deliberately slutty, the front bulging slightly around the locked cock.

White knee-high socks came next, pulled up snugly to just below his knees. Finally she produced a pleated pink skirt — short, flirty, the kind that would flip up with the slightest movement. She fastened it around his waist and smoothed it down, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh. When he moved, the skirt swayed and threatened to show everything underneath.

Melissa stepped back to admire her work, biting her black lip.

“Turn around for me.”

Colt turned slowly. The skirt flared a little. The panties hugged his ass. He felt ridiculous. Exposed. And the cage was still throbbing hard beneath the thin pink fabric.

“You look like such a pretty girl,” Melissa said, voice warm and a little breathless. She stepped in close again and started doing his makeup right there in the living room — foundation to even out his flushed skin, dark eyeliner to match hers, mascara, a soft pink gloss on his lips that made them look fuller and shinier.

She worked carefully, humming to herself, occasionally pausing to kiss his glossy mouth or pinch one of his nipples through the crop top.

When she was finished she took a step back and looked at him with pure, gleeful satisfaction.

“God, you’re so fucking cute like this. That cage looks even better framed by pink. I’m dripping.”

She disappeared into the spare room at the end of the short hallway, leaving him standing there in the middle of the living room feeling absurd and aroused and strangely calm all at once. The skirt kept brushing against his smooth thighs. The panties hugged the cage tightly. Every tiny movement reminded him how locked and helpless he was.

From the spare room Melissa called out, her voice playful and commanding at the same time.

“Colt looks like such a pretty girl he should try cumming like one!”

There was the sound of a drawer opening, fabric rustling, and then she stepped back into the living room.

She had changed into a different skirt — still black and gothy, but shorter. And from beneath it, strapped on and already glistening with lube, hung a long, thick, black glittery strapon. It swayed slightly with her movement, catching the string lights. It looked obscene and beautiful at the same time — shiny, ridged, clearly meant to be noticed.

Melissa smiled at him, one hand resting lightly on the base of the toy as she stepped closer.


Chapter 8: Taking it All

Melissa stood in the doorway of the spare room with the long black glittery strapon jutting out from under her short black skirt. The toy caught the string lights, shiny and intimidating, already slick with lube. Colt stood frozen in the middle of her witchy living room, dressed in the pink crop top that barely covered his ribs, the tiny pink panties stretched obscenely over the white chastity cage, the pleated pink skirt, and the white knee-high socks.

His face was still made up — dark eyeliner, glossy pink lips, smooth shaved skin everywhere except for that deliberate thin strip of hair framing the base of the cage.

Melissa’s eyes raked over him slowly, hungrily.

“Look at you,” she said, voice low and pleased. “Such a pretty girl already. Come here.”

Colt walked toward her on shaky legs. The skirt swayed with every step, threatening to flip up and expose the pink panties and the cage beneath.

When he reached her, Melissa grabbed the front of the crop top and pulled him down into a kiss. It was slower than before, almost sweet, but there was still that sharp edge of control underneath. Her tongue teased his glossy lips. One of her hands slid down to cup the front of the panties, squeezing the cage through the thin fabric until he whimpered.

She broke the kiss and turned him around, guiding him toward the big purple couch.

“Bend over the arm for me,” she said. “Skirt up. Panties down just enough.”

Colt obeyed.

He leaned over the padded arm of the couch, the position making the short skirt ride up naturally over his smooth ass.

Melissa stepped behind him and flipped the pleated fabric all the way up, tucking it into the waistband so it stayed out of the way. She hooked her fingers into the waistband of the pink panties and pulled them down just far enough to expose his ass and the dangling white cage. The base ring tugged at his balls as the fabric caught on them.

Melissa made a soft, appreciative sound.

“Fuck, that’s hot. All smooth and locked up and dressed like this.” She ran her hands over his ass cheeks, spreading them slightly. “Stay just like that, good girl.”

The words good girl hit Colt harder than he expected. A fresh wave of heat rolled through him, making the cage throb.

He felt ridiculous and exposed and strangely right all at once.

Melissa knelt behind him on the rug. Her hands stayed on his ass, thumbs spreading him open. Then he felt the warm, wet drag of her tongue right over his hole.

Colt jerked and moaned.

Melissa licked him again, slower this time, circling his rim with the flat of her tongue before pressing the tip inside.

She rimmed him thoroughly, wet and filthy, her black lipstick leaving faint smears on his skin. One of her hands reached between his legs to gently squeeze his swollen balls, rolling them in her palm while her tongue worked.

“Good girl,” she murmured against him between licks. “Such a good girl for me. Letting me eat this pretty pussy while you’re all locked up and dressed like a slut. You like that, don’t you?”

Colt could only whimper and push back against her face. The cage was leaking steadily now, a thin string of precum dangling from the slit.

Every time she squeezed his balls or pushed her tongue deeper, the plastic prison felt tighter. His cock was trying so hard to get hard inside it that the ache had become a constant, pulsing pressure.

Melissa licked and sucked at his hole for long minutes, occasionally pulling back to spit on it and rub the wetness in with her fingers before diving back in. She kept calling him good girl in that soft, filthy voice, and every time she did, Colt felt something inside him melt a little more.

When she finally pulled away, his hole was wet and fluttering, and he was breathing hard against the couch cushions.

Melissa stood up. He heard the wet sound of her stroking the strapon, adding more lube. Then the blunt head pressed against his entrance.

“Deep breath, pretty girl,” she said, one hand on his hip. “I’m going to fuck you now.”

“Please,” Colt breathed, desperate to please her. “Please fuck me.”

She pushed in slowly but steadily. The stretch burned at first — the toy was long and thick — but the rimming had loosened him enough that she slid in without too much resistance. Inch by inch she filled him until her hips were flush against his ass and the glittery base of the strapon was pressed right against his hole.

Colt groaned into the couch. The feeling of being so full while his cock was locked and useless was overwhelming.

The cage swung between his legs with every tiny movement.

Melissa gave him a moment to adjust, then started to move.

She fucked him in long, deep strokes at first, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in.

One hand stayed on his hip while the other reached underneath him to find his swollen balls again. She squeezed them firmly, not enough to hurt badly, but enough to make him gasp and clench around the toy.

“Play with your nipples,” she ordered, voice turning more dominant. “Pinch them. Roll them. I want to see you touch yourself while I fuck this ass.”

Colt reached up with shaking hands and pushed the pink crop top higher. He found his nipples — already sensitive from earlier — and started playing with them the way she wanted. Pinching, tugging, rolling them between his fingers. Every time he did, sparks shot straight down to his caged cock and his stuffed hole.

Melissa picked up the pace.

She fucked him harder, the wet sound of the strapon sliding in and out of him filling the room. The glittery toy dragged perfectly over his prostate with every thrust. Pleasure built fast and sharp, mixing with the constant ache of the cage. She kept squeezing his balls in rhythm with her thrusts, sometimes tugging them down gently, sometimes just holding them tight while she pounded into him.

“Look at you,” she panted, voice rough with effort and arousal. “Taking my cock so well. Dressed like a pretty little slut with your cage swinging while I fuck you. You’re not even trying to touch that locked cock, are you? You know it’s not for you right now.”

Colt moaned louder, fingers still working his nipples. The pressure on his prostate was relentless.

Every thrust made his caged cock leak more. The pink panties were still caught around his thighs, the skirt flipped up, the whole outfit making him feel even more exposed and owned.

Melissa leaned over him, one hand still on his balls while the other braced on the couch beside his head.

“Gonna make you cum like this,” she growled against his ear. “Gonna fuck the cum right out of that useless locked cock while you play with your tits like a good girl. Come on. Give it to me.”

She fucked him even harder, angling the strapon to grind directly against his prostate on every stroke.

The combination of the deep fucking, the ball squeezing, and his own fingers on his nipples pushed him over the edge fast.

Colt came with a broken, humiliated cry.

It wasn’t a normal orgasm.

It was pathetic and overwhelming — thick ropes of cum spurting in weak, pulsing jets from the slit of the cage, most of it catching inside the plastic or dripping down onto the couch in messy strings. His cock twitched and throbbed uselessly inside its prison the entire time, denied any real pleasure even as his prostate was milked dry.

He kept playing with his nipples through it, body shaking, hole clenching hard around the strapon.

Melissa didn’t stop fucking him until the last weak spurt had finished. Only then did she slow down and pull out carefully.

Colt stayed bent over the couch, breathing hard, the pink skirt still flipped up, cum dripping from the cage and down his smooth thighs.

Melissa dropped to her knees behind him again. She licked up the mess from his thighs first, then carefully cleaned around the cage with her tongue, gathering every drop of his pathetic caged orgasm.

When she was finished she stood, turned him around, and pulled him into a deep kiss.

She fed him his own cum from her mouth — slow and deliberate, pushing it onto his tongue with hers. Colt moaned and swallowed, tasting himself mixed with her spit and the faint cherry of her lipstick. They kissed messily for a long minute, both of them giggling a little between kisses at the filth of it.

Eventually Melissa pulled back, still smiling.

“Stay right there, pretty girl. I’m gonna get you some water.”

She disappeared into the kitchen, the strapon still bobbing in front of her as she walked. Colt stayed leaning against the couch for a moment, skirt still up, panties around his thighs, cage still leaking a little. His whole body felt floaty and used and strangely content.

After a minute he pushed himself upright and walked on unsteady legs to the window. He needed air. The apartment suddenly felt too warm, too small.

He pushed the window open and leaned out slightly, letting the cooler evening breeze hit his flushed face.

The sky outside was dark with gathering storm clouds. Thunder rumbled low in the distance.

Colt took a deep breath, the pink skirt still brushing against his smooth thighs, the cage still heavy between his legs.

Lightning split the sky without warning.

It struck him directly in the chest.

And the fucking time loop began again.


Epilogue: I gosh darn did it

“I gosh darn did it!”

Cindy Smarts’ voice echoed off the concrete walls of her basement workshop, raw and triumphant. She stood completely naked in the center of the room, the cool air raising goosebumps across her skin.

A pair of heavy welding goggles sat on her forehead, pushing her messy blonde hair back. A thick black buttplug stretched her ass, the base nestled snugly between her cheeks.

Her left arm was covered from shoulder to wrist in inky black equations and diagrams she’d scrawled on herself during the last frantic hours of work. The marker had smudged in places from sweat, but the formulas were still legible.

In front of her on the heavy steel workbench sat the very special box.

It was roughly the size of a large shoebox, matte black with reinforced corners and a faint shimmer across its surface like oil on water. Tiny runes and circuit patterns glowed faintly along the seams.

Cindy had poured everything into it over the last several loops — the temporal stabilizers, the tracking matrix, the failsafe that would let it survive the lightning fold no matter how many times the day reset.

She had tested it twice already in controlled micro-loops.

It worked.

She stared at the box, chest heaving, and let out a shaky laugh that turned into something closer to a sob of relief.

“This changes everything,” she whispered.

The box could weather the time loop. That meant it could track the stolen cassette in real time, even across resets. It meant she could finally pinpoint exactly who had taken her TIME LOOP TEST BUILD and dragged her into this endless repeating day. And when she found them — when she made them return it — she could end the loop on her terms.

She was going to make whoever started this kneel.

The thought sent a hot, dark thrill through her.

She had run test after test, watched the storm gather and break and reset, and the whole time her mind kept circling back to one person. Colt Greene. Her old best friend. The boy she had crushed on for years.

She had been planning to use the loop to finally tell him how she felt. To make something real between them. But someone had stolen her work. Someone had triggered the security protocol that locked their most valuable possession. And now she had the tool to find them, corner them, and make them pay.

Cindy reached out and rested her palm on the cool surface of the box. The equations on her arm seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat.

“I’m going to find you,” she said softly. “And when I do… you’re going to kneel for me.”

She looked toward the small, high window near the ceiling.

Outside, the sky had turned an ugly bruised purple. Thunder rumbled low and distant. The storm was gathering again. She could feel the temporal charge building in the air, the same electric pressure that always preceded the lightning and the reset.

A slow, wicked smile curved her lips.

She had earned a reward.

Cindy turned and walked to the heavy metal drawer beside her workbench. She pulled it open and reached inside, past tools and spare parts, until her fingers closed around familiar silicone.

She pulled out the toy — a long, thick, nine-inch black suction-cup dildo, veined and heavy, the kind she only used when she needed to fuck herself stupid.

The head was blunt and wide.

The shaft curved slightly.

She had bought it months ago during one of her late-night spirals thinking about Colt, and she had never used it with anyone else in the room.

She carried it to the far wall where the concrete was smooth. With a wet thwack she slammed the suction cup against the wall at hip height and gave it a firm tug to test the seal. It held.

The thick black cock jutted out obscenely into the room, glistening under the work lights.

Cindy’s pussy was already wet. She could feel it slicking her inner thighs as she turned around and backed up to the toy. She reached back, wrapped her fingers around the shaft, and guided the fat head to her entrance. She was soaked enough that it slid in with only a little resistance. The stretch made her gasp.

Nine thick inches sank into her until her ass pressed against the wall and the buttplug shifted inside her with every movement.

She braced her hands on the workbench in front of her, arched her back, and started to ride.

The first few thrusts were slow.

She savored the drag of the thick toy against her walls, the way it pressed deep and made her feel full in a way fingers never could. The buttplug added constant pressure, making every roll of her hips feel dirtier. The welding goggles still sat on her forehead. The equations on her arm smeared slightly as she leaned her weight forward.

But her mind wasn’t on the work anymore.

She closed her eyes and let the fantasy take over.

In her mind it wasn’t a toy.

It was Colt’s cock.

She imagined him tied to her bed upstairs — wrists and ankles secured to the posts with soft rope, completely naked, that pretty cock standing hard and leaking because she had edged him for hours.

In the fantasy he was looking up at her with wide, desperate eyes while she straddled his hips. She pictured herself sinking down onto him in one smooth motion, taking every inch while he groaned and pulled uselessly at his bonds.

“That’s it,” she would say in the fantasy, voice low and commanding as she started to ride him. “You don’t get to touch. You just lie there and let me use this cock like it belongs to me.”

In reality, Cindy fucked herself harder against the wall-mounted dildo. Her ass slapped against the concrete with every thrust. The thick toy stretched her open again and again. She reached down with one hand and rubbed her clit in tight circles while she rode, the buttplug shifting inside her with every movement.

In the fantasy she leaned forward over Colt’s bound body, one hand braced on his chest while she rolled her hips in deep, grinding circles. She imagined the way his cock would feel twitching inside her, how he would beg so pretty when she slowed down just to watch him suffer.

“Please,” he would gasp. “Cindy—fuck—please let me cum inside you, I fucking love you, please—”

“You’ll come when I say you can come,” she would answer, squeezing around him. “And right now I want to feel you desperate.”

Her real moans started to fill the workshop. She fucked herself faster, the dildo hitting that perfect spot inside her with every thrust. Her tits bounced with the motion. The buttplug made her feel stretched and owned in two places at once.

She was getting close.

In the fantasy she sat up straighter on Colt’s cock and reached behind herself to play with his balls while she rode him. She imagined the way he would strain against the ropes, muscles flexing, that lazy confident smile completely gone and replaced with pure, helpless need.

“You’re going to come inside me,” she would tell him. “And then you’re going to clean it up with your tongue like a good boy.”

Cindy’s fingers moved faster on her clit. Her thighs were shaking. The thick black toy was hitting so deep it almost hurt in the best way. She could feel her orgasm building fast and sharp, the kind that made her vision go white at the edges.

In the fantasy she leaned down again, grabbed Colt’s face with both hands, and kissed him hard while she ground down onto his cock. She imagined the way he would moan into her mouth when she finally gave him permission.

“Come for me,” she would whisper against his lips. “Come inside your girl while you’re tied up and helpless. Do it now.”

The orgasm crashed over her.

Cindy cried out, loud and broken, as she came hard around the toy. Her pussy clenched and fluttered, pulsing in long, rhythmic waves. Clear fluid gushed out around the thick shaft and ran down her thighs. Her legs nearly gave out. She kept fucking herself through it, riding out every aftershock while she moaned Colt’s name under her breath.

But the fantasy wouldn’t let go.

As the pleasure peaked she imagined Colt coming with her — his cock pulsing deep inside her while he was still tied down and completely at her mercy. She pictured the way his face would twist, the way he would gasp her name like a prayer.

And then, just as the last powerful pulse of her orgasm hit, she screamed it out loud.

“Colt!”

The word tore out of her throat at the exact same moment the storm outside reached its breaking point.

Lightning split the sky.

The temporal charge hit like a physical blow. The air in the workshop warped. The equations on Cindy’s arm glowed for a split second. The special box on the workbench hummed once, deep and resonant, protecting itself as the loop folded in on itself.

Everything went white.

And then the day began again.

But this time…Cindy would be ready.

To be continued…

Excerpt from The Femdom Dating Deal by Lexie Locke (available now!)

I woke up Tuesday morning with the familiar, relentless ache between my legs.

The steel cage had become part of me now, the thick ring snug at the base of my cock and balls, the thin vertical bars letting swollen flesh press outward in frustrated stripes but offering no real relief.

My aching cock strained hard against the confines, the head mashed painfully against the narrow slit at the tip, leaking thick, steady precum that smeared inside the metal with every useless throb. My balls felt impossibly full, heavy and drawn tight, pulsing with that deep, horny frustration that had settled into my bones after more than a week locked. Every shift of my hips made the cage clank softly against my thighs, a quiet reminder that my pleasure belonged to her.

I padded barefoot into the living room, still naked except for the gleaming steel prison between my legs. The morning light slanted through the blinds, catching on Sienna where she sat curled on the couch in a soft gray oversized sweater that slipped off one shoulder, revealing the smooth golden curve where neck met collarbone.

Below that she wore fitted black leather trousers that hugged her long legs like a second skin, the material gleaming faintly as she shifted, and heavy black combat boots laced halfway up her calves. Her blonde hair was loose, spilling over the back of the couch in honey waves. She held a thick paperback in her lap, the cover reading something about female objectification and the politics of lingerie. Her gray eyes flicked up when I entered, lips curving into that slow, knowing smile that always made my trapped cock jump.

“Morning, pretty boy. Coffee’s on the burner, sweetie. Help yourself.”

Her voice was warm honey, casual, like we were just roommates discussing the day.

But the way her gaze dropped to the cage, lingering on the way my swollen shaft pressed against the bars, made heat crawl up my neck.

I poured myself a mug, feeling every step make the steel shift, my balls aching deeper with the motion. When I turned back she patted the cushion beside her.

“Sit. Tell me what you think about this.”

She held up the book.

I glanced at the title: something academic about how women’s underwear is designed to sexualize and submissive-ize the wearer.

I shrugged, sipping my coffee. “I dunno, babe. I’m an actor, not a philosopher.”

She giggled, the sound bright and delighted, and set the book aside. “Cheeky. For that, you can be my test subject. Let’s have a little experiment.”

My pulse kicked up. “What kind?”

She stood, graceful and commanding even in those heavy boots, and crooked a finger. “Follow me.”

In her bedroom she opened the top drawer of her dresser and pulled out a pair of sheer black lace panties—high-cut, delicate, the kind that would ride up between her ass cheeks. Then she reached into her closet and retrieved a pair of strappy black stilettos, four inches at least.

I was almost salivating at the thought of seeing her get out of all her clothes and put those on.

“Put these on,” she said softly. “Panties first.”

I swallowed hard.

My cock throbbed violently in the cage as I stepped into the lace. The fabric was impossibly soft against my skin, stretching tight over my hips, the front panel barely containing the steel bulge. The back disappeared between my ass cheeks, the lace wedging snugly, making me feel exposed, vulnerable, objectified in a way that sent fresh precum dripping inside the cage. Then the heels. I slipped my feet in, wobbling as the height forced my posture upright, ass pushed out, calves flexed. The straps bit lightly into my skin.

Sienna stepped back, fully clothed in her leather trousers, boots, and sweater, while I stood there in nothing but lace panties, stilettos, and the gleaming chastity cage.

“Look at you,” she murmured, circling me slowly. “Nice ass, sweet cheeks. So round and perky in my panties. Smile more, baby. You look adorable when you’re blushing.”

Heat flooded my face. My cock pressed harder against the bars, swollen and leaking, balls aching so deep I had to bite my lip.

“Cute little nipples too,” she continued, reaching out to flick one lightly. I gasped. “They’re so hard already. You like being dressed up for me, don’t you? My pretty test subject in heels and lace.”

“Yes,” I rasped.

She smiled, pleased. “Good girl. Now do some chores. Vacuum the living room. Dust the shelves. Make the bed. I want to watch you move in those heels, ass swaying, panties riding up. Feel how exposed you are. How objectified. It’ll make me happy.”

I obeyed. Every step in the stilettos was precarious, forcing my hips to sway, the lace wedging deeper between my cheeks. The cage clanked softly with each movement, my swollen cock throbbing uselessly, precum soaking the front of the panties until the lace turned dark and clingy. Sienna sat on the couch, legs crossed, boots gleaming, and watched with hooded eyes.

“Arch your back a little more, sweetie. Push that juicy ass out. Mmm, perfect. You look so good like this. So submissive. So mine.”

The words landed like sparks on dry grass. Humiliation twisted with arousal, making my balls ache harder, my trapped shaft pulse against the bars. I felt ridiculous, exposed, desired.

And God, I loved it.

By late afternoon my calves burned from the heels, my ass sore from the constant wedgie of the lace, my cock so frustrated I could barely think straight. Precum had leaked through the panties, a dark wet spot spreading across the front.

Sienna called me over during a break. “Come here.”

I wobbled to her. She pulled me down beside her on the couch, still in those lethal heels, panties wedged high. We were making dinner—simple pasta, garlic bread—when she bumped her hip against mine at the counter.

“You’re so strong,” I said quietly, watching her chop basil with sure hands. “Not just physically. The way you’re taking all that hurt from your exes and turning it into something powerful. It’s incredible.”

She paused, knife still. Then she set it down, turned, and cupped my face. “You make it easy. You see me. All of me. Not just the parts they wanted.”

She kissed me then, soft and slow, lips parting, tongue brushing mine in a way that felt deeper than any of our play. No teasing, no commands. Just us. Real. My heart squeezed.

When she pulled back her cheeks were flushed. “Thank you for letting me experiment. For trusting me.”

Before I could answer she reached around, hooked a finger in the back of the lace panties, and gave a sharp little wedgie.

“Ow!” I gasped.

The fabric pulled tight against my balls and the base of the cage, making me gasp and arch.

She giggled, bright and wicked. “That’s for being so sweet. Now stay like that. I’m going out to get us dessert. Don’t touch anything. Don’t take anything off. I want you sore and throbbing when I get back.”

She slipped on a leather jacket over her sweater, grabbed her keys, and left with a wink.

I stood there in the kitchen, heels pinching, panties wedged cruelly high, cage throbbing, balls aching with unrelenting need. Precum dripped steadily through the lace. The apartment was quiet except for my ragged breathing.

The Femdom Dating Deal by Lexie Locke is available now from the link on the next page on Amazon!


Books By This Author

The Femdom Dating Deal: From Best Friend To Dominatrix: A Gentle BDSM FLR Chastity Story

A fake dating deal.
A locked-up best friend.
One month of her completely in charge...

Alex has been in love with his bestie Sienna for years, but she has only ever seen him as her loyal, funny, dependable best friend. Then another selfish ex breaks her heart and her confidence is shattered.

To help Sienna feel powerful again, Alex offers her a deal: for the rest of February, they will pretend to date but she will be completely in charge. She makes the rules. She calls the shots. She gets to be worshipped, adored, and obeyed by a man who would never take her for granted.

But Sienna’s new rules are far stricter than Alex expected...and they involve a small unyielding cage.

No touching without permission. No unlocking without approval. No forgetting who is in charge.

Soon their fake relationship becomes a sensual female-led arrangement full of chastity, teasing, denial, service, foot worship, playful humiliation, and a new intimacy that feels dangerously real. As Sienna discovers the thrill of being desired, obeyed, and completely in control, Alex discovers just how far he will go to make the woman he loves feel like a goddess.

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?
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