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It was the sulky one’s, the one’s that looked like they’d rather be anywhere else on planet earth, that were Lauren’s favourites. This boy was exactly like that; eyes shifting uneasily, hands stuffed deeply into the pockets of his green zip up hoodie, a touch of pink already rising at his cheeks. The woman he was with – choppy bleach blonde pixie cut and expensive cashmere sweater – all but had to tug him by the arm into the store. Right where Lauren was ready to pounce.

“Hey there, can I assist you with your purchase today?” she asked in her super friendly and personable way.

“I’m after something functional. Not too flash. Something—” The woman broke off, glancing around. “Junior, would you stop dawdling and get over here.” The boy traipsed over, dragging his feet like his sneakers were lead weights. “Something robust,” the woman continued. “Something he won’t get out of no matter how much fiddling.”

“I know just the thing,” Lauren said with a smile. She swivelled on her heels and led the way to a wall display of your more standard silicon products. It was just one small section in a store far wider than deep, a store that had a dizzying choice of chastity device.

“This is one of our top sellers,” Lauren said, picking the matte black cage from the wall and handing to the bleached blonde. “It’s light weight, but strong. Durable and easy cleaning. All in all, a solid pick if you’re after something of minimal fuss.”

The woman turned it over in her hand, running fingers over smooth edges, poking them through the various hollows. “Does it come in pink?”

“Yep, sure does.” Lauren picked out the bright pink version, handing it to the woman whose face lit up.

“Oh, this is much more Juniors colour. What do we think? Very pretty, isn’t it?” she said, holding it up to the blushing boy.

There was the slightest of hesitations, then he was answering under heavy brows, “Yes, auntie.”

“Would you like me to fit him?” Lauren asked.

“I sure would.”

The teenage boy tried to interject, but the aunt simply spoke over him.

“Take off your clothes, Junior, that’s a good boy.”

The gangly youths sullen stare held on his mother’s sister for a beat or two, before his moody eyes were flicking to the cage fitter. Lauren stared straight back, smirking the tiniest of smirks knowing that he was cornered. He could flat out refuse of course, run even (some did), but he’d only be frogmarched back by the malls female security guards and made to strip anyhow – this time in front of an even bigger audience.

Go for it, try arguing or running, see how far it gets you, I dare you, Lauren thought, half expecting him to make such a spectacle of himself, given the surly way he was looking at her. But then the eyes suddenly dropped and he was yanking off the hoodie – wisely avoiding a hissy fit and listening to his aunt. Which was lucky for him because boys that disobeyed, boys that threw temper tantrums and were a hassle for their female superiors, ultimately ended up at male miscreant centres where humiliations were far greater than stripping in a store and trying on a pretty pink chastity device.

“Hurry it along, Junior. I’ve not got all day,” Auntie said.

The boy proceeded to reluctantly strip out of his T-shirt, sneakers and jeans. It was always an intriguing moment. You never knew just what was about to be revealed. Lauren had seen the weediest of men reveal they were hung like horses. And conversely bodybuilder types show they had little baby dicks. The boy had his thumbs hooked into his tighty whites when he paused, and gazed across the store. A group of girls his age were giggling away as they browsed the products, checked out the buff male chastity models standing like mannequins, as such groups of girls often liked to do.

“Don’t mind them,” Lauren said, flashing his glaring gaze her way again. His mouth opened like he was about to tell her where to go, then shut again realising that wasn’t in his best interests.

“Oh, Junior, such a dawdler,” Auntie said, doing seemingly what he could not in dragging down his underwear in one swift and decisive movement.

A penis that was neither tiny or huge, though most definitely shy in its shrunken state, flopped free. And almost instantly the furiously blushing boy was clamping his hands over it like it had state nuclear secrets written upon it. His aunt was having none of it. She yanked his hands away, telling him to stop being such a silly goose. By which time the group of girls had seen what was going on and turned some of their giggling attention his way.

It was now that Lauren came forward with her metal measuring ruler. She wore what all Cock Locker cage fitters wore; a tight blazer with a blue-grey check design and matching miniskirt. An outfit that added an air of poised professionalism. An outfit that showed off her bare midriff and slim figure, and slender legs. An outfit that had many a male struggling to control that most reactive of body parts. But not this boy. This boy was firmly in the category of embarrassed shrinkage.

“Relax,” Lauren said, giving him a coaxing tug that had him dangling that bit more freely (which was ironic given she was about to lock him away). She placed the ruler against his shy manhood. She measured him up, then retrieved the correct sized cage and began putting him in it. It was a process that never got old no matter how many times she did it; slipping his balls through the circular ring, sliding the main frame over his most private of parts, then fixing it all together. There was the delightful click of it all locking in place. A sound that gave her tingles, a sound that brought about a deep surge of satisfaction.

“Fits like a glove.” Lauren gave the whole thing a testing wiggle. She straightened, smiling at the boy looking like he wanted the ground to open up and swallow him. “See for yourself,” she said, turning him to a full-length mirror.

“Cute, very cute,” Auntie observed, taking in her naked nephew’s pink chastity wearing reflection. “Not too loose, is it, Junior?”

The boy didn’t answer at first, instead turned to giggles – the group of girls were still looking, still loitering with big grins splashed across their faces. Maybe he knew them. Maybe they were college girls he’d grown up with. If so, then he was in for many months of teasing, Lauren thought with a little smirk. The lanky boy gave a gulp and looked back to his aunt.

“No,” he said sounding like his throat was clogged with stones. “It’s not too loose.”

“Good, then we’ll take it.” The bleached blonde glanced to the cage fitter.

“Good choice,” Lauren said. “You just need to snap a pic to confirm purchase and we’re all done.”

“You’re kidding,” the boy muttered, staring sullenly like she was purposely eking out every last drop of humiliation. Which she supposed she was in a way. It was Cock Locker’s raison d’etre. There were no private changing rooms. The reason women brought a male here was to make a public display of their caging. After all they could have quite easily ordered online and done it at home. No, this was performative, this was about reminding a boy just how stripped of his rights he was and normalising something that not so long ago would have scarcely been believed.

“Junior, smile,” Auntie said, holding up her phone.

The boy didn’t smile, but she got her picture nonetheless. “Something for the mantelpiece,” she teased.

“Ha-ha, real funny, auntie. Now would you have her take it off please.”

“Uh-uh, you’re going home in it. You’re staying in that chastity till your mother and I think you understand your place, young man.”

The furiously blushing boy, stood staring moodily like he was on the verge of that boy fit. But auntie in the ascendancy held her ground, not intimidated in the slightest. An interaction in miniature that was happening across the country and beyond. Because she held the whip hand, and very much knew it.

“Get dressed, Junior,” the bleach blonde commanded a tad dismissively. And for the first time the boy was actually moving with some urgency.

As he hurriedly pulled on his tighty whities, Lauren handed his aunt a small dark blue box with Cock Locker inscribed on it in gold script. Beneath the word was a symbol of what it contained. “Your key,” she said, emphasising that your, face lit up bright and twinkly eyed.

“Why, thank you,” the woman said, smiling back, clearly understanding the power it symbolised, clearly revelling having it in her control. She popped the box into her handbag, gave Lauren one last knowing and supremely pleased look, then was leading the boy away as he tugged on his hoodie.

“You have a good day now,” Lauren said, seeing the boy glance at the group of girls watching him as he passed by. It was he who looked away and dropped his head, they who burst into a fit of giggles at his exit. Lauren waited a second, then approached. “Can I help you, ladies?”

“Nope, we got all the entertainment we came for,” answered a pretty, dark haired girl, smirking. Another in their little posse – this one ash blonde and buxom – held up her little pinky finger, causing another burst of hysterics.

Lauren watched them head off, taking the long route out the store past one of the buff chastity models they stopped to have a good long ogle of. “Girls will be girls,” she murmured, not disparagingly, but fondly approving of their right to behave just so. It wasn’t lost on her that something similar was one said about the male gender to excuse all kinds of nefarious behaviour. But their days of being cut any slack were long gone. Now the shoe wasn’t just on the other foot, but laced and booted and pushing down firmly to ensure the opposite sex remained subordinate below.
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Cock Locker wasn’t just a business, but a brand that had woven itself into hearts and minds. There were others of course – Keyholders, Chastity Emporium, Penis Prison – but none with as much reach, none as beloved. Locked boys lick better. Locked boys quickly learn how to behave. Everyone had seen the iconic ads; Visit your nearest Cock Locker store today for a professional fitting. Lauren still remembered first stepping foot in one; good God what a rush, knowing they actually existed, knowing that there was a place out there that catered for such things, stocked such a selection, had male hotties actually modelling them live in store. Lauren had been in dreamland. For a long while she’d been like a kid in a candy store building up her collection, using it to reduce many a boy to a simpering mess.

A job at the store was a no brainer. She’d got her foot in the door covering on Saturdays. But her in depth knowledge and all-round passion for product, along with her natural talent for caging a male, meant she quickly became a fully paid up member of staff. Five years later and she was store manager, Gianna Ruffalo’s, lead cage fitter and most trusted employee; working the shop floor with a poise and approachability and attention to detail that set standards. Standards that couldn’t help but rub off on fellow cage fitters, Winnie Rodgers (a voluptuous black babe) and Cassidy Naysbrook (a leggy blonde bombshell). Standards that lifted everyone’s game.

In fact, to see the young women in full flow in their tight blue-grey checked uniforms, measuring cocks, manhandling cocks, locking cocks up then handing over the key to the woman in charge of them was quite something indeed. It was a transfer of power. It was a symbol of just how on top women were. It was a scene dominant females the world over had long dreamed about (and no doubt more than a few beta males too). But here it was in the flesh, happening for real, as had become the norm.

The store was on the second floor of the mall. A strictly controlled adult zone. A zone where for every two clothes shops there was another selling whips and chains, or whatever other item was useful in keeping the male in check. A whole new economy had sprung up in the wake of females rise to supremacy. And it was doing a roaring trade.

In the windows at the front of the store – either side of the entrance – pairs of naked chastity models made it quite clear what the store was all about. And only the buffest, cutest models got to work at Cock Locker. Many a woman smiled at them on passing, many more – even those not enticed inside – stopped and found time to admire the goods. Oh to be the those boys! To feel those eyes! To know that any woman in town might show up just to brighten their day. The exposure! The humiliation! Lauren could scarcely imagine it, though that didn’t stop her thinking about it often.

“Ten bucks says piggy’s gonna blow,” Winnie said of the portly male, kneeling up between Cassidy and his owner; a plain brunette who could have been anything from a schoolteacher to an optician. A woman who’d led the tubby man, naked and crawling on his hands and knees into the store. Not only was he leashed and collared, but had a pink piggy hood over his head, and a twirly, springy pink tail, projecting from his rear. Why? Who knew? Maybe it amused her. Maybe she was teaching him a lesson. Maybe she kept him like this full time. Either way such sights weren’t uncommon in the gynarchy.

“Deal,” Lauren said, not fancying her chances given how much piggy was straining in his chastity, but playing along anyhow. Such little wagers had become something of a game amongst the eagle-eyed cage fitters, quick to spot whenever a male was on the brink of putting on a show.

Winnie’s plump lips pushed out in pouty smirk, then she was glancing back across the store. “Come on now, piggy. Don’t disappoint me. Give momma that cream.”

Cassidy and the brunette continued to talk, comparing and examining different devices. And all the while piggy knelt below, held onto by the leash in his owners grasp, piggy pecker pushing harder and harder for an escape his stubby cage didn’t permit. It was all part of the store’s theatre. It was the reason why women brought their subs; to remind who was boss, to have them feeling how piggy was surely feeling this very second – utterly out of his depth. Judging by the size of his balls, Lauren wouldn’t have been surprised if he hadn’t been allowed release for weeks.

“Moment of truth,” Winnie said as his owner, having decided on a cage, bent to unlock him.

Both young women’s eyes dipped, drifting over piggy’s pot belly to the chastity being slid off. There was a final wiggle and tug, and instantly his fat pecker was springing stiffly upwards. For a split second it looked like it was going to go off there and then, quivering in rippling shiver.

“Oh, oh, oh…” Winnie edged forward, staring intently, back of her palm slapping Lauren’s midriff.

Lauren watched with wry amusement as piggy-man pathetically struggled to hold onto whatever shred of dignity he still had left. As he held on, the back of Winnie’s hand began to fall away from her stomach, but then snapped right back as Cassidy crouched down. Piggy stared at the knockout blonde, seeing what she held, seeing the even smaller chastity she was about to put him in. It was this that tipped him over the edge. His balls tightened. His mouth dropped open. His piggy cock entirely untouched and unprompted, gave a pulsing spasm and spurted thick wads of cum across the store’s glossy cream flooring.

“Yes!” Winnie cried triumphantly, then sounding like a nineteenth century whale hunter, “There he blows.”

“Yep, I’ll say.” Lauren couldn’t help but smirk at piggy being rebuked, being tugged up and slapped by his owner while continuing to vigorously spurt. “I’ll go get the cum mop.” A nickname that told its own story about how frequent such unauthorised eruptions happened.

“Wait, I don’t think you need it. Not yet anyhow.” Winnie’s pointed look guided Lauren’s gaze back to piggy being forced down to lick up his filth.

“Dinner time,” she snickered.

Winnie nodded. “Better make that floor shine, that’s all I’m sayin.”

Piggy did just that, then was locked up and tugged away in his glinting new silver number. It was as he was crawling on out that the young man passed in the opposite direction. And both cage fitters were instantly zeroing in on him.

“That boy is super—” Lauren began.

“Fine,” Winnie finished.

He had golden brown hair, shaved close at the sides, combed back a little longer and wavier on top. He wore a simple blue tee and jeans in a way that straddled that precise line of being neither too loose or tight, while still signalling a firm leanness beneath. He had a pretty college star quarterbacks celestial shine. And maybe a decade ago he’d have been stepping into the store – the fashionable sports store it was then – with two cheerleaders on each arm, ready to kit himself out for a new season. But not now, not today. As he took in the store, Lauren’s gaze swept over him. The boy’s eyes alighted on the nearby cage fitters and he paced on over.

“Say, you don’t happen to know where I can find a Mrs Ruffalo?” he asked.

“Certainly do. Who’s asking?” Lauren inquired.

“Hayden. Hayden Patterson. I’m here about an opening as a model.”

“Of course you are,” Winnie said, not hiding a devilish delight as she gave him the once over.

The boy flashed her a handsome grin that was just the right side of respectful.

“In that case Gianna will be happy to see you,” Lauren said, flicking his pretty blue eyes her way again. “This way. I’ll show you to her.”

“Yes, miss,” Hayden said in an I’d-be-happy-to-follow-you-anywhere tone as he fell straight into her slipstream.

The door to the office out back was open. The plastic label that hung from its handle turned to the side that had a stick figure spectacled female working at a laptop, as opposed to its reverse depicting her sitting spectacles askew, legs spread, male stick figure kneeling face buried in her crotch. Gianna’s husky voice carried from the room, causing Lauren to slow her stride and peek through the doorway in warning rather than barge right in unannounced. The raven haired glamazon that was her boss sat sunk into the plush leather of her office chair, phone at an ear, red soled stilettoes up on the desk. She beckoned Lauren inside with two quick backward curls of her fingers.

“I look forward to it,” she said, dark eyes leaping from cage fitter to Hayden as he followed her in. “You know how I like to make the cocky one’s grovel.” A momentary pause and her red lips were widening with a smile, before a rich and throaty chuckle was passing between them. “I’m sure there will be ample opportunity. In the meantime, you be a good girl. I have to go.” Gianna – a woman with a face and figure half her age – uncrossed her ankles (a gold anklet and key dangled from the left one), lifted her stilettoes off the desk and rose from the chair. “I’ll make sure to.” There was another chuckle before she was giving an air kiss and “Mwah,” into the phone and ending the call.

“Sorry about that, Lauren,” she said, smoothly rounding the desk in her sleek and sleeveless black dress. “Do you have something for me?”

Lauren half turned to the pretty boy standing half a pace behind her. “This is Hayden. He’s here about a modelling position.”

“Ah, Hayden, of course.” Gianna beheld him for a moment with nothing short of smug superiority. “Come a little closer,” she said. “I don’t bite.”

“Sorry, ma’am.” Hayden stepped past Lauren and stood before the store manager.

“Well aren’t you a cutie pie,” Gianna said, pinching his chin and tilting his head gently from one side to the other. She held his face steady, facing hers, looking at him with that wicked glint and outright air of supremacy. Then was letting go and making for a couch, saying as she went, “Get those clothes off so I can have a proper look at you.”

Lauren watched as he began peeling off his T-shirt, revealing an upper body every bit as lean and muscular as she’d suspected it would be. With some effort she pulled her eyes from him and turned to her boss. “I’ll get back to the shop floor, shall I?”

“No need. The other girls can handle things.” Gianna patted the plush upholstery of the cream couch she’d taken residence upon. “Sit. I’d welcome a second opinion.”

“Well if you insist,” Lauren said, needing no second invitation. Sweeping her hands down the back of her skirt, she sat down, crossed her slender legs and turned her attention to an increasingly naked Hayden. He was down to his red briefs, neatly placing the jeans he’d just taken off by the rest of his clothes. Lauren watched him straighten, watched him glance over to the couch and his audience of two, relishing the power dynamic of herself and Gianna sitting clothed while he stood on the brink of showing everything.

There was the same fluttery sense of excitement and triumph she always felt seeing the sexy one’s strip. She watched, nibbling ever so slightly on a lower lip as Hayden slid his hands beneath the waistband of his briefs and, almost in the same motion, scooped them down over his strong looking thighs and lower legs. He stepped out of his underwear. He dropped them on the pile of his other clothing, then stood before the two women as naked as the day he’d been born.

In the still silence both their eyes roamed his golden flesh, stopped and lingered on a handsome cock looking very much pleased to be in their company. It hung with a heavy heft over smooth and pretty, plum ripe balls that Lauren had a sudden urge to take in her hands and squeeze. There was no blushing or sullenness or shrinkage like the gangly youth earlier.

“Turn around. Let’s see that tush,” Gianna commanded, breaking the silence. The clearly well-trained boy turned, baring a peachy behind that had both women smiling at one another. “All right, this way again,” Gianna directed him.

Hayden turned back towards them, manhood now dangling that bit thicker, that bit fuller. We didn’t quite have lift off yet, but it was on its way.

“That cock’s enjoying its freedom,” Lauren said, zeroing straight onto it, which had Hayden smiling slightly as he dropped his eyes bashfully. Lauren found it charming. She found herself wondering what else she could do to have him looking like that. “Mommy let you out, did she?”

“Yes, miss. For the audition.”

“Mommy must have known you wouldn’t be staying free for long,” Gianna said, reaching across to a side table and the classic, silver barred chastity device upon it. She held it out to Lauren. “Like to do the honours?”

“Hmm? Would I?” Lauren paused, pretending to mull it over, finger at her cheek, before a big smile was splashing across her face and she was taking the cage. She went to Hayden and with a speed and dexterity that told of the many times she done it, put his quickly hardening penis behind bars. With one last squeeze, the mini padlock was locking shut with a delicious click, and she was looking to the boy with a victorious grin.

“You hang onto that key, Lauren,” Gianna said. “We wouldn’t want to lose it now, would we?”

“Most certainly not,” Lauren said, holding Hayden’s stare as she looped it onto her necklace for safekeeping.

“I have to say he wears that cage well,” Gianna said, fixing his gaze back upon her there on the couch, toned, tanned legs crossed, stiletto dangling loosely like it could drop at any moment, a smile hovering at her red lips. “What do you think, Lauren? Is he up to Cock Locker model standards.”

Lauren watched the boy’s turn her way, then reached out and delicately ran her fingers over the silver barred cage, over his bulging cock straining between its bars. It had his pretty blue eyes fluttering upwards. It had him pushing out the kind of whispery, whimpering pant that plucked a specific string in Lauren’s head, further stiffening already poking nipples and adding to a slick, warm heat below. “I think he just might be,” she said, understatedly.

“Then that’s good enough for me,” Gianna said standing. “We’ll start you on a trial basis. See how you go. Cage fitter Lauren here will be keeping a close eye on you. A permanent position at the store is dependent on pleasing her, so don’t let her down.”

“I won’t, ma’am,” Hayden said, glancing from glamazon to poreless skinned beauty Lauren, who felt a giddy charge at his look.

“Good. Then I think we’re done here. Lauren, see Hayden out to the shop floor.”

“With pleasure.” Lauren led the way, stopping by the door and making the naked, chastity locked hottie go out first, then was giving an upwards flick of her eyebrows and smile Gianna’s way, before striding on out, taking in those peachy buttocks walking on ahead of her. Out in the main store she had Hayden step onto a slightly raised platform near the entrance. A baptism of fire of sorts, but he was going to have to get used to lots and lots of women looking at him at some point, so why not throw him in at the deep end. Lauren was confident he’d swim.

“You just stand there and look pretty for me,” she said. “There, that’s not so hard now, is it?”

“No, miss,” Hayden answered, looking more than a little overawed as all chastity models did at first going on display.

Lauren could only imagine how much his head was spinning; however much he’d tried to psych himself up and tried to prepare, the reality of going on show modelling an item that had become a symbol of your genders subordination, couldn’t but be a shock to the system. It was endearing. It added to his cuteness.

“Just breathe, Hayden,” Lauren said. “You’ll be fine.”

He nodded. He briefly closed his eyes breathing a deep in and out breath.

“Who’s the new boy?” Cassidy asked on passing.

“Name’s Hayden,” Lauren informed her.

“Nice, very nice,” Cassidy said, gaze lingering over a shoulder as she strode on.

Then it was Winnie checking him out as she strolled around the platform on her way over to Lauren. “So he got the gig?”

“On a temp basis. It’s up to me if he gets it permanently.”

Winnie snort chuckled. “So you’ve got a new plaything in other words.”

“Well, when you put it like that…” Lauren shot her a mischievous grin, then was greeting a customer all sweetness and light.

Winnie gave another snort of amusement, then looked up at Hayden and uttered four words, “You’re in trouble, boy.”
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Outside of her job at Cock Locker Lauren led a rich and varied social life; playing padel, doing Pilates, checking out the hottest new restaurant or getting away from it all hiking in the beautiful nearby hills. She liked nothing more than physically exhausting herself with one fun activity or another, then being waited on hand and foot. And there was always someone to do that. She shared a house with her longest and closest friends, Elle and Reese. The former worked in healthcare. The latter media. And as busy, fully fledged career women, they made sure to keep two sexy houseboys on the go at any one time to cook and clean and pamper.

Right now they were doing two local moms a favour in letting their boys – Lance and Brett – learn their craft under their roof. They kept them naked for the most part, cock locked and horny too. And subsequently there was always an eager male ready to jump to it at a moment’s notice with the simple click of fingers. It was par for the course in a world in which women held the whip hand. Lauren of course knew it hadn’t always been this way. She’d long had the stories from her mother and grandmother drilled into her; about how violent and destructive and dangerous the male of the species could be if you gave them half an inch (which was sometimes hard to square with the simpering creatures she often had kneeling before her).

And yet for all the warnings about a past that seemed like a different planet or teachings that the only safe boy is a servile boy, it was something instinctive, something deep rooted inside of her that told her this was always meant to be the natural order. She’d known it since she was thirteen when she’d tricked an older bully boy into getting down on his knees and barking like a dog with the promise of kiss (a kiss he never got incidentally). She suspected deep down all women intuitively felt it, knew it. For Lauren it was more a wonder why her gender hadn’t got its act together sooner in putting the boys in their place. She supposed that was progress – slow. But they’d gotten there in the end, and she was forever thankful for it. Because without the rise of female supremacy, there’d have been no Cock Locker, no chance to indulge in her greatest of passions as she did.

The drawings had started as something of a compulsion in her teens – a way to channel an instant fascination with a device she found beautiful from the get go. It hadn’t just been there function in taking away a male’s right to pleasure himself or how it made them look so subordinate, so owned and enslaved (though each had undoubtedly played a large part) that so captured her imagination. But the different materials, the varied designs, the curving lines and pleasing aesthetic. Lauren had filled many a notebook over the years with her sketches. Gradually honing a talent, she never knew existed, slowly developing her own unique style of bespoke designs.

Still, not once had she thought of ever doing anything with them. The act of drawing had always been a soothing pleasure in itself. But then Winnie had caught a glimpse of her sketching in the food court during a break. She said the drawings were amazing. “No bullshit.” She insisted she show Gianna. And Winnie could be very, very insistent. So she did. And Gianna had liked them, really liked them. She’d asked if she could show them to a colleague. Lauren had said sure, thinking nothing more would come of it. But then a week later a meeting had been arranged with one Miss Suzy Yu – some top Cock Locker Product Manager – on a sunny rooftop bar at a lady’s club.

“Wow,” Suzy said, carefully looking through Lauren’s notebook. “These are special. Really special.”

“You think so?”

“Yeah, I do,” the petite, jet black haired woman in the bright red trouser suit said glancing up. “I think we might just have a line here.”

“A line?” Lauren said in amazement. “Like a collection?”

“A bespoke brand with your name on it.”

Lauren stared speechless at that, then needed to take a big gulp of her drink, which had the Product Manager chuckling.

“We’re always on the lookout for new talent,” she said, once more absorbed in the notebook. “And Lauren, you’ve got it.”

The two women went on chatting about interests and inspirations and ambitions like two old friends. Lauren had no idea how much she impressed, or just what a big impact it was going to have on her life and career. Glasses were clinked. The cage fitter left the sunny rooftop bar, feeling like she could fly.

“Uh-huh,” Lauren panted, eyes closed, head lowered, palms pressing the white wall of the well-lit booth. She half knelt on a boxy bench seat, skirt hitched up, spine arched, legs open to the lapping, worshipping stroke of the tongue behind. Her whole humming body felt lit up. There was almost no telling anymore between where the sweet spot between her thighs started and ended. “That feels good, so damn…good!” she half moaned, drawing up her head and peeking right into a full-length mirror, reflecting Hayden down on his knees, face buried between the cheeks of her toned and perky ass.

It was a sight that compressed all that hot, horny energy inside of her. It was a sight that had lightning striking. Lauren’s eyes squeezed tightly shut, head lowering as she bit down on a lip, then it was suddenly lifting and she was crying out in moaning shriek, “Oh-oh-ohhh-yeahh!” as an almost unbearable sensation broke, as everything felt like it was being squeezed through a narrow funnel before exploding outwards in all consuming orgasmic rush. For a dozen seconds up could have been down, down up, hell the world could have careered right off its axis for all Lauren cared. She felt bliss, only pure joyous bliss.

“Ugh-ahh,” she panted heavily, giving one last shudder as the crashing waves of pleasure subsided and she landed back on terra firma. Eyes opening, she brushed her ass over a tongue that had stilled, tugged down her dress and turned around. Hayden knelt wet lipped and staring up at her with wide eyed rapture. A look of awe Lauren was familiar with in cock locked males that had just performed such a task. She lay a hand tenderly at his cheek and smiled down at him. “Well done. You keep that up and Gianna will be receiving the highest of recommendations.”

Hayden nodded. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you,” Lauren said, slipping two fingers under his chin and having him stand. “Up you come.”

Hayden stood, hands behind his back, that imprisoned and distinctly male part of him protruding from his buff body in a way that was as always both amusing and erotic.

“So submissive,” Lauren murmured in thought, trailing her index finger over the cage’s silver bars and the flesh of a cock bulging for escape between them. She gathered up a thread of dangling precum. She looked into his unblinking eyes. “Keep this up and maybe, just maybe, I’ll be letting you out for an early milking,” she said, bringing that finger to his lips and having him lick it clean. “Good boy. Now get back to your platform.”

Hayden all but bowed, then turned and went on his way. Lauren stayed a moment longer, primping her long and wavy hair, adjusting her blazer, taking in her flawless, radiant reflection in the mirror. She pouted a little kiss at herself, feeling sexy, feeling that delicious post orgasm high, and headed out the sound proofed booth. It was one of several installed for women to take care of any itch that should arise (and they often did at a place like Cock Locker). However there was one woman who certainly didn’t require use of them.

Gianna’s office door was closed, the tag hanging from the handle turned to the side suggesting she was very much engaged. A heavy, panting groan carried from it, making Lauren titter as she passed by. Then she was out in the main store, seeing Winnie on one side at the inverted chastity section serving a no nonsense looking brunette in shiny leather pants with her frilly frocked sissy, and Cassidy on the other measuring up a chunky bodybuilder sort with a chipolata sized pee pee. She strolled forward shooting Hayden – there on his platform pretending not to be looking at her – a smirking glance. He smiled a little half smile back, before rather shyly averting his gaze. Which was funny given what it had recently been so fixed on. Lauren watched his tongue roll across his top lip and was amused to think of her lingering taste, teasing and tormenting and keeping him straining stiffly.

A group of girls, the kind that came to the store with the sole intention of checking out the hot Cock Locker models, stopped in front of him, beaming and smirking and ogling. Lauren smirked along with them for a moment, imagining things from Hayden’s perspective and revelling in the horny, humiliating convulsions they were surely putting him through. Then her gaze was drifting to a frizzy redhead, purposefully marching her boy into the store. By the time Lauren reached them – the boy on the weedy side – was already stripped to his shorts.

“Need any help?” Lauren asked the young woman in stonewashed denim mini and pale blue vest top, browsing the wall mounted display.

“Yeah, I’m looking for something to make this one here think twice about misbehaving himself.” There was the casual flick of a hand out behind to the boy who could have been anything from a brother to a cousin to a boyfriend. He was now fully undressed, his whopper of a penis – locked up in a clear plastic device – was entirely out of proportion with the rest of his skinny frame.

Lauren, ever the professional, swallowed the laughter seeking expression as she laid eyes on it. You just never know what you’re going to get with a boy, a snickering voice sounded in her head. Then she was speaking aloud to the redhead in a far more measured tone, “I know just the thing.”

She led the way over to a section devoted entirely to devices of the spiked variety.

“Any of these would be apt to have a boy remaining highly motivated to stay in your good books.”

The redhead’s face brightened as she alighted on the display. She picked out some of the different models, comparing and contrasting and running her fingers over the vicious looking internal spikes. As she did so, Lauren couldn’t help but notice donkey dick gulping.

“This one, I like this one,” the redhead said, holding up her pick.

“Excellent choice. Would you like him to try it on?”

There was a gleeful look from the clothed girl to the naked boy, a teasing pause. “I think I just might,” the redhead said, handing Lauren the spiked cage before unhooking the silver necklace beneath her frizzy curls, and lifting the small silver key that rested against the slope of her breasts. As she went to unlock her boy, Lauren spotted the dark haired, designer stubbled stud – one of many of Gianna’s plaything’s – making his way out, job presumably done. Then her eye was back on the freakishly large cock being slid free.

“Behave yourself,” the redhead said, giving it a hard slap as it instantly began to harden on release.

Lauren spritzed the big dick with some of the deep freeze all could good cage fitters kept close at hand, then proceeded to measure him up and re-cage him in the extra-large version of the redhead’s choosing. There was some wincing and grimacing, but on it went with that final delicious click.

“Yep, there we go,” Lauren said, stepping back and handing the spiked chastity key to the boy’s owner.

“Oh, that is just too perfect,’ she said, fondling both balls and chastity, clearly revelling in his discomfort.

“The longer it’s on, the only more uncomfortable it’ll get,” Lauren merrily informed.

“I guess we better get it off then,” the young woman said, looking her boy in the eye.

“Yes,” he gasped softly through clenched teeth.

The smiling redhead turned back Lauren’s way. “I’m not done yet. I think this one still needs more of an incentive.”

“We do have a two for one offer. A shock cage would complement your spiked one nicely.”

The redhead shot her boy a wicked doesn’t-that-sound-dandy look, then said to the cage fitter, “Lead the way.”

A grinning Lauren, did precisely that.
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The chastity convention was a hugely popular yearly event that took place across an entire weekend. It packed out a local arena. It drew a crowd from across the state. In many ways it was one enormous celebration of a product every woman had a sweet spot for. And any seller worth their salt was there with a stall. Including Lauren and the rest of the team.

As a representative of Cock Locker, it was the closest she ever got to feeling like a genuine celebrity. She posed for photographs with grinning, giddy, female fans. She sold merchandise. She stopped Hayden and the other male models being torn limb from limb by grasping, handsy women of all ages. For practically the whole two days a line snaked from their stall (the biggest and most primely positioned in the arena). It was wild. It was a trip seeing so many naked, cock locked males (many collared and leashed) with their clothed female counterparts, having such a ball under one roof.

Lauren found her face getting sore from all the smiling she was doing. At one point she couldn’t help but wonder what an alien, new to planet earth, would make of such a spectacle if they happened to wander in off the street. How strange they’d surely find the boys intimate, dangly bits locked up behind bars. And weird the women folk with their shiny little keys dangling from their necklaces. Would they know straight off the bat it was all about power? That it was one sex wielding it over the other for the good of everyone?

Maybe they’d identify. Maybe they as an advanced species had their own version of cages and keys. Lauren couldn’t begin to imagine an advanced species that didn’t implement them in some way. Some strange world where boys wandered around freely. The thought was so ludicrous – God help that world – that it snapped her out of what she considered were silly musings, right back into the present as she handed over some Cock Locker T-shirts and beckoned the next in line forward.

The convention concluded on the final evening – as was tradition – with everyone in attendance gathered before a stage upon which managers from the five biggest providers, spoke about the importance of their product. They were each classy operators, commanding and captivating in equal measure. Though it was husky voiced Gianna and team Cock Locker as it was so often, that really stole the show. Lauren stood alongside Winnie and Cassidy – the boys were on the other side of the stage (getting plenty of cameras pointed their way) –while Gianna had the crowd eating out the palm of her hand as she reemphasised Cock Lockers commitment to its customers, as she told them its primary aim remained keeping boys locked up.

It was a speech that brought the house down. It was a speech that had every woman clapping wildly. And more than a few men eager to stay on the right side of their keyholders.

“Up and under, there you go,” Lauren said, directing Harper – a young woman the store was training up as cover – as she attempted to put model Niall in a pretty pink number.

“I won’t break him?” she asked, tentatively squeezing his balls through the base ring.

Winnie, sitting next to Lauren on the rectangular leather seating, stopwatch in hand, chuckled. “Baby doll, you’d have to do a lot more than that to break him.”

The young woman with soft brown hair and an ever so slightly supercilious air that would lend itself well to a job caging males, forced everything that bit more firmly, locking Niall up. “How’d I do?”

Winnie tilted the stopwatch Lauren’s way.

“Not bad,” Lauren said. “But you can do better.”

“Let’s see how she does with this one,” Cassidy said, patting model Jay’s firm butt and sending him forward to the girl, edged cock thrusting upwards.

Harper momentarily looked all at sea as she eyed the big erection, then she was reaching for the bottle of deep freeze.

“That’s it, you know what to do,” Lauren encouraged.

It was the right move, but Harper was way overzealous with the spray, not just spritzing but slathering Jay’s cock in deep freeze. As she proceeded to try and rub it in, the cage fitters caught one another’s eye and couldn’t help but splutter with laughter.

“That kinda defeats the purpose, baby doll,” Winnie said as Jay’s eyes rolled upward.

“Sorry.”

“No need to apologise. We’ve all been there,” Lauren said. Which wasn’t exactly true but Harper didn’t need to know that.

As she continued to cool the hard on, make it rather hilariously glisten from base to tip like she was lubing it up, Lauren’s phone was ringing.

“Excuse me, ladies,” she said, standing up seeing who was calling. “Gotta take this.” She crossed the empty store (closed after hours) and looked out at a man on his buggy sweeper doing the type of manual labour job only males did. “Hey, Suzy, what’s up?”

“I’ve got something for you. Take a peek,” came the smiley voice of the woman Lauren had been in frequent correspondence with over the past month.

The phone pinged. Lauren looked to its screen, opening the message, eyes widening in delight at the detailed 3D images of the bespoke steel chastity devices that had not so long ago been only a drawing. “No way.”

“Right. They look good, don’t they?”

“They look amazing,” Lauren gushed.

“You can expect a sample soon. The full line goes into production as of tomorrow.”

“So it’s really happening?”

“Yep, and there’s more. We want you unveiling the line in person here at the flagship store. All goes well and there’s a strong chance you’ll be offered a permanent position.”

“Seriously?”

“Mm-hm. You’ve impressed us, Lauren. You’ve impressed me.”

Lauren stared at the buggy sweeper going by in the opposite direction, speechless. “I don’t know what to say.”

“Take some time,” said that smiley voice. “Think it over. There’s no immediate rush.”

“I will.” A deep breath, a pause, then, “Thank you. Thank you so much.”

“We’ll speak soon, Lauren. You let me know what you think of that sample. Bye now.”

“Yeah, bye.” Lauren lowered the phone feeling a little dizzy. She wandered back over to the group where Harper was trying to beat her previous personal best in locking Niall up, while Jay stood, numbed cock fully locked up.

“Everything okay?” Cassidy asked, seeing her distant stare.

“I just got told my collections got the go ahead,” Lauren said, still a little stunned.

“Girl!” Winnie sprang up, whooping and hugging. “That’s awesome.”

“Super awesome,” Cassidy said, hugging too.

Even Harper stopped fiddling with Niall’s bits to give her congrats. And Lauren took it all in, smiling away, not mentioning the part of the offer that involved joining Cock Locker’s flagship store. The part that involved leaving them all behind. Because while part of her was soaring for the skies, the other was anchored to the people and place that she loved.

The production sample came as promised the very next day. Gianna, sat behind her desk, held out the small black box on the palm of a hand. “Yours I believe.”

Pulse ticking upwards, Lauren reached for it feeling a nervy tinged excitement she rarely ever felt. It was the nervousness of an artist, the worry of the creative who’d put a little of their soul into something and desperately hoped it did justice to the original imagined vision. She opened the box’s flaps and peeked inside, then turned out its contents on her palm. And instantly her nervousness was evaporating as she stared at the piece of sparkling silver with its elaborately embossed flowery design. The chastity was everything she’d hoped it would be. It was resplendent. It was special. Gianna’s slow appreciative whistle, had her lifting her gaze.

“Wowee,” Gianna said. “That is one beautiful cage.”

“You like?” Lauren asked, unable not to show her beaming delight as she passed it over.

“Gianna examined it, brushing a thumb over its intricate, ornate pattern. “Divine, really it’s divine.”

“I think so.”

Gianna glanced up, said in half smiling expression, “I suppose you want to see how it looks on. Anyone in mind?”

Lauren grinned back, knowing she knew full well who she had in mind. “I’ll go fetch him,” she said.

Five minutes later and Hayden was walking back and forth like a runway model for the two women. And as beautiful an object the chastity was on its own, now it came to life, doing what it had been designed to do. The tube of shiny steel containing his manhood, embossed with blooming summer flowers and swirling stems, enhanced his nakedness, glinted next to his warm flesh. It was a special occasion piece, a piece that oozed quality. And Lauren drank it in, thrilled to have played any part in its creation. Gianna led a round of applause at Hayden’s seventh turn.

“That’s not for you, Hayden,” she said to be quite clear. “That’s for Lauren and the beautiful work of art she’s created.”

The chastity was removed and boxed back up. Hayden was sent on his way squeezed stiffly back into his cruder cage. With him gone, Gianna fixed her shrewd eye on Lauren.

“I always thought you’d outgrow us,” she said.

“I didn’t.”

“New York. Flagship store. A chance to front your own collection. It’s an incredible opportunity.”

“I know. It’s just…”

“You’re content with the familiar? Family and friends that love you, boys like Hayden to play around with?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“We all need a little nudge from time to time into the unknown, Lauren. It’s often the making of us.” A pause, a smile. “There’ll be other boys like Hayden – many, many other boys if my guess is correct. And family, friends, those that truly care for you, they won’t go anywhere. You need to ask yourself if you pass this up whether it’ll gnaw away at you in five, ten, fifteen years time. I mean what’s the worst that can happen, you take a chance, you don’t enjoy it, you return wiser for the experience.”

“You’re right,” Lauren said. Which she already knew deep in her heart of hearts. There was a nagging ambition inside of her, some part of her that would never settle for a job at the local mall for the rest of her career – no matter how much she loved it.

“I know,” Gianna said, almost blithely. She flicked her head sideways. “Now get back out there.”

“Yes, boss.” Lauren spun on her heels, headed for the door.

“Lauren…” Gianna said, stopping and turning her just as she was about to stride on out. “Whatever happens there’ll always be a job for you here.”

Lauren nodded, smiled. “Thank you,” she said, then made her way out that bit clearer about her future.
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“Thank you for this. We really appreciate you sparing us your time,” said Sally Monahan, a willowy, attractive, open faced woman.

“Not a problem,” Lauren replied, walking the college corridor alongside the pencil skirted teacher. “I actually really enjoy these visits.”

“You enjoy spreading the gospel.” The teacher’s smile was almost surreptitious, the expression one of amusement at conveying a joke – very much on the male – that every woman was in on.

“I do, I so do.” In fact if it wasn’t part of the job, Lauren would have been happy to have done it regardless.

“Well you’re sure to have an attentive audience. I haven’t told the girls what the subject of the guest speaker is so as not to overexcite them, but I sense they have an inkling. There’s been a definite buzz.”

“Sounds familiar,” Lauren said as the two women pushed through a double set of doors. Ahead, three boys, smartly dressed in navy trousers and crisp white shirts, stood silently outside the classroom from which the din of female voices emanated.

Sally stopped before them. “These three will suit your purposes?” she asked.

“Very nicely,” Lauren said, eyeing the handsome trio.

“Good, then I guess we’re all set.” The look between teacher and cage fitter lasted no more than a fraction of a second, but both reflected the others wicked glint. “This way please, boys,” Sally said, as they headed on into the classroom.

Some girls sat on desks talking away, some were huddled in little groups staring down at tablet screens, others had their backs to the wall reading. They were an exceptionally pretty lot in their matching uniforms of calf length white socks, plaid pink pleated skirts, white shirts, navy cardigans and ties of the same patterned pink. Whatever they were doing they quickly stopped as teacher and guest speaker entered. Tablets were shut down. Earbuds removed. Books lowered as girls slipped from desks and sat down as the conversational murmur quietened and the classroom fell into a hush. They all recognised Lauren’s blue-grey checked outfit. They all knew what it represented.

“Just there, boys,” Sally said, directing the three youths to stand off to one side facing the all female class. Then she was looking to the silent room and the bright-eyed pupils sitting keenly. “We have a very special guest with us today, girls. A cage fitter from Cock Locker. A woman who’s going to speak to you about all thing’s chastity related. Let’s give Lauren here a warm welcome.”

As enthusiastic applause rang out, with a few whoops and cheers, Sally aimed a smiling nod the cage fitter’s way and made her way to the back of the room.

“Thank you, ladies. It’s a pleasure to be here,” Lauren said, eyeing the fresh-faced young women a moment before she was placing the case she’d brought with her on a table at the front of the class. She clicked it open, sensing curious stares behind. Lauren didn’t leave them in suspense. From the case she lifted out three very different styles of chastity device, putting them in line on the table one at a time for everyone to see.

The first was your standard matte black silicon model, the second a longer silver cage with prison like bars, and the third a state-of-the-art golden device with a fingerprint locking system. Sight of the objects had a few of the girls whispering back and forth across aisles in hushed and snickering tone. But when Lauren turned towards them, she had their full and fixed attention. In fact, you could have heard a pin drop.

“Male…Chastity…Cage,” she said, slowly and clearly enunciating three words that never failed to tickle her. “A device that locks up a male’s most intimate organ. A device that denies any chance of sexual intercourse or self-pleasure. A device that transfers the control of his orgasm to a female keyholder who alone determines when and if he’s earned release.” Lauren paused, taking in the smooth skinned creatures before her, not just attentive – rapt. The phrase, wolves in sheep’s clothing sprung to mind, and she couldn’t help but smile. “Only once you’ve seen a boy beg, only once you’ve seen the desperate, yearning look in his eye – felt the erotic thrill of knowing you and only you have the power to set him free – can you fully appreciate the power of the chastity cage.”

“Boys have simple minds,” Lauren said, glancing to the three handsome male students to her left, pink cheeked and looking down expect for one who quickly dropped his gaze at the cage fitters look. “They need supervising. They need the helping hand of someone to guide them. In fact, when they’re super horny they can’t make any decisions at all. Which is why you have to make them for them.”

There were giggles at that, and big wide grins between desks.

“The chastity device maintains social order,” Lauren continued, once again grabbing the pupil’s full attention. “Never underestimate them as tools to motivate and discipline and bend a boy’s mind to your way of thinking. I guess it would be fair to think of it as doing your duty in keeping the world safe and stable.”

The girls liked that, it was there in their smiling eyes, it was there in their alert and upright postures.

Lauren stepped back a few paces to the table. “As you can see from this small selection there’s no one single model of chastity. Some are designed for ease and functionality,” she said, tapping the spring locked black cage. “Others for spectacle.” Now her nail struck the silver bars of the middle of the three. “And others yet that incorporate cutting edge technology to ensure compliance.” And with that there was a final tap of a finger against the futuristic looking, golden device, before she was facing her engrossed audience again. “There’s as many different models as there are ice cream flavours. Each with a different look and feel and fit. Each catering to their keyholder’s specific aims and ends. It can be fun experimenting.”

Lauren paused a moment, letting that sink in, watching cogs turning in those pretty little heads, mischievous possibilities forming. And she knew they were. Because only yesterday (at least that’s how it felt) she’d been that college girl staring captivated, knowing this was a product – hell weapon – she was going to have a lifelong passion for. A cynic might have said it was simply a big brand’s attempt to capture yet more young minds. But Lauren knew better. It was bigger than that. This was gynarchy in action. This was as Sally had nicely put it, “Spreading the gospel.” And it did more than just tickle her, it made her vulva swell.

“Now girls,” she said, aware of the pleasant ache between her thighs. “Whaddya say we put a few of these devices to the test?”

The girlish cheer that came back at her was almost a roar. Lauren smiled. She looked to the three young men standing ready. “Okay boys, that’s your cue to strip.”

There was no resistance or refusal. These three knew what they were here for. And no doubt what would happen if they disobeyed.  Smart shirts and trousers, along with shoes and socks and underwear, was all taken off till finally they stood naked – so naked – before the classroom filled with their smirking female peers. One girl wolf-whistled. Another called out, “That monster cock definitely needs putting behind bars,” causing mirthful laughter to do a lap of the room.

“All right, girls, settle down now,” came Sally’s voice from the back of the class. “Let’s have some maturity please.”

But still the whispery voices, the stifled giggles and ogling stares of the boys went on. Lauren didn’t intervene. She happily let the moment stretch out – the excited clamour die down of its own accord. Only then did she ask for three volunteers. Hands shot up, imploring eyes sought her to pick them.

“I’ll help, miss,” one pigtailed blonde eagerly put herself forward.

“Up you come then. And you…and you,” Lauren said, selecting a plump lipped girl with mousy brown hair that fell all the way to her waist, and a darker brunette – petite and smiley – with a pink Alice band. She handed them each one of the chastity devices that had been on display and led them over to the three naked boys.

“We’ll start with this one,” Lauren said, placing her hand on the bare shoulder of the nearest strapping young man and looking Pigtails way.

The blonde – who held the matte black cage – looked the boy square in the eyes with unmistakeable relish, then was bending down and fitting everything in place at Lauren’s clear and expert instruction. It was the same with the second boy, the boy with the ‘monster cock.’ Only this time it was the plump lipped girl taking great delight in having a fumbling touch and feel as she slipped on the generously proportioned cage. It was something of a showpiece device, meant for stiff and straining cocks. And this boy delivered – as Lauren suspected he would – bulging between the bars as everything was squeezed on and the mini padlock shut. The mousy haired girl straightened aiming a triumphant smirk his way. Then it was the pink hair banded girl Lauren was giving instruction. She had a soft, tactile touch and in no time at all was registering her thumb on the golden devices locking system.

“Well done, very well done,” Lauren said, as the third boy received another gleeful smirk and the petite brunette stepped away. “That goes for all three of you, girls. Didn’t they do well?”

There was another enthusiastic round of applause as Lauren sent them back to their seats. The boys however, cock caged and blushing, and looking more than a little choked, remained right where they were as she continued, “As you can see, locking up a boy might seem tricky at first, but with a little patience and practice you’ll soon get the hang of it. As it happens, I may have something to help you in that regard.”

Lauren stepped back over to her case and picked out the drawstring bag with the Cock Locker logo. Then she was starting forward again, picking out the first of the twenty-five clear, plastic starter chastity devices, which she proceeded to distribute along with their accompanying little silver keys. And suddenly she was feeling like Santa Claus doling out presents. There were squeals of delight and “Oh my Gods.” One redheaded girl asked, “Does a boy come with this?”

“That’s your teacher’s department – but yes, you’ll get one,” Lauren said, leaving her grinning.

The room had returned to that buzzy, excited clamour when she returned to the front of the class. She glanced at the cock locked boys still standing, watching all that was going on. She momentarily imagined how they were feeling – overawed, helpless, maybe a little irritated, most definitely aroused (as boys their age inevitably were in the presence of such beauty) – and felt a tingling flutter below.

“Ladies,” she said, looking back to the seated girls in something of a flutter of their own, holding up a hand and calling for quiet. She instantly got it. “You know that becoming a keyholder comes with its own set of responsibilities. Chiefly that you should unlock and thoroughly clean your boy at least once a week. That you should never force a cock that hasn’t been conditioned to do so into too small a cage. That boys, pretty much all boys, will do and say anything to get out. So be on guard.

“All in all, these devices now in your possession are perfect starter chastities. Practice with them. Learn the power they can give you. In time move onto something of your own choice…” Lauren swept an arm out to the three cock locked boys, causing many a white-toothed smile to slide across beaming faces. The room held still a moment, then she was asking if they had any questions. And there were questions; What was it like working at Cock Locker? How long can you leave a boy locked up? Does he ever go pop?

Lauren enjoyed answering them every bit as much as she’d enjoyed doing her little presentation. And it was clear she been thoroughly appreciated when she was shown out by Sally to clapping, whooping, cheering applause.

“You should have seen them, the girls were so sweet, so pretty, so delighted with their new gifts. And the boys, well, let’s just say you’d have identified,” Lauren said, closing the blinds, flicking on a lamp and smiling down at Hayden. She tightened the last of several narrow straps that ran across his body, leaving him immobilised on the bed, legs pressed together, arms drawn tightly at his sides.

After her little college trip, she’d swung by the store, brought him home for some after-hours play. And now here he was looking like some helpless, limbless creature, out of water, out of its depth. She felt the heavy ache of her arousal deepen as her eyes travelled over him, holding first briefly on the little black nipple clamps she’d put on him, then lingering on the steel chastity in which the head of his penis visibly and strenuously strained, before returning to his handsome face. “It was hot. Really hot.”

“I bet,” he said, looking up at her, not sure what she intended with him, not daring to ask.

“You wanna know how horny it made me turning all those girls into keyholders?”

Hayden pressed his lips together. His Adam’s apple flexed. “Uh-huh,” he said anxiously, like that was a mistake.

Lauren’s gaze didn’t leave him as she reached under her skirt, scooped off her soft, cotton panties, and dangled them over his nose. “Then breathe this in. That’s it, have a good long sniff.”

Neck straining, eyes closing serenely, Hayden savoured the womanly fragrance he’d come to know well.

“Mmm,” Lauren half chuckled, enjoying his intoxication. “Look at you getting drunk off my wetness. Smells good, huh?”

Hayden blew out a deep breath. “Yeah, hell yeah,” he said, going back for more as Lauren teased the panties above him. She let him have another long sniff, before she was trailing them over his lips, his chin, his chest and abs, then on ever so lightly over the shiny silver of the chastity and his swollen balls below. “Looks like you’re overdue a milking. Did mommy get forgetful?”

“Yes, no, I mean…” Hayden fell silent at Lauren’s smirking look.

“Such a confused boy. That head of yours must be spinning. Here, let me kiss it better.” Lauren lowered, but not to his face. It was another head, his bulging cockhead trapped within its prison that got the soft, slow, puckered press of her lips, making his restrained palms slide a little against the sides of his thighs and his constrained body squirm.

“Lauren, ple—” he began, then stopped knowing that’s not what well-behaved boys did.

“That’s fine. Beg. Go ahead,” Lauren said breezily.

Hayden didn’t hesitate. “Please, please let me out,” he urged. “You’re so hot, so smoking hot.”

“I know,” Lauren said in that same casual tone as she sauntered over to a laundry basket and dropped her panties in it. Then she was unbuttoning her blazer, sliding it off over the smooth skin of her shoulders and back. She hung it up neatly in a closet, then reached for the strap of her bra, pausing briefly to look around at Hayden. “You’ve gone very quiet all of a sudden.”

His head was tilted up. His focus on one and one thing only – her. She gave a little snort and unbuttoned her bra, uncovering the two glorious mounds of soft, perky flesh that were her breasts. She dropped the bra into the basket, then unzipped and shimmied out of her short work skirt, baring her incredibly pert behind. The clothing slipped down over her long, slender legs, puddling on the carpet. She stepped out of it, then was bending from the hip to pick it up, really giving Hayden something to look at.

“You still alive back there?” she asked.

“Yep,” his distant, distracted, voice sounded from behind.

Smirking, Lauren placed her skirt neatly on a shelf in the closet, then turned, taking in Hayden’s wide-eyed, unblinking stare as she crossed the room back towards him in nothing but heels and her silver necklace. There was no self-consciousness. No rush. Her movement was as silky smooth as the rest of her. Her sauntering stride that of a woman who knew her power, knew that it was in her control to take care of the frisky itch below at any moment of her choosing.

“You’re not staring at my breasts, are you? Or is it this?” she said, pinching the small silver key resting above them.

“I…” Hayden began, only once again to find himself tongue-tied.

“Want out. I know,” Lauren said, lifting off the necklace. She held it above his face in swinging motion like a hypnotist, watching his eyes track it back and forth. Then she was gathering it in her hand, holding the key like she meant to push it into a lock.

“Where does it go?” she wondered aloud, pressing it between his lips. “Not there.” She grinned, then was dragging the key down over his chest, between his clamped nipples. “Not here either,” she said, poking it at his belly button. “It has to go somewhere. I wonder. Maybe. Ah…” Silver struck metal. “What do we have here?”

She gently scraped the key in swirling motion over his trapped and bulging cockhead, over his swollen balls, before bringing it up to the sliver padlock and sliding it home. There was a glance to Hayden, whose eyes held on hers in exactly the type of desperate, yearning expression she’d spoken about to the class of girls, as he all but willed her to turn the key and set him free. Lauren savoured that look, savoured her power as her hand held steady, eking out the seconds, making him wait. If there was one thing more enjoyable than locking up a boy, it was letting him out. Which is exactly what Lauren did with a swivel of her wrist.

“Look at how happy that cock is to be out,” she said, as it instantly went rigid on release from the metal casing.

Lauren knelt up onto the bed, straddled Hayden’s legs, shot him a devilish look, then lowered her lips to his crotch. Whatever he was hoping, wanting, it surely wasn’t the flow of soft air she blew between pursed lips up and down the length of his shaft. She saw his open mouthed, almost agonised stare, then she was going back for more, gently sucking on one ripe looking ball, then the other, collapsing Hayden’s head back and making him strain like a prisoner about to meet their end.

“Such full balls,” Lauren said, grinning as she crawled over him and settled down at his side, the erect nipples and soft flesh of her breasts pushing into him. She could hear one of the houseboys vacuuming down in the lounge. She could feel Hayden’s heartbeat thumping hard in his chest. Her own friskiness buzzed over her like bees. But she remained fully in control, ready to strike the match only at the moment of her choosing. She wrapped a hand around his stiff cock. She felt its throb. “If mommy goes away on a trip. Stays away for a while, will you be a good boy for Winnie and Cassidy?”

“Yes, miss,” Hayden answered weakly, like desperate want had seeped into every pore and left him unable to think straight.

“That’s what I thought.” Lauren smiled, pinching off the nipple clamps, hearing him gasp, watching him tense and shake. “Shh,” she soothed, stopping his pained pant at once as her stiff nipples slid over him and she kissed him softly on the lips. “I’m going to fuck that cum out of you hard,” she said, looking deep into his eyes. “Then you’re going to lick me clean.”

There was no sound, no words, only that trance like, yearning and submissive stare. Lauren settled back. She struck the match.
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“So if it works out, you’re gonna go for it?” Winnie asked. “Long term I mean.”

“I think so, yeah,” Lauren said, looking ahead to the stage set up on the mall’s second floor atrium and the dark-skinned woman dropping the fifth of six men lined up before her with a thumping kick to the nuts. The ballbusting events were a frequent spectacle, offering both entertainment and punishment for those boys who hadn’t quite got with the new world order.

“Well that sucks,” Winnie said.

“I’ll miss you too.”

The two cage fitters shared a smiling look, then they were joining in the loud applause as the final man went down clutching his testes and the dark-skinned woman held her arm aloft to the cheering crowd.

“Jesus that was fast,” Lauren said. “You think she can go faster?”

“She can beat her,” Winnie said with zero doubt.

“Wow, that was quite something,” the emcee, an officious, pear shaped woman said. “Let’s hear it for Jemima folks.”

The dark woman left the stage, along with her six victims, hobbling as they went. Six fresh males were brought up. And the emcee was announcing the next contestant. One Miss Cassidy Rodgers.

“You got this, Cassidy!” Winnie shouted as the leggy blonde took to the stage.

“Swing that long leg, girl!” Lauren whooped encouragement.

A second later a buzzer was sounding and Cassidy was doing just that, crashing the first of the boys to the stage floor.

“That’s what I’m talking about!” Winnie yelled.

Lauren could only shake her head, laughing as another pair of testes got the full force of Cassidy’s foot. “You know Gianna will be looking for a new right-hand lady to manage the store floor.”

“That so,” Winnie said. And once more she was smiling as the two cage fitters eyes met.

“I wonder who that could be.”

“I wonder.”

Cassidy made short work of the last couple of men. She beat the best time. She claimed the ballbusting trophy. Much to the shrieking delight of her two colleagues.

The wooden paddle landed with a hard thump across the naked boys already reddened rear, making him groan, making him thrust into the thighs of the elegant woman across whose lap he was lain.

“Shush you,” she said. “Any more of that and I’ll be getting the gag. And stop fidgeting.”

“Yes ma’am,” came the cowed and supplicant male voice in reply.

The paddle rose, holding in the air just long enough for the rosy red ass cheeks to tense in anticipation of a hit, then relax complacently as down at it came again in thumping smack. There was another thrusting push into those thighs as the boy squeezed his burning buttocks together. But no sound. No groan.

“Better,” the woman said.

Lauren leaned in the living room doorway, arms folded, smiling away at sight of her mother and her little gathering (a book group that had widened its scope to indulge in another of its members passions) keeping a pair of neighbourhood boys on their toes. Another stood in the corner in a coned white dunce’s hat, butt cheeks blazing brightly. Lauren briefly wondered what they’d done to deserve such punishment. She supposed, most likely, nothing at all other than be born with those dangly bits that meant such humiliation was a necessary treatment to keep their male egos in check.

“Hey, ladies,” she said, making her presence known, then to a woman for whom you didn’t have to look hard to see where she’d inherited her good looks and poised authority, “Mom, can I borrow you a sec?”

“Sure thing, sweetie,” Carol said, pushing the red buttocked boy off her lap. She tugged down the lilac skirt that had ridden up over her thighs as she stood. She handed the paddle over to the buxom brunette that was Bethany, who happily replaced her in the chair at the centre of the room. As Lauren turned and headed through the hallway, she heard chuckling laughter followed by another of those resounding thwacks. In the kitchen there was a pleasant, spicy, cooking aroma.

“Looking good, Dad,” Lauren said of her father, Arnold, bent over the open oven in his yellow apron and red oven gloves, removing some titbits of food he was preparing for the book group. He was a burly, but tanned and fit looking man. A man who might have been an extremely powerful executive and not Carol’s obedient househusband if things far beyond his control had gone a little differently.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said, receiving his daughter’s peck on the cheek as he straightened.

Lauren leaned back against the kitchen counter, watching as her mother waltzed over, sampled one of the small parcels of food, gave an approving nod, then patted her well trained house husband on his chino clad behind.

“Go make sure the ladies are topped up,” she said, handing him a bottle of wine.

“Yes, me lady,” he said, jokingly imitating some lowly squire serving royalty.

Carol shook her head smiling, then looked to her daughter as he headed off on his errand. “So what’s up?”

Lauren swiped through her phone, held it out to her mother, updating her on her designs, explaining about New York.

“That’s amazing news!” Carol gushed. She’d always been Lauren’s biggest cheerleader, always backed her to the hilt in her passions.

“I still can’t believe it if I’m honest. It still feels like they’re going to withdraw the offer at any moment.”

Her mother waved this away with the flap of a hand. “You’re too good for that. Way too good. Come here, sweetie.”

Lauren went into her mother’s hugging embrace.

“I’m so proud of you, darling.”

‘Let’s just see how it goes.”

“You’ll kill it. As you always do.”

Lauren squeezed back with a lump in her throat, grateful for such support, grateful for having the strong, feminine woman that was her mother in her life.

“What did I miss?” her father asked, returning as the two women parted.

“Your talented daughter’s going to be fronting a new line at Cock Locker’s flagship store. She’s going to be playing an important role in making sure a lot more boys stay locked up.”

Arnold’s eye held on his wife’s teasing little smile for a beat, a silent interplay Lauren couldn’t help but finding amusing, before his focus was switching to her.

“Wow, that’s incredible, honey. Congratulations.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

“Here, give me that,” Carol said, swiping the wine bottle out of her husband’s grasp. She poured them each a glass and they toasted to the news, then Carol was wondering aloud, “This doesn’t mean me and my girlfriends will lose our discount at the mall, does it?”

“No, Mom,” Lauren laughed. “I’ll put in word so you still get them.”

“That’s a relief,” Carol said, shooting her apron wearing husband another of those teasing little smiles.

Everything seemed to speed up after that, like a heavy weight was rolling the days forward faster and faster. Lauren kept a nervy anticipation and jangling excitement at bay by keeping busy, by concentrating on the here and now and not letting her mind drift too far ahead. And when it did, she always had Hayden to briefly bring her out of time and space; performing cunnilingus or simply remaining still while she rode his obedient cock to another mind-blowing orgasm.

There was one last meal out with all her girlfriends. There was one last wild party thrown at the house for old times sake. At the store her last customer was a businesswoman with her subordinate male colleague. She waved them off, the woman walking with an added spring in her step, the suited cock locked man – orgasms now owned by another – trailing with an invisible leash at his neck. Winnie and Cassidy stepped up alongside her.

“So that’s me done,” she said, almost disbelieving.

There were hugs and cards and a big cake that Gianna brought out in the shape of a chastity. When she finally headed out, it was to an ovation from manager and models and cage fitters. Out in the mall, Lauren stopped a moment and gazed at the Cock Locker store – swelling warmth high up in her chest – that she’d always have a deep fondness for wherever she went. Then, buoyed by all it had given her, she determinedly strode on.

On her very last day in town, she hiked up to her favourite spot in the hills. She took in a beautiful pink sunset. Feeling very much like it was the end of one chapter and the start of another.
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Cock Locker’s flagship encompassed one-hundred-thousand square metres of prime retail space on New York’s Madison Avenue. A giant gold chastity stood on a plinth at the centre of the store’s ground floor. A small battalion of gorgeous cage fitters – all in their smart blue-grey checked blazers and miniskirts – attended to the constant stream of customers. An army of the buffest and cutest of boys, modelled the goods much to the enjoyment of the often touchy and feeling women. It was some sight to behold.

Lauren had her own section on a mezzanine level where the more ornate and opulent devices were displayed. It was here that she blew softly onto silver steel – like she was trying to fog up a car window – before giving the metal a polish with the cuff of her sleeve.

“Much better,” she said, taking in the now glinting chastity and fuller cock straining within it. Her eyes flicked up to the curly haired model, Adrian, wearing it. He looked down, clearing his throat a little and resetting his stance. Lauren gave his thigh a gentle pat and stepped away, smiling. Gianna had been right about one thing, there’d been plenty more Hayden’s. Along with sexy Adrian, there was Richie and Vince. In fact Lauren was developing quite the harem of pleasure toys at her disposal. And she wore all their keys at once for them to see, one on an anklet, the other two keeping each other company on her necklace.

“These are your designs?” the honey haired woman – stylish in matching brown pants and turtle neck – asked as Lauren reached her.

“They are,” the cage fitter said, nodding at her name – Lauren Taylor – running across the top of the display.

“Wow. They’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” Lauren said warmly, despite it being far from the first such compliment. The launch of the line had been a roaring success. Suzy Yu already had production cranking into overdrive as it began on a second. “Is there anyone in particular you’re shopping for?”

The woman reached into her leather clutch, held up her phone showing an image of a hunky guy posing naked in a sunlit room with an aww-shucks-you’re-so-naughty grin. “My subby boy. I’ve had him five years now and I’d like to mark the occasion with something special.”

“Well you’ve definitely come to the right place,” Lauren said. Hands clutched at her spine, she unobtrusively shadowed the woman as she browsed the display. “Any stand out?”

“A few.”

“Would you like to see how they look on?”

“Sure.”

Lauren consulted the woman’s phone; she had plenty more photos of her boyfriend, some in which he was very excited. And deciding Richie was the best match, proportions wise, had him model those the woman picked out. It was a butterfly patterned design that had her pressing her palms together, eyes shining brightly.

“That’s it,” she said. “That’s defiantly the one.”

“Okay,” Lauren said, feeling the deeply satisfied thrill she always felt at seeing one of her creations provoke such joy. She cleaned the chastity. She placed it in its little felt lined box, along with the all-important key that accompanied it. Which in turn went into the small Cock Locker drawstring bag that had become stylish fashion items in themselves.

“Enjoy,” she said, passing it over.

“I will,” the woman said, smiling back over a shoulder as off she went.

Lauren blew out a contented sigh. “Well done, boys,” she said, giving a smirking glance at her three cock locked models. Then she was wandering over to the railing of the mezzanine and looking out at the huge space below that was a temple to all thing’s chastity. There was a brief out of body amazement at how the past year had gone – that she was here, really doing this. There was a soaring sense of pride at what she’d achieved. She had an ambition to return home some day and set up in her own little shop, selling her own bespoke products. But right now, she felt exactly where she was supposed to be, doing what she’d been born to do. And with it there was a thrilling sense that the world was her oyster. She breathed in a deep breath, fixing herself in the moment, telling herself never to forget that feeling of unlimited potential. It was then that her phone rang.

“Hey, ladies,” she said, answering the video call on two familiar faces.

“What’s up, girl,” Winnie said.

“Oh, you know, just hanging out at Cock Locker’s flagship store, selling my collection.” Lauren gave a little spin of her surrounds.

“We hear you’re tearing it up,” Cassidy said.

“It’s not going too badly,” Lauren said, modestly.

“That’s a shame, I was hoping you’d crash and burn and be back here with us,” Winnie said.

“Sorry, not looking likely.” Lauren smiled, feeling a nostalgic pang for her friend’s say-as you-see-it attitude. “How’s Harper doing?”

The camera panned off to the side showing the young cage fitter clumsily manhandling a big cock.

“Still learning the ropes,” Winnie said.

“She’ll get there,” Lauren said.

“There’s someone else that wants to say hi,” Cassidy said, pulling a certain naked and caged boy into shot.

“Looking good, as always, Lauren,” Hayden said, grinning handsomely.

“Hello there, pretty boy.” Lauren half wanted to pluck him out the screen and add him to her harem. “I hope you ladies are taking good care of this one.”

“Oh, we’re taking excellent care of him, I can assure,” Winnie said in mischievous tone.

“We both are,” Cassidy added, smirking knowingly as she patted the bare chest of the boy they each had an arm around.

“Just make sure to leave something for me,” Lauren said, shaking her head as she watched the two cage fitters splutter with laughter. A couple of interested parties eyeing her collection, had her glancing up. “Gotta go, duty calls. You three behave yourselves.”

“We won’t,” Winnie said.

There was another little shake of the head as Lauren snorted, taking in the smiley trio looking like they were doing just fine without her. “Speak to you soon.”

“Bye,” the two cage fitters said brightly, holding up their hands, waving her off.

Lauren lowered the phone, swept back the tousled wavy locks that cascaded over a shoulder, and projecting the friendly, personable demeanour that came so naturally, strode on over to customers seeking that extra special device. In other words, doing what she lived for. Doing what she’d done a thousand times before. Doing what she’d go on to do an incalculable number more.
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